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MY NOVEL 


BOOK VIII. 

INITIAL CHAPTER. 

THE ABUSE OF INTELIJECT. 

Theke is at present so vehement a flourish of trumpets, and so pre- 
vious a roll of the drum, whenever we are called upon to throw uj) 
r l)ats, and cry "Iluzza’' to the March of Enlightenment,” that, 
t of that very spirit of contradiction natural all rational animals, 

0 IS tempted to stop one’s ears, and say, “ Gently, gently ; liiGirr is 
iseless: h^w comes ‘Enlightenment* to make such a clatter? 
eanwhilc it it be not impertinent, pray, where is Enlightenment 
irching to ?** Ask that question of any six of the loudest bawlers 
the procession, and I’E jyager ter mce to California that you get 

1 very unsatisfactory answers. One respectable gentleman, who. to 
r great astonishment, iufifists upon calling^ himself “a slave,” l)ut 
s a remarkably free w^ of expressing ms opinions, will reply— 
llnliglitenmeiit is marching towards the seven iiohits of the Char- 

” Another, with his hair a Id jeune France, who has taken a 
cy to his friend’s wife, and is rather embarrassed with liis own, 
#erts that Enlightenment is proceeding towards .the Eights 
imcn, the reip of Social Love, and the annihilation of Tyiannica: 

■ ' idice. A third, who has the air of a man well to do in the is, ’ vy'* 
i , more modest in his hopes, because he neither wishes to 
> Jiead broken by liis errand-boy, nor his wife carried off tJ ll 
mpemone by his apprentice, does not take Enlightenment a 
"''iier than a siege on Dcbrett, and a cimnonadc on the Budget. 
^>cral man ! _ the march that he sweik will soon trample kun unde, 
No one fares so ill in a crowd as tlic man who is wedged in tht 
xiola. A I’ourtii, looking wild and dreamy, as if lie had ccilnc out oj 
e cave of Trophonius, and who is a mesmeriser and a mystic^ tliiuk.? 
•lightemnent is in full career towards the good old days of alche- 
is and necromancers. A fifth, whom one might ta!:c for a QLiak{’j', 
‘crts that tlie march of Enlightemncnt is a crusade lor universal 
unthropy, vegetable diet, and the perpetuation of peace by means 
pecches, wliicli certainly do iiroduce a ycry contrary cllcti: froju 
rliilippics of Demosthenes ! The sixth — (good fellow witiioui; a 
I on his liack.) — does not care a straw where the inaich goes. He 
,■ be woi-sc oft* than he is ; and it is quite immaterial to him 
ether he goes to the dog-star above, or the bottomless pit Idow. 
Hy nothing, however, arrainst the marcli, wliilc we take it altoget^r. 
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BOOK VIII. 

INITIAL CHAPTER. 

THE ABUSE OF INTELLECT. 

Thebe is at present so veliement a flourish of trumpets, and so pro- 
^ious a roll of the drum, whenever we are called upon to throw ujj 
L i' hats, and cry “ Huzza” to the " March of Enlightenment,” that, 
i of tliat very spirit of contradiction natural ^ all rational animals, 
c IS tempted to stop one's ears, and say, “ Gently, gently ; l]Ght is 
useless* b'w comes 'Enlightenment’ to make such a clatter? 
eanwhile it it be not impertinent, pray, where is Eulightonment 
kebing to ?” Ask that question of any six of the loudest bawlcrs 
;the procession, and I’ll ^ager ter mce to Cablbmia that you get 
!c very unsatisfactory answers. One respectable gentleman, who. to 
IT great astonishment, insists upon calbng^ himself “a slave,” !)iit 
s a remarkably fre(i way of expressing ms opinions, will reply— 
■<lnLiglitenment is marchihg towards the seven points of the Uliar- 
” Another^ with his hair a h kune France, who has taken a 
cy to his friend's wife, and is rather embarrassed with his own, 
j^erts that Enligldenment is proceeding towards the Jlights o- 
omen, tlie rcipi of Social Love, the {iniiihilation of Tyi’aniiicui 
: ' udice. A tliird, who has the air of a man well to do in the ii.‘ 

X, , more niodc&t in liis liopes, because he neither wishes to 
s head broken by bis errand-boy, nor bis wife carried olF ic! .mi 
^ apemone by his apprentice, does not take Enbghtcmnent a J: 
^''ber than a siege on Debrett, and a cannonade on the Budget^ 
*;'?eral man ! the march that he sw(jlk will soon trample him uudeJ 
f : No one fares so ill m a crowd as flic man who is w(;dgcd in the* 
jjtfdlc. A fourtTi, looking wild and dreamy, as if he had couie out of 
e cave of Tropliouius, and wdio is a mesmeriser and a mysl.ic-, thinks 
. iightenmciit is in lull career towards the good old days of alclic- 
f :ts and necromancers. A fifth, whom one might ta!:c for a Qnakcj’, 
that tlie march of Eubghtenment is a crusade for universai 
inthropy, ’vc.^ctablo diet, and the peri)etuatioii of jicace by means 
pecclics^ which certainly do produce a very cont rary (dlVct from 
Philippics of Lemostheues ! The sixth— (j^ood IHjow without a 
g on his hack)— docs not care a straw where the march goes. He 
be W'orse off than be is; and it is quite iininat^rial to him 
-Ctlicr he goes to the dog-star above, or the bottomless pit 
%y uotiimg, liov/ever, against the march, wliilo we take it altogether* 
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Wliatevcr happens, one is in good company; ajicl thuiigh I am 
what indolent by nature, and would rather stay at home with ] 
and Burke (dull dogs tliougii they were), than have my tiiougli 
off helter-skelter with those cursed tiaimpets and drums, blow 
iuh-a-dublhid by fellows whom I vow to heaven I would not ^ 
wjirra flve^iound notO“Still. if I must march, 1 must ; and so dcuc{j, 
take the liindmost. But when it comes to individual niarcdiers upm| 
their own account— private/n-s and coiidottigLi of Enlightc'H''' . iit— wIk.) 
have filled their pockets with lucifer^mafcliS, and hav(‘. asiihih' j con, 
tempt for their neighbours’ bams and hay-ricks, I don> .v C why J • 
• should throw myself into the seventh lieavcn of admiraiiou and 
ecstacy. 

If those who are eternally rhapso^sing on the cclestl.'d blessings 
that arc to follow Enlightenment, Uwcrsal Knowledge, and so Ibi th, 
would just take their eyes out of their pockets, and look about tlumi, 
I would respectfully iiupiire if they have never met any very knowing 
and enlightened gentleman, whose acquaintance is by no means de- 
sirable. If not, they are monstrous lucky. Every man must judge 
by his own cxpcrieiice ; and the worst rogues I liave ever encount ered 
were amazingly well-informed clever fellows! Erom dundtnheads 
and dunces we can protect ourselves, hut from your sharp-witted 
geutlemaii, all enlightenment and no prejudice, wc have but to cry, 
“ lloaveu defend us !” It is true, that Bie rogue (hit him be ever so 
enlightened) tisually comes to no good himself, (though not. befonV he 
has done harm enough to his neighbours). But that only shows that 
the world wants something else in iliose it rewards, besides int(;lU- 
gence/;<?y* .?(?and in the abstract ; and is much too old a world to /dlow 
any Jack Horner to pick out its plums for his own personal gratifica- 
tion, Hence a man of very moderate intelligence, who belic‘vcs in 
(lod, suffers his heart to beat with human sympatliios, and koe]ts his 
(ives off your strong-box, will perhaps gain n vast deal more j>owc'' 
tiiau knowledge ever gives to a rogue. 

' iX^fterefore, though I anticipate mi outcry against me on the part o 
Idockhcads, wlio, strange to say, arc the most credulous idolaters 
Kt’ enlightenment, and, if knowledge were poWer, w’ould rol. cm a 
djjBghill ; yet, nevertheless, 1 think all really enlight ened men will 
agree with me, that when one falls in with detached sharpshooters 
from the general March of ^Enlightenment, it is no reason that wo 
should make o\irsclves a target, because Enliglitenineiit has fiu-nislied 
them with a gun. It has, doubtless, been already remarked by tlio 
judicious reader, thal. of the numerous characters introdneod into this 
work, the larger i)()rjioii beioug to tluit species whieli we call the Jx- 
TELLECTUf L — that tlu'Oiigh them are analysed and developed huuuiu 
intellect, in various forms and directions. So that this }-listor>\ 
rightly considered, is a kind of humble famdiar Epic, or, if you preh^' 
it, a long Scrio-Comedy, upon the Varieties of English bile in this 
our Century, set inr movement by the intelligences most prt 'va- 
lent.^ And where more ordinary and less reiliu;d types of the 
species round and complete the survey of our passing generation,^ 
lie.v will often suggest, by contrast, the^deliciem^it's which mere" 
bt^ectual culture leaves xn the human being. Certainly, I hav# 
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HD spite against intellect and euligliteumcnt . lleiiveii forbid I 
shomd be sucli a Goth! i am only the advocate for comiuon 
sense and fair play. 1 don’t think an able man necessarily an angel ; 
but I think if his heart inatch his hciid, and both proceed hi 
';^.he Great March under the divine Oriflamme, he goes as near to the? 
'angel as humanity will pennit : if not, if he has but a pcnu’oi'th ol 
heart to a pound of brains, I say, Bon jour, mn ange ! 1 see not 
ihe^taVi^upward wmds, but the grovelling cloven-hoof.’’ I’d rather 
ibo^^^ated bv the Squire of Hazeldean, than enlightened by 
Jlandal'Siwlie. Every man to his taste. But intellect itself (not in 
the philosophical, but the ordinary sense of the terai) is rarely, if ever, 
one coinpleied harmonious agency; it is not one faculty, but a com- 
pound 01 many, some of which are often at war with each other, and 
mar the concord of the whole. Few of us but have some predominant 
faculty, in itself a strength ; but wliich. usurping unseasonably dimi- 
nion over the rest, shares the lot of all tyranny, however brilliant, 
and leaves the empire w'cak against disaffection within, and invasion 
from 'witiiout. Hence, intellect may be perverted in a man of evil 
^sposition^ and sometimes merely w'asted ]»> a man of excellent 
impulses, lor want of the necessary discipline, or of a strong iiJing 
motive. J. doubt if there be one })ersou in the world, wlio has 
obtaineid a high remitation for talent, who lias not met somebody 
much cleverer than himself, wliich said somebody has never obtained 
any riqmtation at all I Men like Audley Egerton are constantly seen 
in the great position of life ; while men like Harley L’Estrangc, who 
could have beaten them hollow in anything etiuiilly striven for by 
both, flojit away down the stream, and, unless some suddem stimulant 
arouse tlicir dreamy energies, vanish out of si^lit into silent graves. 
If licimlct and Bolonius were living now, Polonius would have a much 
better chance of being a Cabinet Minister, though Hamlet would 
unc|ucstiouably lie a much more intcUectufd character. "What would 
become of Hamlet? Heaven knows! Dr. Arnold said, Irom hm 
'experience of a school, that the difference betweem. one i'" 

’ another was not nicre ability— it was energy. There is a great/V.^d 
: of truth in that saying. 

Siilmiittiug tliese liints to the judgment and penetration of 
sagacious, 1 cuter on the fresh division of this work, and see already 
Kandat Leslie gnawing his lips on thg back-ground. The Gcrnifiji 
poet observes, that the Cow of Isis is to some the divine symbol o! 
knowledge, to ot liers but the milch cow, only regarded for tlic pounds 
of buHer she will yield. 0 teudeney of our age, to look on Isis 
as the milch cow ! 0 prostitution of the grandest desires to the 
basest uses ! Gaze on the goddess, ILindal Leslie, and get rtiady thy 
churn and thy scales. Let us see what the butter will fetch m iw 
market. 
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CHAPTER II. 

A NEW ReigB has commenced. There has been a general election ; 
the unpopularity of the Administration has been appar^<?,u;at|(the 
hustings. Audlcy Egerton, hitherto returned by vast majoritoV };lias 
barely escaped defeat — thanks to a majority of five. The e. Rinses of 
his election are said to have been prodigious. “ But who can stand 
against such wealth as Egerton’s — no doubt backed, too, by the 
Treasury purse ?*’ said tlie defeated candidate. It is towards the close 
of October ; London is already full ; Parliament will meet in less than 
a fortnight. 

In one of the principal apartments of that hotel in which foreigners 
may discover what is meant by English comfort, and the price wliich 
foreigners must pay for it, there sat two persons sWe by side, engaged 
in close coiiversation.c The one was a female, m whose pale clear 
complexion and raven hair — whose eyes, vivid with a power of 
expression rarely bestowed on the beauties of the north, we recognise 
Beatrice, Marchesa di Ncgra. Undeniably handsome as was the 
Italian lady, her companion, though a man, and far advanced into 
middle age, was yet more remarkable for personal advantages. Tiier(4 
was a strong fairoly likeness between tiie two ; but there was also a 
striking contrast in air, manner, and all that stamps on the physiog- 
nomy the idiosyncrasies of ch^actcr. There was somcining of 
gravity, of ea.mestness and passion, in Beatrice’s countenance when 
carefully examined ; her smile at times might be false, but il v as 
rarely ironical, never cynical. Her gestures, though graceful, worr^ 
unrestrained and frequent. You could see she was a daughter of 
the south. Her companion, on the contrary, preserved on the fair, 
face, to which years had given scarcely a line or wrinkhi, 
\ vpihiiig tluit might iiave passed, at first glance, for the levity ami 
tnoujhtiessness of a gay and youthful nature ; but the smile, though, 
e^nsiloly polished, took at times the derision of a sneer. In his 
muanners he was as composed and as free from gesture, as an Eiiglish- 
rljian. His hair was of that re^ brown witli which the Italian painters 
produce such marvelJoas effects of colour ; and, if iicrc and there 
silver tln-ead gleamed through the locks, it was lost at once amidst 
their luxuriance. His eyes were light, and liis complexion, tliougli 
without much colour, was singularly transparent. His beauty, indeed, 
would have been rather womanly than masculine, but for the height 
and sinewy spareness of a frame in which muscular strength was 
rather adonied than concealed by an admirable elegance of xn’oportion. 
low would never have guessed this man to be an Italian ; more liktdy 
you would have siippoocd him a Parisian. He conversed in E/ciicli, 
his dress was of French fashion, his mode of thought seemed Ereiich. 
Not that he v.'as like the lYenchman of the present day— -an animal, 
either rude or reserved • but your ideal of 4.110 Marquis of the old 
r^me^ihe roue of the Regency. 
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Italian, however, he was, and of a race renowned in Italian liistory, 
^ut, as if ashamed of his country and his birth^ he affected to be a 
feitizen of the world. Heaven help the world it* it hold only such 
citizens! t 

•"But, Giuh’o,” said Beatrice di Negr^ speaking 'in Italian, “even 
panting that you discover this girl, can you suppose that her father 
will ever consent to your alliance ? Surely you know too wed tne 
n^urg 5^ your kinsman?” ^ ^ 

te tro7npeSy ma sceiir” replied Giulio Eranzini. Count di Pesohier% 
inEre^, as usual—"" te trompes; I knew it before he had gone 
through exile and penurj^ How can I know it now ? But coipfort 
yourself, my too anxious Beatrice, I shall not care for his consent till 
Tve made sure of his daughter’s.”*^ 

“ But how win that in despite of the father P ” 

“ mordieu ! ” interrupted the Count, with true French gaiety; 
"‘what would become of all the comedies ever written, if marriages 
were not made in despite of the father ? Look you,” he resumed, 
with a very slight compression of his h’p, and a sffl slighter movement 
in his chair— “look you, tliis is no <iuestion^f ifs and buts! it is a* 
question of must and shaU,— a question of existence to you and to me. » 
WlienDanton was condemned to the guillotine, he said, flingmga 
pellet of bread at the nose of his respectable judge, — " Mon individti 
sera hientot dam le neanty — My patrimony is there already I I am 
loaded with debts. I sec before me, on the one side, ruin or suicide ; 
on the other side, wedlock and wealth.”^ 

"‘ But from those vast possessions which you have been permitted 
to enjoy so long, have you really saved nothing against the time when 
they might be reclaimed at your hands ? ” 

"^My sister,” replied the Count, “ do I look like a man who saved?' 
Besides, when the Austrian Emperor, unwiUing to raze from his Lorn- 
hard domains a name and a house so illustrious as our kinsmau’s.^and 
desirous, while punishing that kinsman’s rebellion, to reward my 
adherence, forbore the ptjreinptory confiscation of those vast nossas ■ 
sions, at wliich my mouth w'atcrs while we speak, but, anuexrmcn'.’oliV 
lo the crown during ])leasuTe, allowed me, as the next male^kin, to 
retain the revenues of onc-half for the same very indefinite pmod, — 
liad I not every reason to suppose that, before long, 1 could so 
ence his Imperial Majevsty, or his minister, as to obtain a decree that 
might transfer the whole, unconditioifally pd absolutely, to raystlf ? 
Aud mcthiiiks I should have done so, but for this accursed, intermed- 
dling English Milord, who has never ceased to besiege the court or 
the minister with alleged extenuations of our cousin’s rebellion, and* 
proofless assertions that I shared it in order to entangle my kinsman, 
and betrayed it in order to profit by his spoils. So that, at last, in return 
for aU my sciwices and in answer to all my claims, I received fr 9 m the 
minister niniself tliis cold reply : — ‘ Connt of Peschiera, your aid was 
important, and your reward has been largei That reward it would 
not be for your noiiour to extend, and justify the ill opinion of your 
Italian countrymen by fornially appropriating to you3»elf all that was 
forfeited by the treason you denounced. A name, so noble yours 
should be clearer to you than fortune itself.’ ” 
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“ Ab, Giiilio,” cried Beafrice, her face lightini? up, changed in its 
whole character,— “ those were words that might make the demon 
that tempts to avarice fly from your breast in shame.” 

The Count opened his eyes in great amaze ; tlicn he glanced round 
the room, and said, quietly, — 

“Nobody else hears you, my dear Beatrice; talk common sense. 
Heroics sound well in mixed society; but there is nothing less suited 
to the tone of a laraily conversation.” _ 

Madame di Ncgra bent down her head abashed, and that sji^cn 
change in the expression of her countenance wliioli had s^ihied to 
betray susceptibility to generous emotion, faded as suddenly away. 

“ liut still,” she V.aid, coldly, “ you enjoy one-half of those ample 
revQuues,— why talk, then, of suicide and rain ? ” 

“I enjoy them at the pleasure of the crown; and what if it be the 
pleasure of the crotvn to recall our cousin, and jeinstate him in his 
possessions ? ” 

“ There is a prohahlliiy^ then, of that pardon ? When you first em- 
ployed me in your njsearcluis, you only thought there was 

‘^Tliere is a great ivobabilily of it, and therefore 1 am here. I 
learned some little time since that the ouestiun of siieli recall had 
been suggested by the Emperor, and niscussed in council. TJic 
danger to the State which might arise from our cousin’s wealth, Ins 
alleged abilities— (abilities ! bah!) — and his pojiular name, dei’erred 
any decision on the point ; and, indeed, the difliculty of dealing with 
myself must have embarrassed the minister. But it is a more ques- 
tion of time. He cannot long remain excluded from the geuertu' 
amnesty already extended to the other refugees. The person wlio 
gave me this imormatioii is high in power, and friendly to myself ; 
and he added a piece of advice^ on which I acted. ‘ It was intimated,’ 
said hCj ‘by one of the partisans of your kinsman, that the exile 
could give a hostage for his loyalty in the person of liis daughter and 
heiress ; that she had arrived at marriageable age ; that if she were to 
jjedj^'ith the Emperor’s consent some one whose attachment to the 
crown was unquestionable, there would be a guarantee bot h 
for tlia faith of the father, and for the transmission of so important, a 
heritjage to siifc and loym Lands. Why not,’ eontiiiucd my friend, 
‘mPply to the Emperor for his consent to that allianc(‘ for yourself ?- 
yo^, on whom he can depend;— yon who, if’ the daughter should di(‘, 
would be the legal lieir to those lands ? ’ On that hint 1 spoke.” 

“ You saw the Emperor ? ” 

“And after combating the unjust prepossc.ssioiis against me, i 
“stated, that so fai* from ray cousin having any fair cause of resentment 
against me, when all was duly <jxplainca to him, 1 did not doubt that 
he would willingly give me tlie hand of his child.” 

“ You did 1 ’’ cried the Marchesa, amazed. 

“ And,” continued the Count, impcrtui-bably, as he smootlied, with 
careless hand, the snowy plaits of his shirt-front,— “ and that 1 sliould 
,thus have tlie happiness of becoming myself the guarantee of my 
kinsman’s loyart*% — the agent for the restoration of his honours, 
while, ia the eyes of the envious and malignant), I should clear up m? 
own name from all suspicion that I had wronged him.” 
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“ And the Emperor consented ? ” 

Fardieu, iny dear sister; what else could his majesty do ? !My 
proposition smootheci every obstacle, and reconciled policy wirli . 
mercy. It remains, therefore, only to find out what has hithertc 
ballled aU our researches, the retreat of our dear kinsfolk, and U 
make myself a welcome lover to the demoiselle. There is some dis- 
parity ol‘ years, I own; hut — unless your sex and my glass flatter me 
hiuoh — 1 am still a match for many a gallant of five-and- . 
twxiity.” 

The ^unt said this with so charminfj a smile, and looked so pre- 
emincDtly handsome, that he carried on the coxcombry of the words 
as gracclully as if they had been spoken by some dazzlmg hero of the 
grand old comedy of Parisian life. 

Then iiit(iiiacing liis finders, and lightly leaning his hands, thus 
cl;isj)ed, upon his sister’s shoulder, he looked into ner face, and said 
slowly — “And now, my sister, for some gentle but deserved reproach. 

1 lave you not sadly failed me in the task I imposed on your regard 
i‘or my intcrcists ? Is it not some years since you first came to 
England on the mission of discovering these v^iprthy relations of ours ? 

1 )id 1 not entreat you to seduce into your toils the man whom I 
knew to bcj my enemy, and wlio was indubitably acquainted with our 
eousin’s retreat— a secret he has hitherto locked within his l)osom ? 
Did yem not tell me, that tliough he was then in England, you could 
tiud no occasion even to meet him, but that you had obtained the 
IViendship of the statesman to whom 1 had directed your attention, 
as his most intimate associate? And yet you, wliose charms are 
usually so iiTcsislible, learn nothing from the statesman, as you see 
notliing of Milord. Nay, ballled and misled, actufilly suppose 
that the quarry has taken refuge in France. You go tint her— you 
l)rct-(aKl to search the capital — llu^ provinces, Switzerland, gue 
itaia-je i* — all in vain, — though — foi ae getdilhomm — your police 
costs me dearly — vou return to England — the same chase, and the 
same result. Fatmmbleii, wa smur, i do too much' credit^ to your 
talents not to question your zeal, in a word, you have 'been 'ill* 
earnest — or liitve you not had some womanly plcfisure in a'iuisiiig 
yourself and abusing my trust ?” 

“Cliulio,” answered Ecatrice, sadly, “you kno\y the influence >ou 
have exercised over my chtecter and my fate. Your reproaeiies arc 
not just. I made such inquiries as tuTC in my power, and 1 have 
now cause to believe that 1 know ouc who is possessed of this secret, 
and can guide us to it.” 

“Ah, you do!” exclaimed the Count. Beatrice liid not heed the 
exclamaiiun, and hurried on. 

“ But grant that mv lieaH shrunk from the^ task you imposed on 
me, W()ulcl it not have been uat.ural ? When 1 first came to England, 
you iiifonned nm that your object in discovering the exiles was ouc 
which 1 could Jionestfy aid. You natundJy wished first 1 (j know 
if the daughter lived ; if not., you were the heir. If she did, you 
assured me you desired to efiect, t.ln-ough my mediation, some liberal 
coniproiiiisc with Al]',hoi]so, by winch you would Imye sunght to 
obtain his restoration, provided would’ leave you fur life in posses- 
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sion of the grant you hoid from the crown. While these were your 
objects, I dia my best, inclTectual as it was, to obtain the information 
'reauired.” 

And what made me lose so important, though so ineffectual an 
ally?’’ asked the Count, still smiling; but a gleam that belied the 
smile shot from his eye. 

/'What! when you bade me receive and co-operate with the 
miserable spies-*-the false Italians — ^whom you sent over^ aiid ‘vek 
to entangle this poor exile, when found, in some rash correspomlcnce 
to be revealed to the court ; — when you sought to seduce then. laughter 
of the Count of Peschiera, the descendant of those who had ruled in 


Italy, into the informer, the corruptor, and the traitress ; No, GhiKo 
— ^then I recoiled; and then, fearful of your own sway over me, 
I retreated into Prance. I have answered you frankly.” 

The Count removed his hands from the shoulder on which they had 
reclined so cordially. 

"And this,” said he, "is your ynsdom, and this your gratitude. 
You, whose features are bound up in mine — ^you, wlio subsist on my 

bounty — you, who ^ 

" Ilold,” cried the Marchesa, rising, and with a burst of emotion, 
as if stung to the utmost, and breaking into revolt from the tyranny 
of years—" hold —gratitude ! bounty ! Brother, brother — wluit, 
indeed, do I owe to you ? The shame and the misery of a life. 
While yet a child, you condemned me to marry against my will — 
against my heart— against my prayers— and laughed at my tears wlicn 
1 knelt to you for mercy. I was pure then, Giuho— pure and innocent 

as the dowers in my virgin crown. And now— now ” 

Beatrice stopped abruptly, and clasped her hands before licr 
face. 


"Now you upbraid me,” said the Count, imrufllcd by her suddem 
passion, "because I gave you in marriage to a man young aufl 
noble?” 


"Old in vices, and mean of soul! The marriage I forgave you. 
You hatl the right, according to tlie customs of our country, to 
dispo^^ of niy hand. But 1 forgave you not the consolations that 
you v/iispered in the ear of a wretched anil insulted wife.” 

" Pardon me the remark,” replied tln^ Count, with a courtly bend 
of his head, "but those consolations were also comformabie to th?, 


customs of our country, and t was iiot aware till now tiiat you liad 
wholly disdained them. And,” contitmed the Count, /you were not 
so long a wife, that the gall of tiie chain should smart still. You were 
* soon left a widow — ^frcc, childless, young, beautiful.” 

"And penniless.” 

" True, Di Negra was a gambler, and very unlucky ; no fault ot 
mine. 1 could neither keep the carits from his hands, nor advise him 
how to play them.” 

“And my owm portioiiP Oh Giulio, I kne^w but at his death wliy 
you hud condemned me to that renegade Genoese. He owed you 
mon(‘,y, and, ^gainst honour, and "I beJieve against law, you had 
ftc-eept^d my fortune in discharge of the debt.” 

"lie had no other way to discliarse it— a debt of honour must ba 
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E aid— old stories these. What matters ? Since then xny purse has 
een open to you.’* , 

“ Yes, not as your sister, but your instrument— your spy ! Yes, 
your purse has been open— with a niggard hand.” 

Tin peu de conscience, ma chere. you are so extravagant. But 
come, be plain. What would you ?” 

“ I woiud be free from you.” 

^ That Js, you would form some second marriage with one of those 
riojldslaiid lords. Mafoi, I respect your ambition.” 

“ It h->jiot so high. 1 aim but to escane from slavery — ^to be placed 
beyond dishonpurable templ;ation. I desire,” cried Beatrice, ‘with 
incr(‘.ased emotion— “ I desire to re-enter the life of woman.” 

“ Elio’ !” said the Count, with a visible impatience ; “is there any- 
thing in the attainment of your object that should render you 
iudillcrcnt to mine? Yoc Jcsii'c to marry, if I comprehend you 
right. And to marry, as becomes you, you should bring to yonr 
husband not debts, but a doiny. Be it so. 1 will restore tlic 
portion that I saved from the spendthrift clutch of the Genoese— the 
moment tiiat it is mine to bestow— tlie niommit that I am Imsband to 
my kinsman’s heiress. And now, Beatrice, you imply that my fonricr 
noiious revolted yom: conscience; my present plan should coutcul 
it ; for by this marriage shall our kinsman regain his country, and 
repossess, at least, half his hmds. And if 1 am not an excelleui- 
husband to i-hc demoiselle, it will bo h(ir fnvn fault. 1 have sewn my 
wild oats. Je suis bon prince, when 1 Jiavc things a little my own way. 
It is iny hope and my intention, and certainly it will be my int<ircst, 
in become digne epoux et irrcprochahle pere de famille. 1 speak lightly 
— ’tis my way. 1 mean seriously. The little girl will bo very happy 
v/ith me, and 1 shall succeed in soothing all resentment her father 
may retain. Will you aid mo then— yes or no? Aid me, and you 
.shall indeed be free. The magician will release the fair spirit he has 
hound to his will. Aid me not, Qna ctwre, and mark, 1 do not tni eatcn 
' -1 do hut wan^ — aid me not ; grant tliat 1 become a heggar, and ask 
yourself wliat is to heconie of you — still young, still bcairtifid, and 
still xx'itiiiless ? Nay, woi'sc than penniless ; you have done , me the 
iionour” (and here the Coimt, looking on the table, drew a letl ?rfrom 
a portfolio emblazoned witli his arms and coronet), you have done 
me the honour to consult me as to your debts.” 

“ Yon will rest ore my fortiuie ?” ^ud the Marchesa, irresolutely — 
and averting her head from an ()diods schedule of figures. 

“ When my own, with your aid, is sccm'ed.” 

“ But do } ()u not overrate the value of ray. aid?” 

“ Possibly,” said the Count, with a caressing suayity — and he 
kissed his sister’s forehead. “ Possibly; but, by my honour, 1 wish 
to repair to you any wTong, real or supposed, 1 may liave done you in 
jmst times. I wdsh to find a^ain my own dear sister. I may over- 
value your aid, but not the alfection Irom w^nch it comes. Ijct us be 
friends, cara Beatrice added the Count, for the first time em- 
ploying Italian words. ^ 

The Marcliesa laid lier ])ead on his shoulder and her tears downed 
softly. Evidently tliis man liad great inlliicnce over her— iind evi- 
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dently^ whatever her cause for conipkhit, her affection for iiim was 
still sisterly and strong:. A nature with line flashes of £,^cuerosity, 
spii'it, honour, and passion, was hers—but uncultured, uagiiided— 
spoilt by the worst social cxamplcs—casily led into wronj?— not 
ulv'a>‘s aware where the wrong was — letting affections good or bad 
\vhisj)cr away licr conscience or blind her reason. Such women are 
oft.en far more dangerems when induced to wi'ong, than thosg who 
arc; tliorougiily abandoned — such women are tlie accomplices 
like the Count of Pescliicra most desire to obtain. 

‘‘ Ail, Giulio,*’ said .Beatrice, after a pause, and looking uffat him 
through her tears, “ wlicn you Speak to me thus, you know you can. 
do with me what you wiU. fatherless and motherless, whom had my 
cl'.ildhood to love and obey but you?” 

’ Dear Beatrice ” murmured the Count tenderly— and he again 
kissed her ibrcliead. " So,” he continued, more carelo.ssly — “ so the 
reconciliation is effected, and qur interests and our hearts rc-allicd. 
l^ow, alas! to descend to business. You say that you know some 
one whom you believe to be acquainted with tlie lurking-place of my 
father-in-law— that is tq- be I ” 

“ 1 think so. You remind me that I have an appoiiitiiKUit with 
him this day : it is nejir the hour— 1 must leave you.^’ 

“To learn the secret?— Quick— Quick. 1 have no tear of youi- 
success, if it is iiy his iieart that you lead him I” 

“ You mistake; on his Iieart I have no hold. But he has a IVieiid 
who loves me, and honourably, and wliosc cause ho plcad.s. 1 think 
here that I have some means to control or persuade him. If not — 
ah, be is of a character that perjilexcs me in all but his worldly 
ambition ; and how can we foreigners influence him througii 
thcur 

“ Is he poor, or is he extravagant P” 

“ Not extravagant, and not positively poor, but dependent.” 

Then we have him,” said the Count, composedly. “ If his assi>.t - 
anc(^ lie irorth buying, we can bid liigli for it. Sur won dmc, 1 never 
^yet kneW money fail with any man who was both worldly and depen- 
dent, 1 put him and myself in your hands.” 

M'liufc saying, the Count opened the door, and conducted his sister 
with formal politeness to licr carriage. lie then returned, rcs(;aTed 
himself, ana mused in silence.. As he did so, the muscles of his 
count eiiJiiioe relaxed. The levfl.v of the Frenchman lied li'oni his 
visage, and in his eye, as it gazed abstvactciliy into space, there was 
that steady depth so remarkable in the old portraits of Floreiiliui^ 
niiplornatist or Venetian Oligarch. Thus seen, there was in that face^, 
despite all its beauty, something tliat would have awed back even t h(^ 
fond gay.e of love ;*sometiiing hard, collected, inscrutalilc, rtmiorse- 
less. But this change of couutenaiice did not last long. Evidently 
thought, tliough intfjnse for liie mome.iit, was not liabii-ual to the 
man. Evidently he liaddived the life which takes all tluiigs liglitly — 
so he rose with a 'look of fatigue, shook and stretclujd himself, as if to 
cast off, or grow out of, an unwelcome and irksome mood. An hour 
^ afterwards, the Count of Peschiera was ciianningall eyes, and pleasing 
all cars, in the saloon of a liigh-born beauty, Avbosc acquaintaace be 
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,acl TiKiclc at Yienna, and whose charms, aoc?ordmg ta thai, old and 
levcr-tnitli speaking oracle. Polite Scandal, were now said to Imve 
ttracted to London the brilliant foreigner. 


CHAPTER HI. 

I'liE IMarcliesa regained her house, wliich was in Curzon Street, 
and witlidrcw to her own room, to readjust her dress, and remove 
from her countenance all trace of the tears she had shed. 

Half ail hour afterwards she was seated in her drawiiig-rcom, coni- 
])osed and calm ; nor, seeing her then, could you have guessed that 
she was capable of so much emotion and so much weakness. In that 
stately exterior, in that quiet attitude, in that elaborate and fiinslajd 
(degaiice which comes alike from the hearts of the toilet and the con- 
ventional repose of rank, you could see but the woman of the wprkl 
and the great lady. 

A knock at the door was heard, and in a fe^f moments tlierc entered 
a visitor, with the easy familiarity of intimate acquaintance — a young 
man, lint with none of the bkpn of youth. His hair, line as a woinan^s 
was thin and scanty, but it fell low over the forehead, and concealed 
that noblest of our human features. “ A gentlemam” says Apuleius, 
ought to wear his wliole mind on his forehead/** The young visitor^ 
would never have committed so frank an imprudence. His check 
was pale, and in his step and his movements there v'as a languor that 
spoke of fatigued nerves or delicate health. But the light of the eye 
and the tone of the voice were those of a mental temperament con- 
trolling the bodily— vigorous and energetic. Por the rest, his general 
aj)]ioaraii(ie was distinguished by a refinement dike intellectual and 
social, (jnee seen, you would not easily forget him. And the reader, 
no doubt, already recognises Randal Leshc. His salutation, as I 
before said, was that of intimate familiarity ; yet it was given and 
replied to witli that unreserved openness wnicn denotes the absence 
of a more tender sentiment. 

Scaling himself by the Marchesa’s side, Randal began first to con- 
verse on the fashionable topics and gossip of the day ; but it was 
()bs(jrvablc that, wliilc he extracted from her the current anecdote 
and seandd of the great world, neither anecdote nor scandal did he 
communicate in return. Randal Leslie had already learned the art: 
not to commit himself, nor to have quoted gainst him one iil-natiircd 
remark upon the eminent. Nothing more injures the man who would ► 
rise Dcyond the fame of the salons, than to be considered backbiter 
and gossip ; yet it is always useful,” thought Randal Leslie, to 
know the foibles — ^the small social and private springs by which the 
peat arc moved. Critical occasions may arise in wdiicli such know- 
ledge may be power.*’ And hence, pcrha])s‘ (besides a more private 
motive, soon to be perceived), Randal did not consider his time 

* “ Ilortunem liberum et tnag’niftcum tlcbcre.si quea’’, in urimorlfroTite, aoimiva 
ircfttare.** 



HT NOVEL; Oil, 

' thrown away in cultivating Madame di Negra’s friendship. For 
d^ite much that was whispered against her, she had succeeded in 
dispelling the coldness with which she had at first been received in 
the London circles. Her beauty, her grace, and her high biith, had 
raised her into fashion, and the hom^e of men of the first station, 
while it perhaps injured her reputation as woman, added to her 
celebrity as fine lady. So much do we cold English, pi'udes though 
we be, forgive to the foreigner what we avenge on the native, ^ ^ 

Sliding at last from these general topics into very wcll-bred^and 
elegant personal compliment, and reciting various eulogies, wliich 
Lord this and the Duhe of that had passed on the Marchesa’s chamas, 
Bandal laid his hand on hers, with the license of admitted friendship, 
and said— 

"But since you have deigned to confide in me, since w'hen (liappily 
for me, and with a generosity of which no coquette could have been 
capable) you, in good time, repressed into fnendsliip feelings that 
mj^ht else have ripened into those you are formed to inspire and dis- 
dain to return, you told mo with your charming smile, -‘Let no one 
Speak to me of love who docs not ofler me his hand, and with it th.r 
means to supply tastes* that I fear are terribly extravagant — since 
thus you allowed me to divine your natural objects, imd upon that 
understanding our intimacy has been founded, you will pardon me* 
for saying that the admiration you excite amongst these grands seig- 
neurs I have named, only serves to defeat your own purpose, and 
scare away admirers less brilliant, but more in earnest, ^lost, of 
these gentlemen arc unfortunately married; and they who ?ire not 
belong to those members of our aristocracy who, in marrinj^e, seek 
more than beauty and wit — namely, connections to strcngt hAi tlicir 
political station, or wealth to redeem a mortgage and sustain a 
title.” 

“My dear Mr. Leslie,” replied the Marchesa — and a certain sad- 
ness might be detected in the tone of the voice jmd the drooj) of the 
eye — “ihave lived long enough in the real world to appreciate the 
baseness and the falsehood of most of those sentiments whicii take* 
the no))lest names. I see through the hearts of the admirers you 
parade before me, and know that not one of them would shelter with 
ms ermine the w'oman to whom he talks of his heart. Ah,” con- 
tinued Beatrice, with a softness of which she was unconscious, hut 
which might have been cxtrc&mely daugeroiis to youth less steeled 
and self -guarded than was Kandal Leslie's — ‘‘ Ah, 1 am i(‘ss ambitious 
than you suppose. I have di’eamed of a friend, a companion, a m&- 
tector, with feelings still fresh, undebased by the low round of vulgar 
dissipation and mean pleasures — of a heart so new, that it niigliL 
restore my own to what it was in its happy spring. 1 have seen in 
► your country some marriages, the mere contemplation of whicdi lias 
filled my eyes with delicious tears. I have learned in England to 
know the value of hoir^. And with such a heart- as 1 describe, and 
such a home, I could forget that I ever knew a less pure aiubitiou.” 

“ This language docs not surprise me,” said Kandal; “yet it does 
not harmonise with yoiu* former answer to me.” 

‘'To ‘you,” rcpcaU’d Jieutrice; smiling, and regaming her lighter 
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/manner : “ to you—true. But I never had the vanity to think that 
your affection for me could hear the sacrifices it would cost you in 
marriage ; that you with your ambition, could bound your dreams of 
happiness to home. And then, too,” said she, raising her head, and 
with a certain grave pride in ner air — ^*‘and then, I could not have 
consented to share my fate with one whom my poverty would cripple. 
I could^not listen to my heart, if it had beat for a lover without lor- 
tum for to him I could then have brought but a burden, and be- 
trayed him into a union with poverty and debt. Now^ it may be 
diflerent. Now J may have the dowry that befits my birth. And 
now I may be free to choose according to my heart as woman, not 
according to my necessities, as one poor, harassed, tmd despairing.” 

“Ah,” said Eandal, interested, and drawing still closer towards 
his fair companion— “ ah, 1 congratulate you sincerely ; you have 
cause, then, to think that you shall be — rich ? ” 

The Marchesa paused before she answered, and during that pause 
Randal relaxed the web of the scheme whicn he had been secretly > 
weaving, and rapidly considered whether, if Beatrice di Negra would 
indeed DC rich, she might answer to himseh.as a wife; and in what 
way, if so, he had best, change his tone frondthat of friendsliip into 
that, of love. Wliilc thus reficcting, Beatrice answered — 

Not rich for an Englishwoman ; for an Italian, yes. My fortune 
should be half a million — ” 

^ “ Half a million ! ” cried Randal, and with difficulty he restrained 
lilmstlf from hilling at her feet in adoration. 

“ Of francs ! ” continued the Marchesa. 

“ Emnes ! Ah,” said Randal, with a long-drawn breath, and re- 
covering from liis suddcii enthusiasm, “about twenty thousand 
Vjounds ? — eight Imndred a-year at four per cent. A very handsome 
])Ortion, ccrl.ainly (Genteel poveily ! he murmured to himself. ‘Wliat < 
an escape I have had ! but I sec^ — 1 see. This will smooth all diffi- 
culties in the way of my better and earlier project. 1 see)— a very 
liandsomc portiom” he re])cated aloud — “ not for a ffra?id seigneur, 
indeed, but still lor a gentleman of birth and expectations worthy of 
your choice, if ambition be not your first object. Ah, while you spoke ^ 
witli such endearing ckxjuence of feelings that were fresh, ofli heart' 
that was new, of the happy English home, you might guess that my 
thoughts ran to my friend wlio loves you so devotedly, and who so 
realises your idol. Proverbially, witll us, happy marnages and happy 
homes are found not in the gay circles of London fashion, but at the 
hearths of our rural nobility — our untitled country gentlemen. And 
wlio, amongst all your adorers, can ofter you a lot so really enviable 
as tin; one whom, I see by your blush, you already guess that i 
refer to ? ” 

“ Did I blush ? ” said the Marchesa, with a silvery laugh. “ Nay, I 
think that your zeal for your friend misled you. But I wdli own 
frankly, 1 have l)ecn touched by his honcst<^ ingenuous love— so evi- 
dent., yet rather looked tiian spoken. I have contrasted the love that 
honours mo with the suitors that seek to degrade ; more 1 caimot say. 
For though 1 grant Diat your friend is handsome, Ih^gh-spiritea, and 
generous, still lie is not what—” 
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"You mistake, believe me,” inicrniptcd Ilaudal. "You shall not 
fimsh your sentenec. He is all that you do not yet suppose him ; for 
his shyness, and liis very love, liis very respect for your superiority, 
do not allow his rnhid and his nature to appear to advantage. You, 
it is true, have a taste for letters and poetry rai-c amoug your country, 
women. He has not at present— few men have. But wliat Cimon 
would not be refined by so fair an Iphigenia ? Such frivolities as he 
now shows belong but to youth and inexperience of life. Iltfiipv^lhi 
^Drothcr who could see his sister the wife of Frank Hazeldean.” 

The Marchesa leant her cheek on lier hand in silence. To her, 
marriage was more than it usually seems to dreaming maiden or to 
disconsolate widow. So had the strong desire to escape from the 
control of her unpiiiiciplcd and remorseless brotlier gro\vn a part of 
her very soul — so had whatever was best and highest in her very 
mixed and complex character been galled and outraged by her friend- 
less and exposed position, the equivocal worship rendered to her 
beauty, the v^ious debasements to winch pecuniary embarrassments 
bad subjected her— (not without design on the part of the Coimt, 
who though grasphig, was not miserly, and who by precarious and 
seemingly capricious #ifts at one time, and refusals of all aid at an- 
other, had involved her in debt in order to retain his hold on her) — so 
utterly painful and humiliating to a woman of her piide and her birth 
was the station that she held m the world— that in marriage she saw 
iiberty, lilc, honour, self-redemption ; and these thoughts, wliile they 
compelled her to co-operate with the schemes, by which the Count, 
on securing to liimself a bride, was to bestow on herself' a dower, also 
dispo.sed her now to receive with favour Kandal Leshe's pleadings on 
behalf of his friend. 

The advocate saw that he liad made an impression, and with the 
marvellous skill which his knowledge of those natures that engaged 
his study bestowed on his intelligence, he continued to improve liis 
cause l)y such representations as were likely to be most effective. 
With what admirable tact he avoided panegyric of Frank as the mere 
individual, and drew him rather as tlie type, /the ideal of what a 
woman in Beatrice’s position might desire, in the safety, peace, and 
honour of a home, in the trust, and constancy, and honest confiding 
love of its partner ! He did not paint an elysiurn ; he described a 
haven ; he did not glowingly dehneate a hero of romance— he soberly 
[)ortrayed that Bepresentativ^ of the llespectable and the Kem 
svliich a woman ^ms to when romance begins to seem to her but de- 
lusion. Yerily, if you could have looked into tlie heart of the person 
lie addressed, and heard liim speak, you would have cried admiringly, 

Knowledge is power; and this man, if as able on a larger field of 
icliou, should play no mean part in the history of his time.” 

Slowly Beatrice roused iierself from the reveries which crept over 
[icr as he spoke— slowly, and with a deep sigh, and said— 

" Well, well, grant all you say ; at least before I can listen to so 
lono arable a love, 1 must be relieved from the base and sordid prqs- 
mre that weighs on me. I cannot say to the man who woos me. 
Will you pay the debts of the daughter of Franzini, and the widow of 
li ISegra?*^” 
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Nay, your debts, surely, make so slight a portion of your dowry.” 

But the dowry has to be secured and here, turning* the tables 
ujxui her companion, as the apt proverb expresses it, Madame di 
Negra extended her hand to lianaai, and said in the most winning 
accents, “ You are, then, truly and sincerely my friend ? “ 

“ Can you doubt it 

“ I prove that I do not, for I ask your assistance.”. 

‘‘h/feic? How?” 

"^"Listen ; my brother has arrived in London — ” 

I see that arrival announced in the papers.” 

And he comes, empowered by the consent of the Emperor, to ask 
Mie hand of a relation and countrywoman of his ; an alliance that vrill 
heal long family dissensions, and add to his own fortunes thf se of an 
lieircss. My brother, like myself, has been extravagant. The dowry 
which by law he still owes me it would distress him to pay tiU this 
marriage he assured.” 

“1 understand,” said Randal. “But how can I*aid this mar- 
riage?” 

“By assisting us to discover the bride. ,>She with her father 
sought refuge and concealment in England.” 

“ The father had, then, taken part in some political disaffeotiorfis. 
and was proscribea?” 

“Exactly ; and so well has he concealed himself, that he has baffled 
all our ellbrts to discover ins retreat. My brother can obtain him bis 
pardon in cementing this alliance — ** 

“ rrooecd.” 

“ Ah, R-andal, Randal, is this the ftankness of friendsliip ? You know 
that I have before sought to obtain the secret of our relation's 
r(;f reat — sought in vain to obtain it from Mr. Egerton, who assuredly 
kuows it—” 

“ But who communicates no secrets to Hving man,” said Randal, 
almost bitterly; “who, close and compact as iron, is as little mallea- 
ble to me as to you.” 

“ Pardon me. I know you so well that I believe you coula attain 
to any secret you sought earnestly to acquire. Nay, more, I belie^’e 
that you know already that secret which 1 ask you to share with me.” 

“ What on earth inakes you tlunk so ?” 

“ When, some weeks ago, vou asked me to describe the personal 
appearance and manners of the exile, vliich I did partly from the re- 
eoDeciions of inv childhood, partly from the description given to me 
by others, I could not but notice your countenance, and remark its 
change ; in spite,” said the Marcscha, smiling, and watchingr Randal 
while she spoke— “in spite of your habitual sell-command. And 
when 1 pre^ssed you to own that you had actually seen some one who 
tallied with that description, your denial did not deceive me. StiH 
more, when reluming recently, of your own accord, to the subject, 
you questioned me so shrewdly as to my moti>jes in seeking the clue 
to our refugees, and I did not then answer you satisfactorily, I could 
dt‘tcct ” 

“Ila, ha!” interrupted Randal, with the low soft laugh by which 
occMsioiially he infringed upon Lord Chest erlield s rcconunendations 

voL. n, r 
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to slmn a merriment so natural as to be ill-bred— Ha, ha, you hare 
the fault of all observers too minute and refined. But even granting 
that I may have seen some Italian exiles (which is likely enough), 
what could be more natural than my seeking to compare your descrip- 
tion with their appeai-ance ; and granting that I might suspect some 
one amongst them to be the man you search for, what more natural, 
idso, than that I should desire to know if you meant him harm or 
good in discovering his ‘whereabout?’ Bor iU,” added Kar^al, 
with an air of prudery— “iU would it become me to betray, even to 
friendship, the retreat of one who would hide from persecution; and 
^enif laid so— for honour itself is a weak safeguard against your 
lasoinations — such indiscretion might be fatal to my future career.” 

“How?” 

"Do you not say that Egerton knows the secret, yet wiU not com- 
municate? — and IS he a man who would ever forgive in me an 
imprudence that committed himself? My dear friend^ I will tell 
you more. When Audle - Egerton first noticed my CTowmg intimacy 
with you, he said, with his usual dryness of counsel, ^!^ndal, I do not 
ask you to discontinue) acquaintance wiijh Madame di Negia— for an 
acquaintance with women like her forms the manners, and refines the 
intellect; but charmiug women are dangerous, and Madame di Negra 
is— a charming woman.” 

The Marchesa’s face flushed. Baridal resumed: "‘Your fair 
acquaintance’ (1 am still quoting Egerton) ‘seeks to discover the 
home of a countryman of hers. She suspects that I know it. She 
may try to learn it through you. Accident' may possibly give you 
the information she requires. Beware how you betray it. By one 
sudi weakness I sboula judge of your ffeneral character. He from 
whom a woman can extract a secret will never be fit for public life.’ 
Therefore, my dear Marchesa, even supposing I possess this secret, 
you would be no true friend of mine to ask me to reveal what would 
imperil aU w prospects. For, as yet,” added Randal with a gloomy 
shade on his brow — " as yet, I do not stand alone and erect — I left.:: ; 
— 1 am dependent.” 

" There may be a way,” replied Madame di Negra, persisting, “to 
communicate this intelligence, without the possibility of Mr. Egerion’s 
tracing our discover)^ to yourself; and,*though I will not press you 
farther, I add this — You urg^ me to accept your friend’s liand ; you 
seem interested in the success of his smt, and you plead it \nth a 
warmth that shows how much you regard what you suppose is his 
happiness ; I wiU never accept his hand till I can do so without b^psh 
for my ncnuij — ^till my dowry is secured, and that can only be by hiy 
brothers union witli the exile’s daughter. For your friend’s sake, 
therefore, think weU how you can aid me in the first step to thaf 
alliance. The young lady once discovered, and my brother has no 
fear for the success of liis suit.” 

" And you would marry Frank if the dower was secured ? ” 

" Your arguments in his favour seem irresistible,” reidied Beatj-icC;. 
looking dowiv 

A flash went from Randal’s eyes, and he mused a few moments. 

Then slowly rising aiul drnwiug on his gloves he said — 
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*• Well, at least you so far reconcile my honour towards aiding your 
research, that you now inform me you mean no ill to the 

“Hi !-^he restoration to fortune, honours, his native land.” 

“ And you so far enhst my heart on your side, that you inspire me 
with the hope to contribute to the happiness oi two mends whom 1 
dearly love. I will therefore diligently try to ascertain ii', among the 
rofimecs I have met with, lurk those whom you seek ; and if so, I 
^^thoughtfully consider how to give you the. clue. Meanwhile, not . 
one incautious word to Egerion.” 

“ Tnist me — am a woman of the world.” 

Randal now had gained the door. He paused and renewed care- 
lessly— 

“ This young lady must be heiress to great wealth, to induce a man 
of your brother’s rank to take so much pains to discover her.” 

‘ Her wealth will be vast,” replied the Marchesa ; “ and if anything 
from wealth or influence in a foreign state could be permitted to prove 
my brother’s gratitude ” 

“ All, fie^ ” interrupted Randal ; and, approaching Madame di 
Tfepa, he lifted her hand to his lips, and s^d, gallantly ^ 

“ This is reward enough to ypmpreux cheoalierP 

With those words he took his leave. 


CHARTER IV. 

With his hands behind him. and Ms head drooping on his breast- 
slow, stealthy, nmseless, Randal Leslie glided along the streets on 
leaving the Italian’s house. Across the scheme Ihj had before 
j cvolved, there glanced another yet more glittering, for its gain might 
ho more sure and immediate, li the exile’s daughter were hekess to 

•such wealth, might he himself hope . He stopped short even in 

liis own soliloquy, and Ms breath came quick. .Now, in Ms last visit 
to Hazeldcan, he had come in contact with RiccaDOCca, and been 
.‘^^truck by the beauty of Violanfce. A vague suspicion had crossed 
iiiin that these might be the persons of whom the Marchesa was in 
s(jarcli, and the suspicion had been confirmed by Reatricc’s descrip- 
tion of the refugee she desired to discover. But as he had not then 
learned the reason for her inquiries, nor conceived the possibility that 
lie could have any persontd interest in ascertaining the truth, he had 
only classed the secret in question among those the farther research 
iptc) wJiich might he left to time and occasion. Certainly, the reader 
will not do the unscrupulous intellect of Randal LesUe the injustice 
to suppose that he w'as deterred from confiding to Ms fair friend all 
that he knew of Riccabocca, by tbe refinement of honour to which he 
liad so chivalrously alluded. He had correctly stated Audlcy Egerton’s 
warning against any indiscreet confidence, though lie had forborne to 
mention a more recent and direct renewal of tlie smne caution.* ‘His 
fn-st visit to^Hazeldean had been paid without consulting Egertom 
^.ichad ^'•en pastihig some days af. liis father’s house, and had gone 
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over thence to the Squire’s. On liis return to London, he had, iiovr. 
ever, mentioned this visit to Audley, who had seemed annoyed, and 
even displeased at it, thougli Eanaal knew sufficient of Egerion’a 
character to guess that such feelings could scarce be occasioned 
merely by liis estrangement from his half-brother, lliis dissatisfac- 
tion had, therefore, puzzled the youn^ man. But as it was necessary 
to his views to establish intimacy with the Squire, he did not yield 
the point with his customiiry deference to his patron’s \vllim??^' 
Accordingly, he observed, tliat he should be very sorry to do aiiythiilg 
displeasing to his benefactor, but that his father had been naturally 
anxious that he should not appear positively to slight the fiieiidly 
overtures of Mr. Hazeldean. 

"Why naturally ?” asked Egerton. 

** Because you know that Mr. Hazeldean is a relation of mine — tnat 
ray grandmother was a Hazeldean.” 

"Ah!” said Egerton, who, as it has been before said, know little 
and cared less about the Hazeldean pedigree^ "I vtbs either not 
aware of that circumstance, or had forgotten it. And- your father 
thinks that the Sauire may leave you a legacy ?” 

« " Oh, sir, my father is not so mercencuy— such an idea never entered 
his head. But the Squire himself has indeed said—* Why, if anything 
happened to Erank, you would be next heir to my lauds, and therefore 
we ought to know each other.’ But 

" Enough,” interrupted Egerton. " I am the last man to pretend to 
the right of standing oetweeu you and a single chance of fortune, or 
of aid to it. And whom did you meet at Hazeldean P” 

"There was no one there, sir 1 not even Erank.” 

" Hum. Is the Squire not on good terms with his parson ? Any 
quarrel about tithes r ” . 

" Oh, no quarrel. I forgot Mr. Dale ; I saw liim pretty often. He 
j^dmircs and praises you very much, sir.” 

" M e— andf wny P What did he say of me ? ” 

' " That your heart was as sound as your head : that lie had once 
seen you aljout some old parishioners of his ; ana that he had been 
much impressed witli the depth of feeling he could not have antici- 
pated in ^ man of the world, and a statesman.” 

" Oh, that was all ; some affair when I was member for Lansmerc ?” 

** I suppose so.” 

Here the conversation had broken off : but the next time Randal 
,was led to visit the Squire he had fonnally asked Egerton’s consent, 
w ho, after a moment’s hesitation, had as formally replied, “ 1 have no 
abjection.’' 

On returning from this visit, Randal mentioned that he had seen 
Iliccabocca ; and Egerton, a little startled at first, said, composedly, 
" Doubtless one of the political refugees; take care not to set Sladame 
di Negra on his track. Remember, sbe is suspected of being a spy of 
the Austrian government.” 

"Rely oh me, sir,” said' Randal; "but I should tliink this poor 
Doctor can scarcely be the person she seeks to discover.” 

"That is no affair of ours” answered Egerion; **we are Engliah 
gentlemen, and make not a step towards the secrets of another.^’ 
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"Nd^v, when Kaiidal revolved this rather ambiguous answer, and 
recuiled the uneasiness with which Egerton had first hesird of his 
visit to Hazel dean, he thought that lie was indeed near the secret 
which Egcu’ton desired to conceal from him and from all— viz., the 
incognito of t he Italian whom Lord L’Estrange had taken under his 
protection. 

y cards,” said Handal to himselfi as with a deep-drawn sigh he 
H'Sunied liis sol iloquy, “ are become difficult to pky. On the one hand, 
to entangle Frank into maiTiage with this foreigner, the Squire couln 
never fovg ivc him . On the other hand, if she will not marry him without 
the dowry— and that depends on her brother’s wedding this country- 
woman— and that countrywoman be. as I surmise, Violantc — and Vicr- 
lantc he t his heiress, and to be won oy me ! Tush, tush. Such delicat : 
scruples ill a woman so placed and so constituted as Beatrice diNegra 
must be easily talked away. Nay the loss itself of this alliance to her 
brothfu-, 1 he loss of her own dowry — the very pressure of poverty and- 
debt, would comjiid her into the sole escape left to her option. I will 
tlnni follow up the old plan; 1 will go down to Hazeldean, and see if 
there be any substance in the new one; — aij4 then to reconcile both. 
Alia— the House of Leslie shall rise yet from its ndn— and ” 

Here he was startled from his reverie by a friendly slap on the 
s'liouldfir, and an exclamation— “Why, Handal, you are more absent 
ihan when you used to steal away from the cricket-ground, muttering 
Grei^k verses, at Eton.” 

“Hy dear Erarik.” said Randal, “you— you gre so brusque^ and 1 
was just ihiiiking of you.” 

“ Were you? And kindly, then, I am sui*e,’’ said Erank llazcl- 
dcan, his honest handsome face lighted up with the unsuspecting 
genial trust of friendship; “and heaven knows,” he added, with a 
sadder voice, and a graver expression on his eye and lip, — “Heaven 
know.s, I want all the kindness you. can give me !” 

“ I thou.ght,” said Randal, “that your father’s last supply, of which 
1 w as fortunate enough to be the bearer, would clear on your more 
pressing debts, i don’t pretend to preach, but really I* must say, 
once more, you should not be so extravagant.” , 

Ekank (seriously). — I have done my best to reform. I have sold 
ofi‘ my horses, and I have not touciicd dice nor card these six 
months ; 1 would not evon put into ilie ralflc for the last D^by. This 
last was said with the air of a man ^ho doubted the possibility of ob- 
taining belief to some assertion of preternatural abstinence andvirtiui 

Randal.— Is it possible ? But with such self-conquest, how is it 
that you cannot contrive to live within the bounds of a very liberal • 
allowance ? 

Eiunk (despondingly).— Why, w’hcn a man once gets liis head- 
under \vater, it is so hard to float back again on the surface. You see, 

I attribute all my embarrassments to tliat first concealment of my * 
debts from my father, wdien they could have been so easily met, and 
wlien he came up to towui so kindly. 

“ T am sorry, then, that I gave you that advice.” 

“ Oh, you meant it so kindly, 1 don’t reproach ymi ; it was all mv 
own fault.” 
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over tbenoe to the Squire’s. On his returti to London, he had, hovp. 
ever, mentioned this visit to Audley, who had seemed aiinoyed, and 
even displeased at it, though Randal knew sufficient of Egertou’s 
chaiiicter to guess that such feelings could scai’ce be occasioned 
merely by his estrangement from his half-brother. This dissatisfac- 
tion had, therefore, puzzled the young man. But as it w as necessary 
to his views to establish intimacy with the Squire, he did not yield 
the point with his customary deference to liis patron’s wflim^ 
Accordingly, he observed, that he should be very sonwto do anythiilg 
displeasing to his benefactor, but that his father had been naturally 
Jinxious that he should not appear positively to slight the friendly 
overtures of Mr. Hazeldean. 

“Why naturally asked Egerton. 

“ Because you know that Mr. Hazeldean is a relation of mine — tnat 
my grandmother was a Hazeldean.’’ 

“Ah!” said Egerton, who, as it has been before said, knew little 
and cared less about the Hazeldean pedigree, “I was either not 
aware of that circumstance, or had forgotten it. And*your father 
thinks that the Squire may leave you a legacy ?” 

. “ Oh, sir, my father is not so mercenary— such an idea never entered 
his head. But the Squire himself has indeed said—* Why, if anything 
happened to Erank, you would be next heir to my lands, and therefore 
we ought to know each other.’ But ” 

“Enough,” interrupted Egerton. “I am the last man to pretend to 
the right of standing oetween you and a single chance of fortune, or 
of aid to it. And whom did you meet at Hazeldean P” 

“There was no one there, sir 1 not even Erank.” 

“Hum. Is the Squire not on good terms with his parson ? Any 
quarrel about tithes?” , 

“ Oh, no quarrel. I forgot Mr. Dale ; I saw Iiim pretty often. He 
immires and praises you very much, sir.” 

“ Me — ana wiiy ? What did he say of me ? ” 

“ That your heart was as sound as your head ' that ho had once 
seen you about some old parishioners of his ; ana that he had been 
much impressed 'svith the depth of feeling he could not have antici- 
pated in^ man of the world, and a statesman.” 

“ Oh, that was all ; some affair when 1 was member for Lansmere ?” 

“ I suppose so.” 

Here the conversation had broken off : but the next time Randai 
,\vas led to visit the Squire he had formally asked Egerton’s consent, 
who, after a moment’s hesitation, had as formally replied, “ 1 have no 
abjection.” 

On returning from this visit, Randal mentioned that he had seen 
Riccabocca ; and Egerton, a little startled at first, said, composedly. 

Doubtless one of the political refugees ; take care not to set Madame 
di Negra on his track. Remember, she is suspected of being a spy of 
the Austrian government.” 

“Rely oh me, sir,” sai4’ Randal; “but I should think this poor 
Doctor can scarcely be the person she seeks to discover.” 

‘*That is no affair of ours” answered Egerton; “ we are English 
gentlemen, and make not a step towards the secrets of anothtir.^’ 
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Kr>^v, v. hcn Kaiidal revolved this rather ambiguous answer, am’ 
rcetiik'd ^hv. uneasiness with which Egert,on had first heard of his 
visit to liazcldean, he thought that he was indeed near the secret 
which Kirerton d(jsircd to conceal from him and from all — viz., the 
incognito ot‘ tlic Italian whom Lord L’Estrange had taken under hh 
protection. 

cards,” said llandal to hiraselfi as with a deep-drawn sigh he 
A .suuicd his sol iloc^uy, “ are become difficult to play. On the one hand 
to entmigle Fi-ank into marriage wdth this fomgner, the Squire coulc 
never forgive him. On the other hand, if she will not marry him withou: 
tlie do^^■ry— and that depends on her brother's wedding this country 
woman— ancl tliat countrywoman be. as I surmise, Violante — and Vib 
lante; he this heiress, and to he won by me ! Tush, tush. Siich dclicat 
scru])l(;s in a woman so placed and so constituted as Beatrice diNegn 
must be easily talked away. Nay the loss itself of this alliance to he 
brother, the loss of her own dowry — the very pressure of poverty auf 
debt, would compel her into the sole escape left to her option, i wil 
then follow up the old plan ; 1 will go down to Hazeldcan, and see i 
there be any substance in the new one ; — then to reconcile both 
Alia— the House of Leslie shaE rise yet from its min— and ” 

Here he \yas staiHcd from his reverie by a friendly slap on th( 
shoulder, and an exclamation — “ Why, ftanaal, you are more abscu 
than whem you used to steal away from the cricket-ground, muttering 
Grcc‘.k v(‘rsc.s, at Eton.” 

“ My dear Erank/^ said Randal, "you— you jjic so brusque, and ] 
was just thinking of you.” 

" W'erc vou ? And kindly, then, 1 am sure,” said Erank Hazel 
dean, his honest handsome face lighted up with the .unsuspecting 
g(.‘iiial trust of friendship; "and heaven knows,” he added, with i 
sadder voice, and a graver expression on his eye and lip, — ‘^Heavei 
knou's, I want all the kindness you can give me !” 

" I thought,” said Randal, "that your fathers last supply, of whicl 
I was fortunate cnougli to be the bearer, would chjar off your mon 
pressing debts. I don’t pretend to preach, but really I* must say 
once more, you should not be so exHavagant.” , 

Euank (seriously), — I have done my best to reform. I have sok 
oft* my horses, and I have not toudied dice nor card these si; 
months ; I would not cycm put into the ralfie for the last Derby. Thi; 
last was said with the air of a man fl/^lio doubled the possibility qf ob 
taining belief to some assertion of preternatural abstinence and virtue 

Randal. — I s it possible? But with such seH-conquest, how is ii 
that you cannot contrive to live within the bounds of a very libera 
allowance ? 

E'kank (despond ingly).—Wliy, when a man once gets his head 
under water, it is so hard to float back again on the surface. You see, 
I attribute all my embarrassments to that first coiiceahnent of m,> 
debts from my father, when they could have been so easily met, and 
wlien he came up to town so kindly. 

" 1 am sorry, then, that I gave you that advice.” 

" Oh, you meant it so kindly, 1 don’t reproach ymi ; it wars all mi 
own fault.” 
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“Why, indeed, I did urge you to pay off that moietv of vour 
debts leit unpaid, with your allowance. Had you done so, all had been 
well/* 

“ Yes ; but poor BorroweU got into such a scrape at Goodwood — . 
I could not resist him* a debt of honour—^^f must be paid; so 
when I signed another bill for liim, he could not pay it, poor fellow ! 
Beally he would have shot himself, if I had not renewed it. And 
now it is swelled to such an amount with that cursed interest, that /r 
never can pay it ; and one bill, of course, begets another — and to be 
renewed every three months : *tis the devil ana tdl ! So little as I ever 
got for all I have borrowed,” added Frank, with a kind of rueful 
amaze. “Not £1500 ready money; and the interest would cost me 
almost as much yearly— if I had it.” 

“Onlv£160p!” 

“Well — besides seven large chests of the worst cigars yoifevcr 
smoked; thre% pipes of wine that no one would drink ; and a grsat 
bear that had been imported from Greenland for the sake of its 
grease.** 

“ That should, at leasji, have saved you a bill with your hair- 
dresser.’* 

“ I paid his bill with it,” said Frank, “ and very good-natured lie 
was to take the monster off my hands— it had already hugged tu o 
soldiers and one groom into the shape of a flounder. 1 tell vouwhat,** 
resumed Frank, after a short pause, “ I liavc a great mina even now 
* to tell my father honestly all my embarrassments.** 

Hanual (solemnly)". — Hum ! 

Frank.— What? don*t you think it would be tlie best way? I 
never can save enough— never can pay off what I owe ; and it rolls 
like a snowball. 

^ Kanbal. — Judging by the Squire’s talk, I think that with the first 
sight of yonr affairs you would foHeit his favour for ever ; and your 
mother would he so shocked, especially after supposing that the sum 
I brought you so lately sulBced to pay off every claim on you. If you 
had not assured her of that, it might be different ; but she who so 
hates an untmtn, and who said to the Squire, “ Frank says this will 
clear him''; and with all his faults, Frank never yet told a lie ! ” 

" Oil, my dear mother ! — fancy I hear her 1 ” cried Frank with 
deep emotion. “ But I did not tell a lie, Kandal ; 1 did not say that 
that sum would clear me.” 

“ You empowered and begged me to s<y so,” replied Handal, with 
grave coldness ; “ and don’t blame me if 1 heueveayou.” 

“ No, no ! I only said it would clear me for the moment.” 

“ I misunderstood you, then, sadly ; and such mistakes involve my 
own honour. Fardoii me, Frank ; don’t ask my aid in future. You 
see, with the best intentions, I only compromise myself.” 

“ If you forsake me, I may as well go and throw myscU’ into the 
river,” said Frank, in a tone of despair ; “ and sooner or later, my 
father must know my necessities. The Jews threaten to go to him 
already ; and the longer the delay the more terrible the explanation.” 

“ 1 don’t see "v^iy your father should ever learn the state of your 
affairs ; and it seems to me that you could pay off these usurers, and 
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get rid of these bills, by raising money on comparatively easy 
terms.” 

How P ” cried Frank, eagerly. 

Why, the Casino property is entailed on yon, and yon might ob- 
tain a sum upon that, not to be paid till the proper^ becomes yours.’* 

“At my poor fatlieris death? Oh, no— no! I cannot bear the. 

. idea of tliis cold-blooded calculation on a father’s death, i know it is 
rmt Ticoinmon; I know other fellows who have done it, but they 
- ii!cirer.had parents so kind as mine ; and even in them it shocked and 
' revolted me. The contemplating a father’s death, and profiting by 
the contemplation, — ^it seems a kind of parricide : it is not naturm, 
Randal. Besides, don’t you remember what the Governor said— he 
actually wept while he said it—* Never* calculate on my death ; I 
could not bear that.’ Oil, Bandal, don’t speak of it I” 

** I respect your sentiments ; but still, ^ the pos^bits yon could 
raise could not shorten Mr. Hazeldcan’s life by a day. Howem*, dis- 
miss that idea* we must tliink of some other device. ®[a, Jrank! 
you are a handsome fellow, and your expectations are great— why 
don’t you marry some woman with money r” 

“ Pooli 1 ” exclaimed Frank, colouring. You know, llandal, that 
there is but one woman in the world I can ever think of ; and T love 
her so devotedly, that, though I was as gay as most men before, 1 
really feel as if the rest of her sex had lost eve^ charm. I was 
passing through the street now — merely to look up at her 
windows.” 

** You speak of Madame diNegra? I have just left her. Certainly 
she is two or three years older than yon ; but if you can get over that « 
misfortune, why not many her ?” 

** Marry her ! ” cried Frank, in amaze, and all his colour fled from 
his cheeks. ** Marry her ! are you serious P ” 

“Why not?” 

** But even if she, who is so accomplished, so admired — even if 
would accept me, she is, you know, poorer than myself. She has told 
me so frankly. That woman has such a noble heart ! and— and— my 
father .would never consent, nor my mother either. I know the> 
would not.” 

** Because she is a foreigner?” 

** Yes— partly.” 

“ Yet tile Scpiire suffered his con^ to marry a foreigner.” 

*' That was different. He had no control over Jemima : ardl a 
(l:v(ighteri-n-law is so different; and my father is so Englisn in his 
notions : rind Madame di Ne^a, you see, is altogether so foreign. 

1 l(‘r very graces would be against her in his eyes.” 

“I tlnnk you do both your parents injustice. A foreigner of low 
))irth — an actress or singer for instance — of course would be highly 
objectionable ; but a woman, like Madame di Ncgra, of such hign 
birth and connections — ” 

Frank shook his head. ** I don’t think the Governor would care a 
straw about hf^r connections, if she were a king’s daughter. He con- 
siders all foreigners pretty much alike. And then, yoj^know ” (Frank’s 
?oice sank into a whisper) — you know that one of the very reasona 
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why she is so tieur to me, would be an insuperable objection to the- 
old-fashioned folks at home.” 

“ I don’t understand you, Frank.” 

"I love her the more,” said young Hazeldean, raising his front 
with a noble pride, that seemed to speak of his descent from a race of 
cavaliers and gentlemen — “ I love her the more because the world has 
slandered her name —because I believe her to be pure and wronged 
But would they at the Hall — they who d 9 not see with a lovei^s e^^ea 
— ‘they who have all the stubborn EngKsh notions about the inde- 
corum and license of Continental manners, and will so readily credit 
the worst?-— Oh, no— I love, I cannot help it— but I have no 
hope.” 

It is very possible that you may be right,” exclaimed Randal, a^ 
if struck ana lialf convinced by his companion’s argument— “ verv 
possible; and certainly 1 tliink that the homely folks at the Hall 
•would fre^nd fume at first, if they heard you were married to 
Madame droegra. Yet stiD, when your father learned that you had 
done so, not from passion alone, but to save him from all pecuniary 
sacrifice — to clear yourself of debt— to ” 

“ What do you mean?” exclaimed Frank, impatiently. 

I have reason to know that Madame di Negra will have as large 
a portion as your father could reasonably expect you to receive wit li 
any English wife. And when this is properly stated to the Squire', 
and the high position and rank of jour wife fully established ajul 
brought home to him — for I must thmk that these would teU. despite 
your exaggerated notions of his prejudices— and then, when he reallj’ 
sees Madame di Negra, and can judge of her beauty and rare gits, 
upon mv word, I think, Frank, that there wo\dd be no cause for fear. 
After all, too, you are Ins only son. He will have no option but 1o 
forgive you j and I know how anxiously both your parents wish to see.- 
you settled m life.” 

Frank’s whole countenance became illuminated. “ There is no pii<' 
who understands the Squire like you, certainly,” said he, with lively 
joy. ” He has the highest opinion of your judgment. And you really 
believe you could smooth matters ?” 

btelieve so; but I should be sorry to induce you to run any 
risk ; and if, on cool consideration, you think that risk is incurred, 1 
strongly advise you to avoid all Occasion of seeing the poor Marchesa. 
Ah, you wince ; but I say it for her sake as well as your own. First, 
you must be aware, that uirless you have serious thoughts of mar- 
riage, your attentions can but add to the very rumours that, equally 
CTOunoless, you so feelingly resent : and, secondly, because I don’t 
think any man has a right to win the affections of a woman— espe- 
cially a woman who seems to me likely to love with her whole heart 
and soul— merely to gratify his own vanity.” 

, “ Vanity ! Good heavens ! can you thmk so poorly of me ? But 
bs to the Marchesa’s affection,” continued Frank, with a faltering 
foice, ** do you reaUy and honestly believe that they are to be won 
:)y me ?” 

“I fear lest they may be half won already,” said Randal, with u 
urule and a shake of the head ; ”hut slie is too proud to let you see • 
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any jffcct you may produce on her, especially when, as 1 take it 
for (Bbiteo, you nave never hinted at the hope of obtaining her 
hanc™ 

“ I never till now conceived such a hope. My dear Kandal. all my , 
cares liave vanished— i tread upon air — I have a great mind to caJl 
on her at once.” 

“ Stay, stay,” said Eandal. “Let me give you a caution. 1 liave 
just-^inforincd you that Madame di Negra will have, what you sus- 
pected not beibre, a fortune suitable to her birth. Any abniiit 
change in your manner at present mighty induce her to believe that 
you were iiihuenced by that intelligence.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed Frank, stopping short, as if wounded to the^ 
quick. “ And 1 feel guilty — feel as if 1 was influenced by tliat intel- 
ligence. So I am, too, when I reflect,” he continued, with a naivete 
that was half pathetic : ‘'but I hope she will not be very rich — if so. 
I’ll not call.” 

• ‘ Make your mind easy, it is but a portion of some twenty or thirty 
thousand pounds, tliat would just suffice to discharge all your debts, 
cl(^ar away Jill obstacle to your union, and in return for which you 
could secure a more than adequate joiffijurc ahd settlement on the 
Casino property. Now I am on that head, 1 udll be yet more com- 
municative. Madame di Negra has a noble heart, as you say, and 
told me herself, that until her brother on his arrival bad assured Jier 
of this dowry, she woidd never have consented to marry you — never 
ci’ippled with her own embarrassments the man she loves. Ah ! with 
wlial deliglit she will hail the thought of assisting you to win back 
your father’s heart ! But be guarded, meanwhile. And now. Frank, 
what say you — would it not be well if 1 ran down to Hazeldeau to 
sound your parents P It is rather inconvenient to me, to be sure, to 
leave town lust at present ; but I would do more tlian that to render 
you a smaller service. Yes, I’ll go to Rood Hall to-morrow, and 
i hcjice to Hazeldeau. I am sure jTiur father will press me to stay, 
and I shall have ample opportunities to judge of t he manner in which 
lie would be likely to regard your marriage with Madame di Negra — > 
supposing always it were properly put to him. We can then act 
accordingly.” 

“ My dear, dear Randal, how can I thank you ? If ever a poor 
fellow like me can serve you in return — but tliat’s impossible.” 

“ Wiiy certainly I will never ask you to be security to a bill of 
mine,” said Randiil, laughing. “I praef is(i the economy I jnctUjh.” 

“Ah!” said Frank, with a groan, “that is because your mind is 
pulf i\'atcd — }'ou have so many resources ; and all my faults have come 
from, idleness. If I had haa anytliing to do on a rainy day, 1 shoidd 
never liave got into these scrapes.’* 

“ Oh I vou will have enough to do some day managing your pro- 
oerty. Wc who have no property must find one in knowledge. Adieu, 
my d(;ar Frank — 1 must go home now. By the way, you have never 
by ciiance, spoken of the Riccaboccas to Madame di Negra ?” 

“ The Riccaboccas ?’ No. That’s well thought of. It may interest 
hoc t .0 know that a relation of mine has married her <teountrvmaa. 
J^erv odd that I never did nicutioii it; but, to say truth, 1 really do 
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talk St) little to tier : she is so superior, aud I feel positively sk’a^^ith 
her/’ 

'* Do me the favour, iVank/* said Kaiidal, waiting patientlJlHl this 
reply ended— for he was devising all the time what reason to give for 
his retiuest— “ never to allude to tlie lUccaboccas either to her or to 
her brother, to whom you are sure to be presented.” 

Why not allude to them P” 

ilandal hesitated a moment. His invention was still at f^ult^d, 
for a wonder, he thought it the best policy to go pretty near the 
truth, 

‘*Why I will tell you. Tlie Marchesa conceals nothing from her 
brother, and lie is one of the few Italians who are in high favour with , 
the Austrian court.” 

“Well!” 

*‘And I suspect that poor Dr. Riccabocca fled his country from 
some mad experiment at revolution, and is still hiding from ilic 
Austrian police.” 

. “But they can’t hurt him here,” said Brank, with an Englishman’s 
dogged inborn conviction of the sanctity of his native island. “I 
should like to see dh Austrian pretend to dictate to us whom to 
receive and whom to reject.” 

“Hum— I lint’s true and constitutional, no doubt ; hut Riccabocca 
may liave excellent reasons— and, to speak plainly. I biow he has 
(perhaps as affecting the safety of friends in Italy)— for preserving 
his incognito, and we are bound to respect those reasons without 
inquiring furtlier.” 

“ Still, I cannot think so meanly of Madame di Negra,” persislcid 
Frank (shrewd here, though credulous elsewhere, ana both from his 
sense ol lionoiu), “ as to suppose that she would descend to he a spy, 
and injure a poor countryman of her own, who trusts to the same 
hospitalii.y she receives herself at our English hands. Oh ! if I thougiit 
that, I could not love her !” added Frank, with ener^. 

“ Certainly you are right. But see in what a false position you 
would both her brother and herself. If they knew Riccabocca’s 
secret, and proclaimed it to the Austrian government, as: yon sa;j*^it 
woulU he crii(‘] and mean; but, if they knew it and concealed, it mjglit 
involve them both in the most serious consequences. You know the 
Austrian policy is proverbially so jealous and tyrannical ?” 

“ Well, the newspapers say so, certainly.” ^ ^ * 

“And, in short, your discretion can do no harm, and your indisci’c- 
tion may. I’hcrcfore, give me your word, Frank. I can’t stay to 
argue now\” 

“I’ll not allude to the Riccahoccas, upon my honour,” answered 
Frank ; “ still, I am sm’c that they would be as safe with the MarChesa 
as with ” 

“ i rely on your honour,” interrupted Randal liastil}’, and hurried 

off. 
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OHAPTEll V. 

Towards the evening of the followinff day, Randal Leslie waikett 
J<)wly from a village in the main road (a]:)Out two miles droin Rood 
^alljWnt which he had prot out of the coach. He passed throu^^di 
ii\eads and corn-ficlds, and by the skirts of woods which had formerly 
belon^i^id to his ancestors, but had been long since alienated. He 
was alone amidst the haunts of his boyhood, tlie scenes in wliich he had 
first invoked the grand Spirit of Knowledge, to bid the Celestial St. ill 
Qiic minister to the commands of an earthly and turbulent ambition. 
He paused often in his path, especially when the undulations of t he 
ground gave a glimpse of the grey church-tower, or the gloomy firs 
that rose above the desolate wastes of Rood. 

“ Here,” thought Randal, with a softening eye — bore, how' often, 
comparing the fertility of the lands passed away from the inheritance . 
of my fathers, with the forlorn wilds that are left to i-heir mouldeiing 
hall — ^liere, how often have I said to myself — ‘I will rebuild tlie h)i*- 
tuncs.of my house.* And straightway Toil lost its aspect of 
drudge, and grew kingly, and books became as living armies to 
serve my thought. Again — again — O thou haughty Past, brace and * 
strengthen me in the battle with the Putuvo.’* His pale lips writhed 
as he solilo(iuised, for his conscience spoke to him while he thus 
addressed his will, and its voice was lieard more audibly in the quiet 
of the rural landscape, than amidst the turmoil and din of that armed 
and sleepless camp which we call a city. 

Doubtless, though Ambition have objects more vjist and beneficent 
than the restoration of a in itself is high and chivalrous, 

and appeals to a strong interest in the human heart. But all emotions, 
and all ends, of a nobler character, had seemed to filter themselves 
free from every golden grain in passing thr9ugh the mechanism of 
^taj^afs intellect, and came forth at last into egotism clear and 
unalloyed. Nevertheless, ft is a strange truth that, to a man of cul- 
tivated mind, however perverted and vicious, there are vouchsafed 
gleams of brighter sentiments, irregular perceptions of moral beauty, 
denied to the brutal unreasoning wickedness of uneducated vidany 
—which perhaps ultimately serve as hif punisliment— according to 
the old tliought of the satirist, that there is no greater curse than t(j- 
perceive virtue yet adopt vice. And as the solitary schemer walked 
slowly on, and Ills childhood — iimocent at least indeed — came distinct 
before liim through the halo of bygone dreams — dreams far purer than 
those from which he now rose each morning to the active world of 
i\Ian— a profound melancholy crept over him, and suddenly ho . 
exclaimed aloud, ‘‘ I aspired to be renowned and great-— 
how is it that, so advanced in my career, all that seemed lofty in the 
end has vanished from me. and the only means that I contemplate are 
^ose which my childhood would have called poor and vile ? Ah ! is 
I that I then read but books, and now my kiiowledge^iias passed 
Ivward, and men contaminate more than books ? But,’* he continued. 
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in a lower voice^ as if arguing with himself, if power is only so t(. 
be won— and of what use is knowledge if it be not power — does not 
success in life justify all things ? And who prizes the wise man if he 
fails He continued his way, but still the soft tranquillity around 
rebuked him, and still his reason was dissatisfied, as w ell as Jiis con- 
science. There are times when Nature, like a bath of youth, seems 
to restore to the jaded soul its freshness— tunes from w^iich some 
men have emerged, as if reborn. The crises of life are veryr;>ilent. 
Suddenly the scene opened on Randal Leslie’s eyes. The bare desert 
common — the dilapidated ch^ch— the old house, parfially scon in the 
dank dreary hollow, into which it seemed to Randal to nave sunken 
deeper and lowlier than when he saw it last. And on the coininon 
were some young men paying at hockey. That old-fasliioncd game '« 
now very uncommon in England, except at schools, was still preserved 
in the primitive vicinity of Rood by tlie young yeomen and fanners. 
Randal stood by the stile and looked on, for among the players he 
recognised Ids brother Oliver. Presently the bjill was st ruck towards 
•Oliver, and the group instantly gathered round that young gentleman 
and snatched him from Randm’s eye ; but the elder brother heard a 
displeasing din, a derisive laughter. Oliver had shnuik from the 
danger of the thick clubbed sticks that plied around him, and received 
some strokes across the legs, for his voice rose wdduiug, and w’as 
drowned by shouts of, “ Go to your mammy. That’s Noll Leslie— fill 
over. Rutter-shins.” 

Randal’s sallow face became scarlet. “ The jest of boors— a Leslie ! ” 
lie muttered, and ground his teeth. He sprang over the stile, and 
walked erect and haughtily across the ground. The players cried out 
indignantly. Randal raised his hat, and they recognised him. and 
stopp('d the game. For him at least a certain respect was felt. Oliver 
turned round quickly, and ran up to liim. Randal caught his arm firmly, 
and without saying a word to the rest, drew him aw ay towards tl’u'. 
house. Oliver cast a regretful, hngcring look behind him, rubbed his 
shins, and then stole a timid glance towards Randal’s severe anrl 
moocK countenance. 

“ You are not angi'y that I was playing at hockey with our neigh- 
bour's,” said he deprecatingly, observing that Randal w'oiild not break 
the silence. 

“No,” replied the elder brother; “but, in associating with his 
inferiors, a gentleman still kfiows how to maintain his tlignity. There 
is no liarin in idaying with inferiors, hut it is necessary to*a gentle- 
man to i)lay so that he is not the laughing-stock of clowns.” 

Oliver hung his head, and made no answer. They came into the 
slovenly precincts of the court, and the pigs stared at them froui the 
palings, as their progenitors had stared, years before, at Frank 
Hazeldean. 

Mr. Leslie, senior, in a shabbv straw hat, was engaged in feeding 
the chickens before the thresholo, and he performed even that occu- 
pation \vith a maundering, laok-a-daisical slothfulness, dropping dowi. 
the grains ahnost one by one from his inert dreamy fingers. 

Randal’ s^oister, her hair still and for ever hanging about her cars,, 
w^as seated on a rush-bottom chair, reading a tattered novel; and 
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^ fi‘0111 the narlour window was heard the querulous voice of Mrs. Leslie, 
ill liigh fidget and complaint. 

Somehow or other, as the young heir to aU this helpless poverty 
stood in the courtyard, with his sharp, refined, intelligent features, and 
his strange elegance of dress and aspect, one better comprehended how, 
left solely to the egotism of his knowledge and his ambition, in such a 
‘amily, an^ without any of the sweet nameless lessons of Home, he 
lad g%wn up into such close and secret solitude of soul, — how the 
lind had taken so little nutriment from the heart, and how that affec- 
tion and respect wliich the warm circle of the hearth usually calls forth 
had passed with him to the graves of dead fathers, growing, as it were, 
bloodless and ghoul-like aniidst the chaniels on which they fed. 

^ “ Ha, Kiindal.'hoy,” said Mr. LcslieTlooking up lazily, “ liow d^e 
Ab ?■— who could have expected you ? My dear— my dea^’ he cried. 
In a broken voice, and as if in helpless dismay, “here/s Randal, and 
lie’ll be wanting diimer, or snjiper, or something.” But, in the mean- 
while, Eandal’s sister Juliet had sprung np, and thrown her arms 
round lier brother’s neck, and he had drawn her aside caressingly, for 
Randal’s strongest human affection was for this sister. 

“ You arc growing v^ry pretty, Juliet,” said he, smoothing back her 
hair ; “why do yourself such injustice ? — why not pay more attention 
U) youi* appearance, as I have so often begged you to do ? ” 

“ 1 did not expect you, dear Randal ; you always come so suddenly, 
and catch us dish-a-bill.^' 

“ l)ish-abill I ” echoed Randal, with a groan. Dishabille you 
ought never to bo so caught 1 ” 

“ No one else does so catch us,— nobody else ever comes. Heigho ! ” 
nd the young lady sighed very heartily. 

“ Paticnct^ naticnce ; my day is coming, and then yours, my sister,” 
replied Randal, with genuine pity, as he gazed upon what a little care 
(^ould liave trained into so fair a flower, and what now looked so like 
a weed. 

Here Mrs. Leslie, in a state of intense excitement, — ^liaving rushed 
through the parlour, leaving a fragment of her gown between the 
yawning brass of the never-mended Brummagem work-table, — tore 
across the hall,— whirled out of the door, scattemig the chickens” to 
the right and left, and clutclicd hold of Randal in her motherly em- 
Ijrace. “ La, how you do shake my nerves,” she cried, after giving 
him a most hasty and uncomfortable kiss. •“ And you are hungiT, too, 
and nothing in the house but cold mutton ! Jenny, Jenny !— 1 say, 
Jenny! Juliet, have you seen deimy? Where’s Jenny ? Out with 
the odd man, I’ll be bound.” 

“ I am not hungry, mother,” said Randal ; “ I wish for nothing but 
tea.” Juliet, scrambling up her hair, darted into the house to 
prepare the tea, and also to “tidy herstdf.” She dearly loved her fin#* 
brother but slie was greatly in awT. of Jiim. 

Ranmd seated himself on the broken pales. “ Take care they don’t 
come do\yn,” said Mr. Leslie, with some anxiety. 

“ Oh, sir, I am very light ; nothing comes down with me.” 

Tin* pigs stared up, and grunted in amaze at the strangen^. 
r Mother,” said the young man, detaining Mrs. Leslie, who wantea 
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to set off m chase of Jeimy— “mother, you should not let Oliver 
associate with those village boors. It is time to think of a profession 
for him.*’ 

“ Oh, he eats us out of house and home—such an appetite 1 But 
as to a profession, — what is he fit for. He will never be a 
scholar.** 

llandal nodded a moody assent ; for, indeed, Oliver hi|^ been sent 
to Cambridge, and supported there out of Bandal’s income ipom his 
ollicial pay ; and Oliver had been plucked for his Little Go. 

“ There is the army,** said the elder brother-— “ a gentleman’s calling. 
How handsome Juliet ouglit to be — ^but— 1 left money for masters,— 
and sljc pronounces Ercnch like a chambermaid.** 

“ Yet she is fond of her book, too. She’s always reading, and gooi 
for imthii:^ else.*' 

“ Beading !— those trashy novels ! ** 

“ So like you— you always come to scold, and make things unplca- 
-sant,” said Mrs, Leslie, peevishly. “You are grown too fine for us; 

. and 1 am sure we suffer affronts enough from others, not to want a 
little respect from our own children.**^ 

“ 1 didf not mean to affront you,** said Bandal, sadly. “ Pardon me : 
but wlio else has done so ? ** 

Then Mrs. Leslie went into a minute and most irritating catalogue* 
of all the mortifications and insults she had received; the grievances 
of a petty provincial family, with much pretension and small power ; 
of all people, indeed, without the disposition to please,— without the 
abilit y to serve,— who exaggerate every offence, and are thankful for 
no kiudiiesvS. Parmer Jones had insolently refused to send his waggon 
twent>' mihjs for coals. M.r. Giles, the butcher, requesting the pay- 
ment of his bill, had stated that the custom at Bood was too small for 
him to fdlow credit. Snuire Thornhill, who was the present owner of 
the fairest slice of the old Leslie domains, had taken the liberty to ask 
permission to shoot over Mr. Leslie’s land, since Mr. Leslie did not 
preserve. Lady Spratt (new people from the city, who Jiired a neigh- 
bouring country-seat) had taken a discharged servant of Mrs. Leslie*!* 
without applying for the character. The Lord-Lieutenant had given 
a Ball, and had not invited the Leslies. Mr. Leslie’s tenants had voted 
against their landlord’s wish at the recent election. More tlian all. 
Squire Hazeldean and his Harry had called at Hood ; and though 
Mrs. Leslie had screamed out to Jenny, “ iNot at home,” she had been 
een at the window, and the Squire had actually forced his way in, 
aud caught the whole family “Ia ^ Aot fit to be seen.” Tiiai 
was a triffe ; but the Squire liad presumed to instruct Mr. Leslie how 
to manage his property, and Mrs. H^.eldcan had actually told Juliet 
to hold up her head, and tie up her hai^ “ ;is if we were her cottagers ! ” 
said M rs. Leslie, with the i)nuo of a Moiitfydget. 

All these, ana various other annoyances, tliough ' Bandal was too 
sensible not, to perceive their insignificance, still galled and mort,ified 
t he listcni]]g lieir of Bood. Tliev shovu^d, at least, even to the well- 
meant officiousness of the Hazeldeaus, the small account in which the 
falieu famiy was held. As he sat still ou the moss-grown palc^, 
gloomy and taciturn, his mother .standing beside liim, with her cap 
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awry> Mr. Leslie shamblingly satmtered up and sald^ in a pensi?^ 
dolorous whine, — 

wish we had a g^)od sum of money, Randal, boy ! 

To do Mr, Leslie justice, ho seldom ^ave vent to any wish that * 
savoured of avarice. His mind must be singularly aroused, to wander 
out of its normal limits of sluggish dull conieiit. 

So Randal looked at him in surprise, and said, “ l)o you, sir ? — 

whj€ ” 

The manors of Rood and Dulmansberry, and all the lands therein, 
which my great-^andfather sold away, are to be sold again when 
Sq^e Thomhilr s eldest son comes of age, to cut off the' entail. Sir 
«Umn Spratt talks of buying them. I should liko to have them back 
again ! *Tis a shame to see the Leslie estates hawked about, and 
bought by Spratts and people. I wish I had a great — great sum of 
ready money.” 

The poor gentleman extended his helpless fingers as he spoke, and 
fell into a dejected reverie. 

Randal sprang from ike paling, a movement which frightened the 
contemplative pigs, and set them off squalling and scampering. 

When docs young Thornhill come of age r ” 

“ He was nmeteen last August. I know it, because the day he was 
bom 1 picked up my fossil of the sea-horse, just by Dulmansberry 
church, when the joy-bells were ringing. My fossil sea-horse! It- 
will be an heir-loom, Randal — ” 

“Two years— nearly two years— yet— ah, ah!” said Randal; and 
his sister now appearing, to announce that tea was ready, he threw 
his arms round her necK and kissed her. Juliet had arranged her 
hair and trimmed up her dress. She looked very pretty, and she had 
now the air of a gentlewoman— something of R'Uldal^s own refinement 
in her slender proportions and wcU-shaped head. 

“ Be patient, patient still, ray dear sister,” whispered Randal, “ and 
keep your heart whole for two years longer.” 

The young man was gay and good-humoured over his simple meal, 
wliile ms family grouped round him. When it was over, Mr.* Leslie 
lighted his pipe, and called for his brandy-and-watcr. Mrs. Jjeslie 
began to question about London and Court, and the new Ring and 
the new Queen, and Mr. Audlcy Egertou, and hoped Mr. Egertou 
would leave Randal ail his money, and that llandal would inarry a 
rich woman, and that the King would ifiake him a prime-minister one 
of these days ; and then she should like t(j see if Fanner Oon(‘S would 
rfdiise to send his waggon for coals ! And every now and then, as 
til c word “riches” or “money” caught Mr. Leslie’s ears, he shook 
his li(‘ad, drew his pipe from ms mouthy “A Spratt should not have 
what i)el(‘nged to my grcat-great-grandlather. if 1 had a good sum 
(U* ready money! — the old family estates!” Oliver and Juliet sat 
silent, and on their good behaviour ; and Randal, indulging his own 
n^veries, dreamily heard the words “ money,” “ Spratt,” “ great-great- 
gniiidfathcr,” “rich wife,” “family estaics;” mid they soundeu lo 
him vague and afar off, like whispers from the world of romance and 
legend— weird prophecies of things to be. 

Such vrjLs tlU' lu ailli which wanned tlic viper iliat nestled and 



32 UY XtUVKLl VJi, 

gnawed at the heart of Randal, ijoisonin^ all the aspirations Mml 
vouth should have rendered pure, ambition lofty, and knowledge 
Ijcnoficent and divine. 


CHAPTER VI. 

the rest of the household were in deep sleep, Randal slooc 
lf)ng at his open window, looking over the dreary, comfortless sceiie-- 
tho moon gleaming* from skies half-autumnal, luilf-wintry, upon squaiit 
decay, ihrougli the ragged fissures of the firs ; and when he lay dovri 
to rest, his sleep was feverish, and troubled by turbulent dreams. 

However^ he was up early, and with sm unw'onted colour in his 
checks, w'luch his sister ascribed to the country air. After breakfast 
he took hiy way towards Ilazeldeim, mounted upon a tolerable horse 
vyhicli he borrowed of a neiglibouring farmer who occasionally hunted 
Bel'ore noon, the garden and terrace of the C^ino came in sight. H( 
reined iu his horse, and by the little fountain at which Leonard hac 
been wont to eat his radishes and coiv his book, he saw Riccabocci 
seated under the shade oT the red umbrella. And by the Italian’s 
side stood a form that a Greek of old might have deemed the Naiad oi 
the Fount ; for in its youtliful beauty there was something so full oj 
poetry — something at once so sweet and so stately — that it spoke tc 
the imagination while it charmed the- sense. 

Randal dismounted, tied his horse to the gate, and, walking down 
a treUised alley, came suddenly to the spot. Mis dark shadow felJ 
ovcrlTic clear mirror of the foimtain just as Riccabocca had said, 
All here is so secure from evil ! — ^the weaves of the fountain are nevci 
troubled like those of the river !” and Violante had answered in hci 
soft native tongue, and lifting her dark spiritual eyes— “Rut the 
fountain would be but a lifeless pool, oh, my father, if the spray did 
not mount towards the skies !” 


CHAPTER YII. 

Randal advanced — “I fear, Signor Riccabocca, lliut 1 am guilty 
of some want of ceremony.” 

“ To dispense witli ciiremony is the most delicate mode of conferring 
a compliment,” replied tlie urbane Italian, as he recovered from hi.s 
fii’st surprise at Randal’s sudden address, and extended his liand 

Violante bowled her graceful liead to the young man’s respectful 
salutation. “ I am on my way to Hazeldean,” resumed Randal, “ and, 
seeing you in the garden, could not resist this intrusion.” 

Riccabocca. — lou come from London ? Stirring times for you 
English, but/, do not ask you the news. No news can affect ua 

Randal (softly).— JL^orhaps, yes. 
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i? 1 CCA.BOCCA (startled) .—How ? 

‘VioLANTE. — purely he speaks of Italy, and news from that country 
aflects you still, my father. 

iviccABOCOA.— Nay, nay, notMna: affects me like this country; its 
east winds niiG:lit affect a pyramid ! Draw jorn* mantle round you, 
ciiild, and go in ; the air has suddenly grown ehill. 

Violaite smiled on her father, glanced uneasily towards Randal’s 
gi'afte brow, and went slowly towards the house. 

lliccabocoa, after w'aiting some moments in silence, as if expecting 
Randal to speak, said, witli affected carelessness, “ So you think that 
YOU have news that might affect me ? Gorpo di Bacco ! 1 am curious 
to learn what ! ” 

“ i may be mistaken — that depends on your answer to one ques- 
i ion. Do you know the Count of Peschiera ? ” 

Riccabocca winced, and turned i»ale. He could not baffle the 
watchful eve of the (piestioner. 

“ Enough,” said Kaudal ; “ I see that I am right. Believe in my - 
sincerity, I speak but to warn and to. serve you. The pount seeks 
1 0 discover the retreat of a countryman and. kinsman of liis own.” 

“ And for what end ? ” cried Riccabocca, thrown t)tt‘ his guard, 
:ind his breast dilated, his crest rose, and his eye liaslied • valour ana 
ueliance broke from habitual caution and self-coutroi. “ But — 

i)ooli ! ” he added, striving to regain his ordinary and half-ironical 
‘^it matters not to me. I grant, sir, tlmt 1 know the Count di 
(^eschiora ; but what has Dr. Riccabocca to do with the kinsman of so 
grand a personage ? ” 

“ Dr. Riccabocca— nothing. But — ” here Randal put his lip close 
U) the Italian’s ear, and wdiispered a brief sentence. Then retreating 
‘A step, hut laying his hand on the exile’s shoidder, he added — “ Need 
i say that your secret is safe with me ? ” 

Riccabocca made no answer. His eyes rested on the ground 
^nusingly. 

Randal continued — “ And I shall esteem it the highest honour vou 
<\‘in bestow on me, to be perpiitted to assist you in forestalling 
danger.” 

Riccabocca (slowly). — Sir I thank you; you have my secret, and 
1 feci assured it is safe, for 1 speak to au English gentleman. There 
-Miay be family reasons why I should avojd the Count di Peschiera; 
and, indeed, he is safest from shoals who steers clearest of his — 
relations. 

T’lie poor Italian regained his caustic smile as he uttered that wise 
villanous Italian maxim. 

‘Randal. — 1 know little of the Count of Peschiera save from the 
euvreut talk of the world. He is said to hold the estates of a kins- 
man wdio took part in a conspiracy against the Austrian power. 

Riccabocca. — It is true. Let that content him ; what more does 
h(i clcoire ? You spoke of forestallmg danger ; *what danger ? I am 
on the sod of England, and protected by its laws. 

Randal.— AUow me to inquire if, had the kinsman nc^hild, the 
Count di Peschiera would bcleaptiraate and natural heir to the estidee 
he holds ? 

?OL. n. 


D 
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Riccabooca.— H e would— Wliat tbeu P 

JUMBAL. — Docs that thought suggest no danger to tltc child of 
tne kinsman P 

Biccabocca recoiled, and gasped forth, “The child! You do not 
mean to imply that this man, iulknous though he be, can cont(implaie 
the crime ol an assassin ? ” . 

Bandal paused perplexed. His ^‘ound was delicate. ^Je knew 
not wliat causes of resentment the exile entertained against the dount. 
He knew not whether Jliccabocca would not assent to uu alliance 
that might restore him to his country— and he resolved to feel his 
way witli precaution. 

“ I did not,” said he, smiling gravefy, “ mean to insinuate so hond- 
ble a charge against a man whom I have never seen. He seeks you— 
that is all 1 know. 1 imagine from his general character, that in this 
search he consults his interests. Perhaps all matters might be con- 
ciliated by an interview ! . 

“ An iiikrview I ” cxclaiihMBiccabocca ; “there is but one way we 
should meet— foot to foot, and hand to hand.” 

“ Is it so? Then you would not listen to the Count if he proposed 
some amicable compromise — if, for instance, he was a candidate for 
the hand of your daughter?" 

The poor Italian, so wise and so subtle in liis talk, was as rash and 
blind when it came to action, as if he had been bom in Ireland, and 
nourished on potatoes and Repeal. He bared his whole soul to the 
merciless eye of Randal. 

“ My daughter ! " he exclaimed. “ Sir, your very question is an 
insult.^* 

Randal’s way became dear at once. "Pordve me," he said, mildly , 

“ I will tell you franMy all that I know. 1 am acquainted with the 
Count’s sister. I have some little influence over her. It was she, 
who informed me that the Count had come here, bent upon discover- 
ing your refuge, and resolved to wed your daughter. This is the 
damger of which I spoke. And when I asked your permission to aid 
in forestalling it, J only intended to suggest that it might be wise to find 
some securer home, and that 1, if permitted to know tlmt home, and 
to visit you, could apprise you from time to time of the Coimt’s plans ' 
and movements.” 

‘‘Sir, I thank you sincerely," said Riccabocca, with emotion ; “but 
am I not safe here p « ' 

“ I doubt it. Many people have visited the Squii-c in the shooting 
season, who will have heard of you— perhaps seen you, and w^ho are 
likely to meet the Count in London. And Prank Haxcldean, too, 
who knows the Count’s sister ” 

“ True, true," internmted Riccabocca. “ 1 sec, I see, I will con- 
sider. I will reflect. Meanwhil^ou arc going to Hazeldean. Do 
not say a word to the Squire. He knows not the secret you have 
discovered." 

With those words Riccabocca turned slightly away, and Randal 
took the bjpt to depart. 

“At airtimes. command and rely on me,” said the young traitor, 
and he regained the pale to which he had fastened his horse.^ 
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As he remounted, he cast his eyes towards the place where he had 
left Riccabocca. The Italian was still standing thej'e. Presently the 
form of Jackeymo was seen emerging from the shrubs. Kiccaboeca 
turned hastily round, recognised liis servant, uttered an exclamation 
loud enough to reach Kandal’s car, and then, catching Jackeymo by 
the arm, disappeared with him amidst the deep recesses of thi 
gar^n. 

xc will be indeed iu my favour thought Randal, as lie rode on. 
" if I can get them into the neighbourhood of London— aJl occasion 
there to woo, and if expedient, to win— the heiress.” 


CHAPTER Vlll. 

“ By the Lord Harry !” cried the Squire, as he stood with his 
in the park, on a visit of inspection to some first-rate South-dowiis 
just added to his stock — “ By the Lord, if that is not Randal Leslie 
trjdng to get into the park at the back gate ! Hollo, Randal ! you 
must come round by the lodge, my boy,” said lie. “ You;see this gate . 
is locked, to keep out trespassers.” 

" A pity,” said Randal I like short cuts, and you have shut up 
a very short one.” 

“ bo the trespassers said,” quoth the Squire ; “ but Stim insisted 
r>n it ; — valuable man. Stirn. But ride round to the lodge. Put up 
your horse, and you’ll join us before we can get to the house.” 

Raudal nodded and smiled, and rode briskly on. 

The squire rejoined his Harry. 

“Ah, William” said she, anxiously^ “though certainly Randal 
Leslie means well, I always dread liis visits.” 

“ So do I, in one sense,” quoth the Squire, “ for he always cames 
iway a bank-note for Prank.” 

“ i hope he is really Prank’s friend^,” said Mrs. Hazeldean. 

“ Wlio’s else can he be P Not his own, poor fellow, for he vdli 
never accept a sliiliing from me, though Ids grandmother was as good 
1 Hazeldean as I am. But, zounds, 1 hka his pride, and his economy 
Loo. As for Prank ” 

“Hush, William!” cried Mrs. Hazeldean, and put her fair hand 
before the Squire’s mouth. The Squire was softened, and kissed the 
Lair hand gallantly — perhaps he kissed the lips too : at all events, the 
srortliy pair were walking lovingly ann-in-arm when Randal joined 
them. 

He did not affect to perceive a certain coldness in the manner of 
Mrs. Haizcldean, but began immediately to talk to her about Prank; 
praise that young gentleman’s appearance ; expatiate on bis health, 
his popularity, and his good gifts, pei'sonal and mental— and this with 
BO much warmth, that any dim and undeveloped suspi'ijpns Mrs. 
Hazeldean might have formed, soon melted away." , 

Randal contmued to make himself thus agreeable until the Squinii 
D 3 
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persuaded tnat lus young kinsman was a lirst-raie agrrruliunsL 
msistcd uponcarrying him oft* to the home farm ; and Hai‘i*y turned 
towards the house, to order liandal’s room to be got ready; ‘Tor,^’ 
said llaiidal, “ knowing that you will excuse my moniiiig dress, I 
venture to invite myself to dine and slcc^ at the Hall.” 

On approaching the fann-buildings, Itandal was seized witli the 
terror oi on imposter; for, despite all the theoretical lolfraing on 
jBucoUcs and (jeorgics with which he had dazzled tlie Squir% poor 
iPrank, so despised, would have beat liim hollow when it eauic to the 
judging of the ] joints of an ox, or t he show of a crop. 

“Ha, ha!” crit'd the Squire, chucUiiig, “1 long to see how you’ll 
astonish Slim. Whv, you’ll guess iii a jiiomout where uo put the 
top-dressiug ; and when you have come to handle my short-lionis, 1 
dare swear you’ll know to a pound how' much od-cake has gone into 
their sides.” 

“ Oh, you do me too much honom* — indeed you do. I only kimw 
the general priii(;iples of agriculture ; the details are cmiueutly in- 
teresting, but 1 have not had the opportunity to acquire thcnii.” 

“Stuu!” cried the Squire. “How ouu a man know general prin- 
ciples imless lie has lirst studied the details i' You arc too modest, 
niy boy. Ho ! there’s Stirn looking out for us 1” 

Randal saw the grim visage of Stirii peering out of a cattic-shed, 
and felt undone. He made a desperate rush towards chaii^mg the 
Sejuire/s humour. 

“Well, sir, perliaps Frank may soon gratify your wish, and turn 
farmer himscll.” 

“Eh!” quoth the Squire, stopping short— “what now?” 

“ Suppose lie were to inarrj" 

“i’cfgivc him llic tw^o best farms on the property rent IVoe. Ha, 
ha! Has he seen the girl yet ? I’d leave him free/ to choose; sir, 
I chose for myself— every man sliould. Not but Avliat Miss Sticklo- 
rights is an heiress, and, I hear, a very decent girl, aiid tlial would 
join. the two properties, and put. an end to that- lawsuit about the 
right of way, which began in the reign of King Charles the Second, 
and is likely otherwise to last till the day of judgment. But never 
mind her ; let Frank choose to please hirnseK.” 

• “ rU not fail to tell him so, sir. I did fehr yon might have some 

preiudices. But here we £^rc at tlic farm-yard.” 

“Bum the farm-yai’d ! Hoav can I tliink of farm-yards when you 
talk of Frank’s marriage? Come on— this way. What were you 
saying about prejudices?” 

“ Why, you might wish him to marry an Englishwoman, for 
instance.” 

“ English ! Good heavens, sir, does he mean to marry u Hindoo ? 

“ Nay, I don’t know that he means to marry at all i am only 
surmising; but if he did fall in love with a foreigner ” 

“A foreigner! Ah, then Harry was ” The Sqidre stopped 

short. 

“ Wlio^^niglit, perhaps,” observed Randal—not truly, if be referred 
to Madame di Negra — “who might, perhaps, speak very little 
English?” 
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•'Lord ha’ mercy !” 

And a lioinan Catholic ” 

. “Worshipping idols, and roasting people who aon’t worsiiip 
tliem.” 

Signor Piiccabocca is not so bad as that.” 

“ Hickey hockey ! Well, if it was his daughter! But not speak 
Englislii and not go to the piirish church! By George, if Prank 
tliofight of sucJi a thing, I’d cut him off with a shilling. Don’t talk | 
to me, sir ; I would. I’m a niild man, and an easy man ; but when 1 
say a tiling, I say it, Mr. Leslie. Oh, but it is a jest — you are laugh- 
ing at me. There’s no such painted good-for-nothing creature in 
Prank’s eye — eh ?” 

“ Indeed, sir, if ever I find there is, I wiH give you notice in time. 
At present, I was only trying to ascertain what you wished for a 
daughter-in-law. You said you had no prejudice.” 

“No more I have-not a bit of it.” 

“ You don’t like a foreigner and a Catholic ?” 

“■ Who the devil would r"” 

“ But if she liad rank and title ?” 

“ Hank and t itlc ! Bubble and squeak ! No, not half so good as 
bubble and squeak. English beef and good cabbage. Butioreign 
rank and title 1— foreign cabbage and oeef! — foreign bubble and 
foreign squeak 1” And the Squire made a wry face, and spat forth* 
his disgust and indignation. 

“ You must have an Englislnvoman ?” 

“ Of course.” 

“ Money ?” 

“ Don’t care, provided she is a tidy, sensible, active lass, with a 
good character for her dower.” 

“ Character— ah, that is indispensable ?” 

“I should tliink so, indeed. A Mrs. Hazcldcau of Hazeldean 
— You frighten me. He’s not going to run off with a divorced 
woman, or a ” 

The S(iuire stopped, and looked so red in the face that Eandai 
fcai-cd lie might be seized with apoplexy before Prank’s crimes had 
made him alter his will. 

Therefore lie liastened to relieve Mr. Ilazeldemi’s mind, and 
assm-ed him that lie had been only talking at random ; that Prank 
was in tiic habit, indeed, of seeing forci^ ladies occasionally, as all 
persons hi the London world were; but that he was sure Prank 
would nev('i* marry without the full consent and approval of his 
parents. ended by repeating his assurance, that he would warn 
the S(pui(‘ if ever it became necessary. Still, however, he left 
Mr. Hazeldean so distmbed and uneasy that that gentleman forgot 
all about llu^ farm, and went moodily on in the opposite direction, 
re-entering ilie iiark at its farther extremity. As soon as they 
approaeiied tlui lioiise, the Squire liastened to shut himself with his 
wile in full ]iatei;iial consultation ; and Kandal, seated upon a bench 
on the tcrra(?e, revolved the iiiiscnief he had done, and its chances of 
success. 

While T*:as seated, and thus thinking, a footstep approached 
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cautiously, and in a low voice said, in broken Englisli, Bare; sare, 
let me speak vid you.” 

Randal turned in surprise, and bclicld a swarthy saturnine^ lace, 
•vitli grizzled luiir aiid marked features, lie recognized' the figure 
lat had loincd liieeabocca in the Italian’s garden. 

“ Speak-a you Italian ? ” resumed J ackeymo. 

Randal, wlio had made himself an ex celient linguist, noddc# assent; 
ud Jackeymo, rejoiced, begged him to withdraw into i\ more pi^^ate 
*irt of the grounds. 

Randal obeyed, and the two gained the shade of a stately chestnut 

ivenue. 

“Sir,” then said Jnckeymo, speaking in his touiruc, iuid 

expressing liimself with a certain simple pathos, “iam but a, poor 
man ; my name is Giacomo. You. have heard of me ; scrviuit to the 
Signore whom you saAv to-day — only a servant ; but he t’ouours me 
with his confidence. AV’e Jiavc known danger together: and of all liis 
friends and follower.^, 1 alone came with hi)n to the strange!’’.'-’ Imid.” 

■ “Good, faithful fellow,” said Kandal, examining tl)(‘ man’s face, 
“ say on. Your master confides in you ? hie has coiifjLied tii.'it ^vhi^^l'L 
1 told iiiin this day P” 

“He did. Ah, sir! tlic Padrone vras too proud to a.sk yon to 
exphiimnorc — too i)rc)ud to show four of aiiolher. Ihit Itc does fear 
—he ought to fear— im sliali fear” (continued .1 ackeymo, working 
himself up to ])a.ssion),-— “for tiio Padrone has a daughter, ami liis 
enemy is a villum. Oh, sir, tell rnc all that you did tell to the 
Padrone. Yon hinted fliat this man might wish to niarr} the Signora. 
Marry her ! — I could cut Ins tliroat vX the uPar ! ” 

“Indeed,” said Randal; — “1 believe that such is liia ohif'cl.” 

“ But wliy ? Ho is rich — she is penniless :-no, not tjujic tfiai, for 
wc have saved — but pciuiilcss, compared to him.” 

“My good friend, I know not y<;t his motives: but i can easily 
learn them. If, liowcver, this Count >()nr inastcr’s i.iiemy, it is 
surely Avell to guard against liim, wlnd-ct'er Jii.s dcsigij.s ; a.!icl, to do so, 
you should move into jiondon or its neigliloonrhood. 1 fear that, 
AThilo Avo speak, the Count may get upon liis track.” 

• “He had better not come here!” cried Ike servan;, luciiaciiigly, 
and puttin.g liis hand where the knife wa.s jo/. 

“Beware of your oavu ai^gcr, Giacomo, (hio r.et of vin'cnec, and 
yon Avould be transiiortcd from Engkind, and your master would lose 
a friend.” 

dackeymo seemed struck by this caution, 

“And if ike Padrojic Avcrc to meet him, do yoii fiiiyk liie Padrone 
AA'Ould meekly say, Come slU m S/f/dorlu ^ The i adronc Avoidd 
strike liim dead ! ” 

. “ Hush— -liiish ! Y"on .^’peak of wind, in England is calicd nuircler, 
and is punished by the galloAvs. if yon really love your master, for 
Heaven’s sake get him from this ])hice — get him froui idi chance 
of such passion and iniril. I go to Ioavii to-morrow*; 1 will find iiim 
a house siiall bo safe from all spies— -all discovery. And there, 
too, iny fiiciid, 1 can do— Aviiat I cannot at this disiancs— • watch 
over him, and keep watdi also on his enemy.” 
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Jnckcymo ^eized ERncM's hand, and lifted ifc towards his lip ; then, 
ns if struck by a sudden suspicion, dropped the hand, and said 
'diiiilly, “ Signore, I tliiiik you have seen the Padrone twice. Why 
do you take tliis interest in him ?” ^ • 

“Is it so uncoiruiion to take interest even in a stranger who is * 
a'leiiaced'by some ])cril 

J;i,ck<cnno, who believed little in general philanthropy, shook liis 
hej^ll: scf^pticaily. 

“Jk‘sidcs/’ continued PaiKla.l, suddenly bethinking liimsfilf of a ^ 
iiiorc plaubihlo r('ason—“ besides, i am a friend and connection of 
j,ir. Egerton; and Mr. Egertoids most intimate friend is Lord 

i i' I'ist range ; and 1 have h(‘ard that Lord L’Estraugcj ’’ 

'‘I'iie good Ijoi'd ! Ctn, now i nndcrsland/” iutenaipted dackeymo. 
and ii is brow cleared. “Ah, if ha were in England! But you will 
mt us Jai(.w wiieu hc comes 

“ Ceriainl)-. Now, tell me, Giacomo, is this Count really un- 
priiieij)!(;d and datigerous ? Jtemember, I know him not personally.’^ 

“ He. has iieitiior iH‘.a,rt nor conscience.”- 

“ That dchict makes him dangerous to unni: perhaps not less so to 
ov'onu'ii. Could it Ixi possible, if he obtained any interview with the • 
’'ignoi'a; that he eoida win her aHectioiiH F” 

.iaekeymo cj-ossed himscir rapidly and made no answer. 

“ J have Learrl that ho is still very handsoine.” 

Jack(\vmo groaned. 

Kaiidal rcsuined — ‘‘Enough; persuade ilie Padrone to come to 
own.” 

“ Hut if the. Count is in i own ?” 

“ Thai inaki’s )io dillcrciKH* ; the* seTe; :. place is always the largest 
:)ily. Eve rywhere cis{;, a foreigner is iu hirnscll’ an object of attention ■ 
md curiosiry.” 

“True.” 

“ Let your master, then, come to London, or rather, into its neigh- 
bourhood. lie can reside in om^ f»f the atd)urbs most remerte from 
llie Counths haunts. In two days 1 will luivc found him a lo'dging^ 
■ind write to iiiiii. You tnist to me now F” 

“ 1 do imh^cd— I do, excellency. Ah, if the Signorina v;ere marric*' .. 
we would not care!” 

‘ ‘ Y'l ari’ied F But she looks so higl i ! ” 

“ Alas ! not now — iioi here !” 

Bandal sigluxl hoaviiv. Jackeyinoks eyes sparkled. He thought 
■uyhad deteeled anewnuHive for Jlandal’s interest—u motive to an 
Italian the most natural, the nso.si laudable of all. 

“Eiud tlie house, (Signore — write to the Padrone. He shall come, 
ril tallc to lujii, 1 can manage him. Holy San Giacomo, bestir 
:h\:sclf now — T;is long snice 1 troubled tliee !” 

Jaekeymo strode oil' tiirougli the fading trees, smiling and mutter- 
i/ig as lie wciit . 

The Ifi'st. diiincj-'bcll rang, and on entering the dravring-room, 
Kandal ibiiiul Taisoii Dale und iiis wife, who !iad been invited ir 
liMsIe. to meet tlio unexpected visitor. 

The preliminary giaxdmgs over, Mr. l);Jc took llie cpportuniti » 
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afforded by the Squire’s absence to inquire after tlie healtii of Mr. 
JEgertoii. 

“ He is always well ” said Randal. “I believe lie is made of ron." 
» “ His heart is of ffold^” said the Parson. 

Ali/^ said Randal, inquisitively, ‘^you told me you had eomc in 
contact with liiin once, respecting:, I tliink, some of your old parish- 
ioners at Lansmere ?” . 

The Parson nodded, and there was a monnnit’s silence. 

“Do you remember your battle by tlie Stocks, Mr. Leslie said 
Mr. Dale, with a good-humoured laugh. . 

“ Lideed, yes. Ry the ^vay, now you speak of it, I met my old 
opponent in London the first year 1 went up to it.” 

* You did!- where r-” 

“At a literary scamp’s— a elcverish man called Burley.” 

“ Burley ! I have seen some burlesque verses in Greek by a Mr. 
Burley,” 

“Ino doubt, the same person. He has disappeared — gone to the 
dogs, I dare say. Burlesque Greek is not a knowledge very mucli in 
power at present.” 

“Well, but Leonard Pairfield ? — you have seen him since 

“No.” 

“Nor heard of him ?” 

“No !— have youP” 

“ Strange to say, not for a long time. But I have reason to believe 
that he must be doing %vell.” 

“ You surprise me ! Wliy ? ” 

“Because, two years ago lie sent for his mother. She went to 
him.” 

“Is that aU?” 

“ It is enough ; for he would not have sent for her if he could not 
maintain licr.” 

Here the Hazeldeans entered, arni-in-ann, and tlic fat butler an- 
nounced dinner. 

The* Squire was unusually taciturn — Mrs. Hazeldean thoughtful — 
Mrs. Dale lauguid and headachy. Tlie Parson, who seldom enjoyed 
-the luxury of converse with a scholar, save when lie quarrelled witli 
Dr. Riccabocca, was animated by Randal’s repute for ability, into a 
great desire for argument. 

“A glass of wine, Mr. Ltsbe. Y’ou were saying, bi'forc dinner, 
'that burlesque Greek is not a knowledge veiy much in power at pre 
sent. Pray, sir, what knowdedge is in power ?” 

Randal (laconically).— Practical knowledge. 

Parson.— What of? 

Randal.— M en. 

Parson (candidly).— Well, 1 suppose that is the most available 
sort of knowledge, in a Avorldly point of view. How docs one learn 
it P Do books h(dp ? 

Randal.— ‘According as they arc read, tluy help or injure.- 

Parson. — Ilow should tiiey be read in order to iiclp ? 

RANDAir^c-^Read specially to apply to purpose's that lead to power, 

Parson (very much struck wdtu Randal’s pilliy and Spartan logic).— 
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UpC-/ my word, sir, you express yourself very well. I must own 
thd 1 began these questions in the hope of differing from you ; for 1 
like an ai’guincnt. 

“That he does,” growled tne Squire; ‘‘the most contradictory 
creatin-e!” 

Parson. — Argument is the salt of talk. But now I am afraid !• 
must ifgree with you. which I was not at ail prepared for. 

^landal bowed and answered — “ No two men of our education can 
dispute upon the application of knowledge.” 

Parson (pricking up hk ears). — Eh ? — what to ? 

Ban T)AL.— Power, of course. 

Parson (ovcrjoyed).~Power !— the vulgarest application of it, or 
the loftiest ? But you mean the loftiest ? 

Randal (in his tui-n interested and interrogative). — Wlmt do vou 
call tiic loftiest, and what the vulgarest ? 

Parson.— The vulgarest, self-interest ; the loftiest, beneficence. 

Bandal suppressed the half disdainful smile that rose to liis lip. 

“ You sp('.uK, sir, as a clergyman should do. I admire your senti- 
ment, and adoi)t it ; but I fear that the knowledge which aims only 
at beneficence very rarely in this w'orld gets any power at all.” 

Squire (seriouslv). — Tliat^s true ; 1 never get my o^vn way when 
1 want to do a kiiiancss, and Stirn always gets his when he insists on 
something diabolically brutal and harsh. 

Parson.— Pray, i\J r. Leslie, what docs intellectual power refined - 
to the utmost, but entirely stripped of licncficence, most resemble? 

Banda L.--licscmble ?— J can hardly say. Some very great man— 
almost any very great man— -who has bafiied all his foes, and attained 
all his ends. 

Parson.— I doubt if any man has cvi'r become very great wIk) has* 
not meant to be beneficent, though he might err in the means. 
CaBsar was naturally beneficent, and .so was Alexander. But intellec- 
tual power refined to the utmost., and wdiolly void of beneficence, re- 
sembles only one being, and that sir, is the .Trinciple of Evil. 

Randal (startled). — l)o you mean the Devil ? 

Parson. — Yes, sir — the Devil; and even he, sir, did not succeed! 
Even lie, sir, is what your great men v/ould call a most decided failure. 

A! Rs . Da le . — M y dear— my dear ! 

Parson. -Olu* religion proves it, my love; he was an angel, and 
he. fell. ' • 

Tliere was a solemn pause. Bandal was more impressed than he 
liktul to own to himsell. By tliis time the dinner was over, and tluj 
servants had retired. Harry glanced a.t. Carry. Carry siuoolhed her 
gown and l ose. The gentlemen remained over their wine ; and the 
Parson, satisfied with what he deemed a clcncher upon his favourite 
subject of discussion, changed flic subject to lighter topics, till, ha])- 
pening to fall upon tithes, the Squire struck in, and by dint of loud- 
ness of voice, and trij,^^cncc of brow, fairly overwlielmed both his 
guests, and prov(‘d to Tus own satisfaction that tithes were, an unjust 
and iinchristiaulikc usurpation on tlic part of the Church generally, 
and a most c.speeial and iniquitous inflictiou upon tlUB Hazcldcau 
estates in particular. 



nr NOVEL; OB, 


4 ^ 


CnAPTEIl IX. 

On entering the^diwing-room, Uaiidal Inund ibe two Indues seated 
close togedber, in a position mucli more approprialc to t]u; lanmiuj^y 
of tbeir scbool-diiys, than to tJic j)olitcnes3 of tlie. fiieiidsbip imw 
existing between ibein. Mrs. llaxeldean’s band linng alie.ctionatejy 
over Oarry’s shoulder, .and both those fair 3'higlisb faces were bent 
over the same book, ft was pretty to see these sober matrons, so 
different from vucM other in diaractcr and aspect, t hus ■uueonseiously 
restori'd to the intimacy of ijajjpy maiden youtii by the golden link of 
sonje Magician from the still land of Truth or .Fancy — brougiit i ogether 
in heart, as each eye rested on tbe same tlnnigbt ;~closev and closer, 
as symj)athy, lost in the actnal world, gixnv out of tliut world which 
unites in one bond of feeling the rcad(a%s of some geul le })ook. 

“ And what work interests >011 so inuchy^’ asked Jlanclal, pausing 
by Ibo table. 

Omnbii liavc ri‘a.d, of course,’^ replied jNirs. Dale, piitllug a book- 
ihark onibroidcrcd by herself' into the page, and handing Hu; -voUime 
to llandal. “ It lias nradc a great sensation, i believe.” 

Kandai glanced at tiio tille of tlie woriv. ‘‘'J'j'uc,” srdd be, “I 
have beard mncli of it in Lond-ou, but f h.avc not yet bad lime to read 
it.” 

Mies. Dape.— I can lend it to you, if you like I 0 look over it to- 
night, and yon can leave it for me with Mrs. Hazeidean. 

i'^AKsoN (approaching)- — Oh! that liook. ! — >cs, you must read it. 
1 do not know «a work more instmetive. 

il.AXDAL. — Instructive! Certainly, I will read it then. But I 
thought it; \yas a mere work of amusement—of fancy, it seems so as 
1 look over it. 

BAits/)X. — Sa is the Vicar o/‘ Waheficld; yet AA'bat Imok move 
instructive f 

liAXDAi.. — I should not have siiid that Kyi the Vicar of Wafa ji eld. 
A ipretty book (‘uougli, though the storj' is most iinj^rohable. ’ But 
how’ is it inslruelive ? 

Bauson. — By its results; if leaicsus bappier rnui better. 'Wbat 
can any mstrueiion do morc’V tSoine Avorks iiistruei Ihn^ugb flu* 
head, some througli the lieart. 'fhelast. reach the widest ciich*, and 
often produce the most genial inliih'‘n(x‘ on tlic character. Tibs i)ot>k 
belongs to the hc’t. You will syraiit my preposition viien you have 
read it. 

llixudal smiled, and took the volume. 

Mks. JdAJLE. — ^Is the auihor knoAvn yet r* 

Ban DAL. — J have heard it ascerilicd lo many wj’iiers, but 3 believe 
no one lias chuined it. 

fbM'vSOx. — i Hunk it must have been wn'itfen by my old eoUege- 
triend, 3>ofessoi’ Moss, the naturalist — its descrii)tion.5 of sccrxry are 
.so aeeuralc, 

Yins. Da 3;E.— .La, Ciiaiics, dear! snuliy, tiresome, prosy 
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professor ? How can von talk sncli nonsense f I am siue tin- antiior 
must be yoting:— tbere is so miKili Ireslmcss of feeling:. 

Mrs. ILizeldean (positively'). — Yes, ccriainly young-. 

Taiisox (no less positively). >-I should say just ili (3 eonlrary. Its 
tone is too serene, and its style too simple, for a young man. Ilesides 
J don't know any young man who would seud me liis hook, and this 
book •has been sent mo — ^very handsomely bound too, you see. 
Impend upon it, IMoss is the man — quite his turn of mind. 

Mrs. Hale. — Y ou arc too provoking, Charles, dcm’I Mr. Moss is 
so remarkably plain, too. 

Eax j)A L.— Must mi author he handsome? 

Parson. -dKa ! ha ! Answer that if you can, CaiTy. 

Carry rcjiRiincd mute and disdainful. 

Squiue (with g-reat naUetc). — Weil, 1 don’t, think there’s much in 
the book, wiioevei* wrote it; for I’ve read it myself, and midcrstiind 
every ivord of it. 

Mrs. Haek. — T don’t see why yon rdiouid sjqtposc it was written 
by a mail at ail. Hor my jjart, i iliinie it must be a woman. 

^ Mrs. iiAZELOEAN.— iV.s, tlicre's a jiassiurc about maternal aifec- 
fion, wdiich only a woman could iiave writieii. • 

Parson. — Pooh ! tmoli ! i should like 1() see a woman wdio ooulcl 
have written that derjcription of an August evening before a thunder- 
storm ; (‘Very wildilowio' in IIkj iu-cigciow ey.nt*t;iy tiic llowcrs of 
August — ev(R'y sign in the air c.'utc't'ly llioso of the uionth. Bless 
.v()u ! a woman would have lillcd tin* lu'clge wilh liolcts and cowslips. 
Nobody else but my iViciid Aloss could haie w'ritlcn that description. 

^QuinE.--! don’t kiiow; there’s a simile id)mii the waste of 
.'orn-soed in hand-sowing, wducli makes urn liiink he must be a 
tanner. 

Mjts. Hale (scornrully). — A farmer! in hobnahed sIjocs, I snp- 
jio.-'C ! 1 say it is a woman. 

M11.S. Hazeldeax.— A wotUAX, and a laoiuirni ! 

Parson. — A middle-agc'il man, and a naiur/iiist. 

kiQUiRE. — No, no, Pars()n— ecrlainly a young man; for that love- 
seenc puts me in mind oi* my own ynung days, when J. would have 
giimi my ears to tell Harry liow?^ haudsoiim 1 thought iier ; and idl I 
eoiild say w'as, '' Pine wa^ath.er fortius er^js, Alisa.” Yes, a young man 
and a thru'KT. i bhoiild not waindcr if lie iiad held the pdough iiiin- 
belt'. 

Uareai- (w'lio had Ix'en turning over Urn, pages). — 'rids sketch of 
Night ill London comus from amauwiiohas lived 1 lie life of cities 
and looked al. v. caith with 1 lie eyes (d* poverty. Not bad ! 1 will read 
the book. 

“ Strange,” said the Parson, smiimg, “ tlmt this liti.ie work should 
so liavc entered into our minds, bujigc'.stcd to all of us diHercrd. ideas, 
yet (equally charmed fill-— given a nmv mid fri'idi currei); to our dull 
country lilci— animated us as wiih thv; sigiit of a W'oiid in our breasts 
w(i iuid never seen bidorC, save in tlreams; a liMie wo; k like this, by 
a man w'C don’t know, and never may! Well, Lhut knovviedge i$ 
powei*, and a noble otic 1 ” ► ^ 

“ A sort of* ]jower, certainly, sir,” said Kandai, candidly; and" that 
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night, when Randal retired to liis own room, he suspended his 
schemes and projects, and read, as he rarely did, Avitliout an object to 
gain by the reading. 

The work surprised him by the pleasure it gave. Its charm lay in 
the writer’s calm enjoyment of the beautiful. It seemed like some 
happy soul sunning itself in th6 light of its own thoughts. Its power 
was so tranciuil and even, that it was only a critic wlio could pea*ceive 
how much force and vigoui* were necessary to sustain the wing that 
floated aloft with so imperceptible an eiibrt. There was no one 
faculty predominating tyrannically over the others ; all seemed pro- 
portioned in the felicitous symmetry of a nature rounded, integral, 
and complete. And when the work was closed, it left behind it a 
tender warmth, that played round the heart of the reader, and 
vivified feelings which seemed unknown before. Randal laid down 
the book softly; and for five minutes the ignoble and base purposes 
to which his own knowledge was ai)pbcd, stood before him, naked 
and mimasked. 

‘f Tut !” said he, wrencliing himself violently away from the benign 
influence, “ it was not to sympathise with Hector, but to conquer 
with Achilles, that Alexander of jVIacedon kept Homer under his 
piUow. Such should be the tine use of books to him who has the 
practical world to subdue ; ‘let pmsons and women construe it other- 
wise, as they may !” 

And the Principle of Evil descended again upon the intellect, from 
which the guide of Rcncficence was gone. 


CHAPTER X. 

Randal rose at the sound of the first breakfast-bell, and on tlic 
staircase met Mrs. Hazeldctm, He gave her back the book; and as 
he was about to speak, she beckoned to him to follow lier into a Little 
morning-room appropriated to licrself. No boudoir of white and 
gold, with pictures by Watteau, but lined with large Avalnut-tree 
presses, that held (he old heir-loorn linen, strcAved witJi lavender — 
stores for the housekeeper, and medicines for the poor. 

Seating herself on a large c%air in this sanctum, Mrs. llazeldeau 
looked formidably at home. 

“ Pray,” said the lady, coming at once to the point, with her usual 
straightforward candour, “ what is all this you have been saying to 
my husband as to tlie possibility of Prank’s marrying a foreigner?’’ 

Randal.— WoiJd you be as averse to such a notion as Mr. Hazel* 
demi is ? 

Mes. Hazeldean. — ^Y ou ask me a question, instead of answering 
mine. 

Randal was greatly put out in his fence by these rude thrusts. 
Eor iiideed he had a double purpose to serve — first, thoroughly to 
know if Erank^s marriage with a woman like Madame di Negra would 
irritate the Squire sufiicicntJy to endanger the son’s inheritance ; and, 
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secondly, to prevent Mr. amt Mrs. Hazel dean believing seriously that 
such a marriage was to be apprehended, lest they should prematurely 
address Erank on the subject, and Irustratc the marriage itself. Yet, 
withal, he must so express himself, that he could not be afterwards 
accused by the parents of disguising matters. In his talk to the. 
Setuire the preceding day, he had gone a little too far— farther than 
would liave done but for his desire of escaping the cattle-shed and 
snort-lionis. While he mused, Mrs. Hazeldean observed hi:u with 
her honest sensible eyes, and linaily exclaimed — 

“ Out witli it, Leslie !” 

“ Out with what, my dear madam ? ^ The Squire has .sadly exagge- 
i*atcd the importance of what was said mainly in je^t. But I will 
own to you plainly, that Lrank has appeared to me a little smitten 
with a certain fair Italian.” 

“Italuui!” cried Mrs. Hazeldean. “Well, I said so IVvom the 
lirst. Italian ! — ^thafs is it?” and she smiled. 

Kandal was more and more perplexed. The pupil of his eye con- 
tracted, as it does when we retreat into ourselves, and tliink, watch, 
and keep guard. 

“ And perhaps,” resumed Mrs. Hazeldean, with a very sunny ex- , 
pression of countenance, “ You have noticed this in Brank since he 
was here ?” 

“It is true,” muianurcd Eandal ; but 1 think his heart or his 
fancy was touched even before.” 

“ Very natural,” said Mrs. Hazeldean ; “ how could he help it ? — 
such a beautiful crcatiu*e I Well, I must not ask you to tell Braiik’s 
secrets; but 1 guess the oliject of attraction; and though sbe will 
liave no fortune to spt^ak of— and it is not such a match as he might 
form— still she is so amiable, and has been so well brought up, ana is 
so little like one’s general n®tion^ of a Bomaii Catholic, that 1 think 
1 could persuade Hazeldean into giving his consent.” . 

“ All,” said Bandal, drawdiig a long breath, and begmning with iiis 
practised acuteness to detect Mrs. Kazeldcan’s error, “ 1 cgn very 
much relieved and rejoiced to licar this; and I may venture to give 
Brank some hope, if 1 find him disheartened and desponding, poor 
fellow !” 

“ I tliiuk you may,” replied Mrs. Hj^eldean. laugliin^ pleasantly. 
“ But yon should not have frightened poor William so, iiintiug that 
the lady knew very, little English. She has an accent, to be sure ; 
but slie speaks our tongue very prettily. I always forget that ^e’s 
not Enghsli horn ! Ha, lia, poor William !” 

Kandal.— H a, ha! 

Mrs. Hazeldean.— W’^ e Jiad ouee thought of another match for 
Brank-rn girl ef good English family. 

Kandal.— M iss Sticktorights ? 

Mrs. Hazeldean.— No ; tliat’s an old whim of Hazeldean’s. But 
1 doubt if the Sticktorights would ever merge their, property in ours. 
Bless you, it v ould be all off the moment they came to settlements, 
and had to give up tiie riglit of way. W’^ e thought of a very different 
match ; hut tJicre’s no dictating to young lieai*ts, Mr. L^lie. 

Randal.— Indeed no, Mrs. Hazeldean. But since wc now under- 
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stand oacli other so well, excuse me if 1 siiprjrest that you had better 
leave tilings to tbeinsclves, and not w'ritc to Trank on tlic subject. 
Young lieaits, you kiiow% lU'c ofieii stimulated by aiipareiii difricultics, 
and grow cool wlieii tile obstacle vanishes. 

Mrs. Hazelt 3 EA.n. — V ery possibly; it was not so with Hazcldcan 
md me. Bid 1 s/mll not write to Trank on the subject, for a. different 
reason — tJiougli I would consent to the match, and so w ould Wjflliain; 
yet wc both would ratiior, ai'teT all, that ‘Trank married an Engli^u- 
■womau, and a Protestant. Wo will not, tJiercfore, do anything to 
encourage tlic idea. JBut if Trank’s happiness btjcomes really at 
stake, //m wo will step in. In shorty wo would neither encourage 
nor oppose. You understand ? 

“ iWiectiy.” 

“ And in the mcanwJjiie, it is quite right that Trank should see the 
world, and try to distract his mind, or at least to know it. And 1 
dare say it has been some thought of that kjnd which has prevented 
his coining here.” 

P-audal, dreading a farther and plainer eclaircmemmt^ now rose, 
and saying, “ Pardon me, but I must huiTj over breakfast, and bo 
back in time to catch the couch ” — offered his ai’in to his hostess, and 
led her into the breakfast-parlour. Devouring his meid, as if in great 
haste, he then mounted his horse, and, taking cordial leave of his 
entertainers, trotted briskly away. 

AH things favoured his project — (wen chance had befriended him in 
Mxs. Hiizeldean’s mistake;. She Imd, not unnaturally, supposed 
Violante to have captivated Trank on Ids last visit to the Hall. 
Thus, while Kandal had certified his own mind that notliing could 
more exasperate the Squire than au aUiaiicc with Madame di Negra, 
he could yet assure Trank that Mrs. Hazeldean was all on liis side. 
And when the error was discovered, Mrs. Hazeldean would only have 
to blame herself for it. Still more successful had his diplomficv 
‘ proved with the Piccabocoas : Ik; had ascertained the secret lie had 
come to discover; he should induce the Italian to remove to tlic 
neighb6urhood of London ; and if Yiolante wnre the great heiress he 
suspected her to prove, wdioni else of her own age would she see but 
him ? And the old Leslie domains, to be sold in two years — a portion 
of the dowry might purchase them ! Tlushed by the triumph of his ’ 
craft, all former vacillations of conscience ceased. In high and fervent 
spirits he passed the Casino, i;he garden of •which was solitary and 
deserted, reached his home, and, telling Oliver to lie studious, and 
Julfet to be patient, walked thence to meet the coach and regain the 
capital. 


CHAPTER XI. 

Violante was seated ih her own little room, and looking from the 
window on the terrace that stretched below. The day was warm for 
tlie time of /8ar. The orange-trees had been removed under shelter 
for the approach of winter ; but where they had stood sjit Mrs* 
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Eiccabocca at work. Jn llie Belvideve, liiccabocca himself was con- 
versing with Ills favourite servant. But the casements and the door 
of the B(ilviderc were open ; and where they sat, both wife and 
daughter could sec tJic Padrone leaning against 1 he wall, with his 
arms folded, and ‘Ids eyes fixed on. the lloor ; wldle Jacke.ymo, witls 
one finger on his nuislcr’s arm, was talking to him with visible 
• (wnesfness. And the djingliter from the window, and the wife from 
work, directed tender anxious eyes towards the still thoughtfui 
form so dear to both. Bor t he last day or two, Eiccabocca had been 
peculiarly abstracted, oven to gloom. Each felt there was something 
stirring at his lieari-^neithcr, as yet, knew what. 

VioJante’s room silently revealed the nature of the education by 
wdiich her cliaracter ijad been i'onned. Save a sketch-book, whicii 
lay open on a desk at iiand, and which showed talent exquisitely 
taught (for iu this Eiccabocca. had been her teacher), there was 
notliing that spoke of the ordinary female accomplishments. No 
piano stood open, no harp occupied yon nook, which seemed made 
tor one ; no broidery-frame, nor implements of work, betrayed the 
usual and graceful ri'.sources of a girJ ; but ranged on shelves against 
tlic 'wall were the best writers in English, Italian, an4 Erench ; and 
these betokened an extent of reading, that lie who washes for a com- 
panion to his mind in the sweet cornnmne of woman, which softens 
mid refiiu.’s all it gives and takes in interchange, will never condemn 
as masculine. You had but to look into Violante's face to sec how 
noble was the intelligence tliat brought soul to those lovely features. 
Nothing liard, nothing dry and stem was there. Even as you detected 
knowledge, it wais lost in the gentleness of grace. In fact, ■whatever 
she gained in the graver kinds of infonnation, became transmuted, 
through her heart and her fancy, into spiritual golden stores. Give* 
her some tedious and arid history, her im^nation seized upon beau- 
ties other readers had passed by, and. like the eye of tne artist, 
detected everywhere the Picturesque, something in her mind seemed 
to r(;ject all that was mean and commonplace, and to bring Qut all 
that was rare and elevated in whatever it received. Living so 
apart from aU companions of her age, she scarcely belonged to the 
Present time. She dwelt in the Past, as Sabrina in her crystal well. 
Images of chivalry— of the Beautiful and the Heroic — such as, in 
reading the silvery line of Tasso, rise before us, softening force and 
valour into love and song — hatuited tUe reveries of the fair Italian 
maid. 

I'ell us not that tlie past, examined by cold Philosophy, w’as no 
better and no loftier than the Present : it is not thus seen by pure 
and generous eyes. Let the Past perish, when it ceases to reflect on 
its magic min-or the beautiful Eomance which is its noblest reality, 
though perchance but ilie shadow of Delusion. 

Yet "Violante 'was not merely tlic dreamer. In her, life was so 
puissant and rick, that action seemed necessary to its glorious develop- 
ment-action, but still in the woman’s splicre— action to bless and to 
refine and to exalt aU around her, and to pour whatever else of ambi* 
lion was left unsat.isfied into sympathy with the aspiratil^ of man. 
Despite her father’s fears of the bleak air of England, in that air she 
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iiad streiigtlicned tlie delicate health of iier childhood. Her elastic 
step —her ey(is Ml of s^vcctncss aud light — lier bloom* at once, soft 
aud luxuriant — all spoke of the vital powers fit to sustain a uiind of 
such exquisite mould, and the emotious of a heart that, once aroused, 
could emioble ihe passions of the South witii the purity and devotion 
of the ISi orlh. 

Solitude makes some uatures more limich some more bold. ■^iok:'*^c 
was fearh'ss. AVlicn slic spoke, her eyes frankly inct your own ; and 
she was so ignorant of evil, that as yet she’ seiMued nearly nnac- 
(juainted with shame. From tliis courage, comhined with afilucnco 
of idea, came a delightful flow of happy converse. Tiiough possessing 
so imperfectly the accomplishments ordinarily taught to young women, 
and which may he cultured to the utmost, aud yet leave the thoughts 
so barren, and the talk so vapid — she had that aecomplislmienr which 
most pleiises the taste, and commands the love, of the man of laieiit ; 
especially if his tahmt be not so actively employed as tf)make‘hiiu 
d(;sire only relaxation where he seeks companionship- -the aecom- 
plislmieiit. " of facility in iuielhuitual interenauge — the charm that 
clothes in musi(;al words beautiful womanly ideas. 

“I licfu* him sigh at this distance,’’ said Vmlante, softly, as she 
still watched her father ; and methinks tliis is a iiew^ grief ; and not 
for Ids country. 11c spoke twice yesterday of that dear English 
friend, and wislied that he were here.” 

As she said this, unconsciously the virgin blushed, her hands drooped 
on her knee, and she. fell herself into thought as profound ns inu' 
father’s, but less gloomy. Prom her arrival in England, A'iolaiit e liad 
been taught a grateful interest in the name of Harley L’Estrange. 
Her father, preserving a silence that seemed disdain, ot* all his old 
Italian intimates, had been pleased to converse with open heart of 
the Englishman who had saved where countrymen had betray e<l. H(' 
spoke of the soldier, then in the fidl bloom ol youth, who, niicoiLsolcd 
by fame, had nursed the memory of some hidden sorrow amidst- the 
pinc-U’ees that cast their shadow over the sunny Italian lake ; liow 
iliccabocca, then honoured aud happy, liad courted from ids seclusion 
the English. Signore, then the mourner aud the voluntary exile; how 
they had grown friends amidst the landscapes in which her eyes had 
op(med to the day ; how Hailey had vainly warned him iroin the rash 
schemes in which he liad sqpght to reconstruct, in an hour th(i ruins 
of weary ages ; how, when abandoned, deserted, ])roscribed, pursued, 
he had lied for life— the infant Violaute, clasped to his bosom — iLc 
English soldier hud given him refuge, baffled the pursuers, armed liis 
servants, acjcompanicd the fugitive at night towards the. detile in the 
Apennines, and, when the emissaries of a perfidious enemy, hot in the 
chase, came near, had said, “ You have your cliild to save ! Ely on ! 
Another league, and }'ou are beyond tlic borders. AYe will delay the 
foes with parley • they will not lianu us.” And not till escaj[je was 
gained did the father know tliat tlic Ehvglish friend had delayed the 
foe, not by parley, but by the sword, holding the pass aga-inst 
numbers, with a breast as dauntless as Eayard’s on the glorious 
bridge. 

And since then, the same Eugiishman had never ceased to vindh 
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cate his name, to urge his cause ; and if hope yet reaiaiiied of resto- 
ration to land and honours, it was in that unt.iring mil 
Hence, naturally and insensihly, this secluded and mnsiiip: girl had 
associated all that she read in tales of romance and cliivalry ith the 
image of the brave and loyal stranger. lie it was who animated her 
dreams of the Past, and seemed bom to be, in the destined Imnr, the 
jieli vcrctt, of tlie Pnture. Around this image grouped all the charms 
tfiSlithe fancy of virgin woman can rais(' from tlic enchant f*d lore of 
old Heroic Fable. Once in her early girlhood, her lather (to satisfy 
tier CTU'iosity, eager for general description) had dniAvn from memory 
a sketch of the features of the Englishman — drawn Harh^y, as he was 
in that first youth, thdtered and idealised, no doubt, by art, and by 
partial gratitude— but still resembling Mm as he was then; while 
ilie deon mournfnlnes.s of recent sorrow yet shadowed and concen- 
trated all the varying expressions of Ms counttjuaiico • and to look on 
Mm was to say— “ {So sad, yet so young ! ” Never did Violante pause 
to remem])er that the .same years which ripened herself from infancy 
into w oman, w^ere iiassing less gently over that smooth cheek 
dreamy hvow^— that the world might he altering the nature as time 
the as})cet. To her tlic hero of the ideal remained immortal in 
bloom and youth. Bright illusion, eoniinon to us all, wdiere Poetry 
once hallo^vs the liiiman form! A\Tio ever thinks of Petrarch as the 
old time-worn man Wlio docs not sec him as when lie first gazed 

onLaufai — 

“ Ogni altra cosa ogni pcn.sicr va fore; 

K sol ivi con voi rimansi Amove 1 


CHAPTEH Xll. 

And Violante, thus absorbed in reverie, forgot to keep watch on 
ho ilelviderc. And the Bclviderc w'as now deserted. The wife, 
w ho had no other ideal to distract thoughts, saw Riccabocca pass 
;iifo tlic ]k)usc. 

The exiJe entered bis dauglitei’’s room, and she started to feci his 
hand upon her locks and his kiss upon iier brow. 

“ My child!” cried Riceaboeea, seating* himself, "I have resolved 
to leave for a lime this retreat, and to seek the neighbourhood of 
London.” 

‘‘Ah, dear hitiier, fk/f, then, w’as your thought? But what can 
t'o your reason ? IM not t urn aw'uy; you know' liow^ carefnlly 1 have 
olicyed your command and kept your secret. Ah, you will confide 
ill me.” 

“I do, indeed,” retumed Riccabocca, with emotion, “I leave this 
phicc, in the fear lest my enemies discover me. i sliall say to othei'S 
that you are of an age to require teachers, not to he obtained here. 
But 1 should like none to know where wc go.” 

The Italian said these last words through his teeth, au'^haugiiig 
liis head. He said them in shame. 

VOL. II. K 
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My mother”"— (so \ iolantc always called Jemima) — “my iriothej 
-you nave spoken to her ? ” 

“ Not yet. There is the difliculty.” 

“No difficulty, for she loves you so well,” replied Violante, w;lh 
soft reproach. “All, why not also confide in her? VVho so true? 
so good ? ” 

“Good — I ?pTint it?” exclaimed Tliccaboecii. “Wliat theip 
*Da Jhihfa pitardaii^ ed alia bnoua non fidar numte ’ 

the had woman, guard thysell*; to fhe good woiVinn trust nothin^;). 
And if you must trust,” added the abominable man, “trust her wiHi 
anything hut a secret ! ” 

Tic,’* said Yiolantc, witli arch rcimoacl], far she knew her fathrrs 
humours too well to interpret his liorriblc sentiments literally — 
on your consistency, Tadre canstdmo. Do you not trust your secret 
to me ? ” 

“ You ! A kitten is not a cat, and a girl is not a woman. Besides, 
the secret w’as already known to you, and I had no choice. Peace, 
Jemima will stay here for the present. Sec to what you wish to 
take wdth you; we shall leave to-uighl.” 

Not waiting for an nnswer, llicealKJCca hurried cAvay, mul with a 
firm step strode tlic terrace, and. approached liis wife. 

Jnima said the pupil of Machiavclli, disguising in the 
tendcrest words the enicUest mtcidions — for one of his most che- 
ilshed Italian proverbs w'as to tlie cllcct-, that there is no ge.tting on 
'witl^a mule or a woman unless you coax tliein.-- sou! 
of my being, you have already seen that Alolante moiies hcrsc'lf to 
death here.” 

“ She, poor child ! T)li no ! ” 

^ “ She (Iocs, core of my heart —she does — and is as ignorant c-i 
music as I am of tent-stitch.” 

“ She sings beautifully.” 

“Just as birds do, against all the rules, and in dotlauee of gaiiiiit. 

’ Therefore, to come to the point, O treasure of my soul ! I am goim 
to take her with me for a short time, perhaps to Chcl1enh;uu o:' 
Brighton. We shall sec.” 

“All places with you arc the same to me, Alplionso. Wlicn slial- 
we go?” ' 

“ TTe shall go to-night ; but IfTrible as it is to part from you— 
yon ” ^ t 

“Ah ! ” iuteiTupted the wife, and eoverod her face bor hamh . 

Biccabocca, wiliest and most relentless of jnen in his maxims, 

. melted into absolute iixorial imbecility at the siglit of that midc 
ffistress. He put his anu round his wdlc’s w'aist, with genuine affec- 
tion, and without a single proverb at liis licai't—^ Cam, dm/ ^ do not 
grieve so ; we shall be back soi)ii,‘ and i ravelling is expensive ; rolling 
■ stones gather no moss, and there is so nmch to sec to at honu*,.” 

Mrs. Hicca1)0C(p gently escaped from her husband’s arm. She 
withdrew her hands from her face and brushed away the tears that 
stood in her eyes. 

“Alpl] ^onso,” she said touchingly, “hear rur! Y/hat you lliink 
‘good, tliat shall ever be good to me* But do not tliink that 1 grieve 
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BOxCly because of our paHinff. No ; I ^icyc io tliiuk tlmt. despite all 
tliese years in wliieh I have l)ecutlic j»artner of yourhcartli, and slept 
on your breast— all iiicsc years in wliieli 1 hav(i had no thoujrht but, 
liowcver humbly, to do my duty to you and yours, and could have 
wished 1liat you bad read my heart, and seen there but yourself and 
>onr child - 1 gTicvc to think that you si ill deem mo as unworthy your ■ 
jL^ t as ^rlieii you stood by my side at the altar.” 

^^rrust ! ” repeated Rieeaboeca, startled and conscience-stricken : » 
‘‘why do you say ‘Irust?’ in what have 1 distrusted you ? 1 am 
sun* ” ho coniuuied, with the artful volubility of guilt, “that I never * 
(lcubt(Ml your tidolity — hook-nosed, long-visaged foreigner though I 
lie : never pryed into your letters ; never inquired into your solitaiy 
walks ; never luu'dod your flirtations with tliat good-looking Parson 
Dab'; never kept tiie money; and never looked into the account 
hooks ! ” Mrs. lliceabocea refused even a smile of contempt at these 
revolting evasions ; nay, she seemed scarcely to hear them. 

“ Can you think,” she resinned, pressing licr liaud on her heart to 
still its struggh^s tor relief in sobs — “ can you think tliat I could have 
walched, and thought, and taxed my poor mind so constantly, to 
conji'.eture what might best sootlie or please you, and not seen, long 
sin(!c, tliat you have secrets known to your daughter — your servant; 
--not to me? Pear not — the secrets cannot be evil, or you would 
not tell them io your innocent child. Jlchides do 1 not know yow 
uature ? and do 1 not love you because 1 know it ? — it is for some- 
thing connected with those secrets that you leave your home. You 
think that 1 should be incautious — irapradenl. You will not take me 
with you. J)C it so. I go to prepare for your departure. Porgive 
-no if I have displeased you, husband.” 

Mrs. Kiceabocca turned aw\ay ; but a soft hand touched the Italian’s 
firm. “ U father, can you rc.sist this ! Trust her! trust her ! — I ^ 
a Avoman like her ! 1 answer for her woman’s faith. Pe yourself— 
ever nobler than all others, my owm father.” 

Diavolo f Never one door shuts hut another opens,’’ groaped, 
lliceahocca. “ Are you a fool, child ? Don’t you see that it was for 
your sake only I feared— and would be cautious ? ” 

“ Por mine ! 0 then do not make me deem myself mean, and the 
e.'inso of meanness. Por mine! j\m I. not your daughter — ^the 
ilescrendant of men who never feared ? ” 

Yiolantc looked sublime while she !^ok(? ; and as she ended she led 
her father gently on toAvards the door, Avhich his wife had now 
gaini'd. 

“ Jemima — wife mine ! — pardon, pardon,” cried the lialiaii, whose 
heart iiad been yearning to repay such tenderness jmd devotion, — • 
“ come back to iny brcfist — it has been long closed— it shall be open 
to you now’ find for ever.” 

In another moment tin*, wife was in her right place— on her hus- . 
band’s bosom ; and Yiohmtc, beautiful peacemaker, stood smiliiig 
aAvhile at both, and then lifted her eyes gratefully to Heaven, and 
stole away. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

On Randal’s return to town, lie heard mixed and coii'radJcjU 
rumours in the streets, and at the clubs, of the iirobablc downfall of 
the goveruinent at tlie approacliing session of ParUament. These 
rumours had sprung up suddenly, as if in an hour. True that, for 
sometime, tlie sagacious had sliaken their heads and said ‘‘ Ministers 
could not last ^IVue, that certain changes in policy, a year or two 
before, had divided the party onwhicli the goyemment deptaided, and 
strengthened that which opposed it. But still the more import ant 
members of that Government had' been so long ideiititicij with otlh-ial 
station, and there secined so little power in the Opposition to form a' 
. cabinet of names familiar to oflicial cars, that the general public had 
anticipated, at most, a few partial changes. Rumour now went, far 
bevoiid thi*^. Randal, whose whole prospects at present were bnt 
renections from tin; greatness of his patron, was alanned. He sought 
iiffertou, but the minister was impenetrable, and seemed calm, con- 
fident, and impertiirbed. Somewhat relieved, Randal then set himself 
to work to find a safe home for Riccabocca ; for the greater need 
to succeed in obtaining fortune there, -if lie failed in getting it^ 
through Egerton. He found a quiet house, detached and secluded, 
in the neighbourhood of Norwood. No vicinity more secure from 
espionage and remark. He wrote to Riccabocca, and communicated 
the address, adding fresh assurances of his own power to be of us(!. 
The next morning he was seated in his office, tliinking very little of 
the details, that he mastered, however, with mechanical ])recisioii, 
when the minister who presided over that department of tiie public 
service, sent for him into his private room, and begged him to take a 
letter to Egerton, with whom he vished to consult relative to a very 
important point to be decided in the Cabinet that day. I want you 
to taikeit,” said the minister smiling (the minister was afraiik homely 
man), ^‘because you are in Mr. Egerton’s confidence, and lie may giv^ 
you some verbal message besides a written reply. Egerton is often 
over cautious and brief in, the Hfera scripfa.” 

Randal went first to Egerton’s ncigliboiiring oflicci — Egerton had 
not been there "that day. He then took a. cabriolet and drove to 
Grosvenor Square. A quiet-looking chariot was at the door. Mr. 
Egerton was at liome ; but the sen ant said, “ Dr. F. is with liim, 
sir ; and perhaps he may not like to be disturbed.’’ 

" What— is your master ill? ” 

'‘Not that I know' of, sir. He never says he is ill. But he has 
looked poorly the last day or two.” 

, Bandal hesitated a moment; hut his commission might he irn- 
'poitant, and Egerton was a man who so held the maxim, that hcalili 
and aljelse must give way to business, tliat he resolved to enter ; aud, 
imannoimced and unceremoniously, as was his wont, he c pciied 
door of the libraxy. He started as be did so. Andley Egerton was 
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icaning back on the sofa, and the doctor, on his knees before hm;, 
was applying the stethoscope to his breast. Egertohs eyes were 
partially closed as the door opened. But at the noise he sprang up, 
nearly oversetting the doctor. “ Who’s that ? — How- dare you ! he 
evclainied, in a voice of great anger. Then recognising Kandal, he 
changed cuj(nir, bit his lip, and muttered drily, “ 1 beg pardon for my 
^jjFlIptn(^^ ; wJiat do you want. Air. Leslie 

:fyi( r from Lord ; I was told fo deliver it immediately 

into your own Ijands. 1 beg pardon—” 

“ Ti.cvc is no cause,” said Egerton, coldly. “ I have had a slight 
lit lack rvc'-nchitis ; and as Btirlianient meets so soon, I must take 
advice tVc.n my doctor, jf 1 Avoiild be heard by the reporters. Lay 
the letter ( n tiic table, and be kind enough to wait for my reply.” 

Bandal withdrew. He had never seen a physician in that house 
bcibre, and it seemed surprising thatEgerton should even take a medical 
Opinion upc.n slight attack. "Wliile Avaiting in the anli-room there 
was a knock at the street door, and presently a gentlemanjwKxceedingly 
'veil drc-bsrd, wcis shown in, and honoured Kiindal with an easy and 
(lalt-t'amiliar bow. llandal remembered to liave met this personage at 
dinner, and at the Jiouse of a young nobleman of high fashion, but had 
not been int roduced tp him, and did not even know him by name. 
The visitor was better informed. 

“ (.)ur friend Egerton is busy, I hear. Air. Leslie,” said he, arrang- 
ing the camclia in his bntton-hole. * 

“ Our Irienct Egerton !” It must be a very great man to say, ‘*Our 
friend Egerton.” 

“ He will not be engaged long, I dare say,” rctmmed Randal, 
glancing his shrewd inciuirmg eye over the stranger’s person. 

“ I trust not ; my time is almost as precious as his own. I was not 
so fortunate as to be presented to you when we met at Lord Spend- 
quick’s. Good fellow, Spcndciuick ; and decidedly clever.” 

Lord Sjiendquick was usually esteemed a gentleman without three 
ideas, 

Kandal smiled. 

In tin? meanwhile the visitor had taken out a card from an embossed 
inorocco case, and now presented it to liiuidal, wiio iTad thereon, 
“ Baron Lc*vy, iSo. — , Bruton St.” 

The naii.e was not unknown to Randal. It was a iiarnc too often 
on the lips c.f men of fashion not to hate readied tiic ears of an 
hablttu' of good society. ^ 

Air. Levy .had been a solicitor by profession. He had of late years 
rcliiiquiblicd bib ostensible calling; and not long since, in consequence 
of some services towards the ncgutiaiion of a loan, had been created 
a liaron by one of the German kings. The wealth of Air. Levy was 
said to be only eciuaUed by his good nature to all who were in want of 
a tenqiorary loan, and with soimd expectations of repaying it some 
day or other. 

You seldom saw a finer-looking man than Baron Levy- about tlio 
same age as Egerton. but looking younger : so Avell preserved — sucii 
magiiiticent black whiskers— such superb teeth ! Dcsiiite iis name 
Imd liis dark complcsioL, he did not, however, resemble a Jew— a: 
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least externally; and, in fact, he was not a Jew mi the lather’s side, 
but the naturad son of a rich Englisli f/rand sewnciir, by a Hebrew 
lady of distinction — in tJic opera. After liis birth, tJiis lady liad mar- 
ried a German trader of her own persuasion, and her husband liad 
been prevailed upon, lor the convenience of all pariics, to adopt his 
wife’s son, and accord to him his o%vn Hebrew name. Mr-. Levy, 
senior, was soon left a wddower, and then the real father" 
never actually owning the boy, had shown him great att enl.iou-- liad 
him frequently at his house — initiated him betimes into his own high- 
born society, for whicli the boy showed great taste. Lut. wdicii luy 
Lord died, and left but a moderate legacy to ihe linger Levy, who 
was then about eighteen, tJiat ambiguous person was urticlea to an 
attorney by his putative sire, who shortly afterwards retuimcd to liis 
native lana, and \vas buried at Prague, wdurre Jus tombstone may yet 
be seen. Young Levy, Jiowcvcr, emtrived to do very well witliout 
him.^ His real birth was generally known, and rather advantageous 
to him in a social point ot view. His legacy enabled him to become 
a partner where he had been a clerk, and his practice became great 
amongst the fashionable classes of society. Indeed he was so usefui, 
so pleasant, so niuch a man of the Avorid, that he grew intimate Avith 
Jiis clients— chiefly young nmn of rank ; Avas on good terms Avitli both 
Jew and Christian ; and being neitiicr one nor the other, resembled 
(to use Sheridan’s iii(;omparablc hiiuilc) tlie blank page bctwxcn tlie 
Okl and tlie Ncav Testament. 

Vulgar, some might call^Mr. Levy, from liis assui-ancc, but it Avas 
not the vulgarity of a man accustomed to Ioav and coarse society — 
rather the maavais tun of a pei-son not siure of liis own position, but 
Avho has resolved to swagger into the best one he can gtt. When it 
is remembered that he had made liis way in the Avoiid, and gleaned 
Together an immense fortune, it is nfjedlcss to add that be was as 
sharp as a needle, ami as hard as a flint. 'No man had bad more 
friends, mid no man had stuck by them more firmly— so long as there 
Avas.a pound in their pockets ! 

Something of tliis character had llaiidal heard of the Baron, and he 
now gazed, first at his card, and then at him, with — admiration. 

‘‘ I met a friend 'of a ours at Borroweli’s the otlicr day,” resumed 
the Baron — “ Young Hazeldcan. Careful fcUow — quite a man of the 
world.” 

As this was the la.st praise poor Prank deserved, Kandal again 
ijmiled. 

The Baron went on— “ 1 hear, Mr. Leslie, that you have much 
influence over this same Hazeldcan. His affairs arc in a sad state. 1 
should be very happy to be of use to him, as a relation of my friend 
Egerton’s ; but he understands business so An^ell that he despises my 
advice.” 

** I m sure you do him injustice.” 

Injustice ! I honour his caution. 1 say to every man, ‘ Don’t 
come to me— 1 can get you money on much easier terms than any 
one else : and what’s the result I lou come so often that you ruin 
yourself V whereas a regular usurer without conscience frightens you. 

Cent, per cent,” you say ; “ oh, I must pull in.” ’ If vou nave 
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niflncnce over your friend, tell liim to stick to liis bili-biokers, aud 
have nothing to do with Baron Levy.” 

Ilerfi the loiiiisicr’s bell rung, and llaridal, ioolang tlii-ough the 
window, saw Dr. h\ walkhiglo liis eai-riage, \yhich had madcM^ay for 
iiavon Jj(wy’s sjdendid cahi-iold — a cabriolet in the niost })crfeci taste 

-Jkiroi|*s coronet on the dark brown panels — horse black, with such 
«^i^on !-— harness just, relieved with plating. The servant now entered. 
;ind requested Kan dal to step in; and addressing IIkj Baron, assurea 
iiim that he would not be detained a nmiuto. 

‘‘ Leslie,” said the miuistci, scaling a note, ‘‘ take this biick to 
Lord ^ , and say that i slialJ l)e with luin hi an liour.” 

“ No other lucssage— he seemed to ex])ect ()n{\” 

“ I dare say he did. Well, my letter is official, my message is not: 

beg liim to sec iMi*. before wx* meet — he will understand — aU 

]-(\sts upon that interview.” 

BgcHon th(jn, extending the letter, resumed gi'avely — “ Of course, 
y()u will not incut, ion to any one that l)r. B. wa^ with me: the health 
of public men is not to he suspected. Iliim— were you in your own 
room or the iinte-roorn ?” 

“ The {uitc-room, sir.” 

Egm'toii’s lirow contract ('il sbghtly. And Mi*. Levy was there, 
chr*” 

“ Ycs -lhc Baron.” 

‘Mia roil! true. Come to plague me about the Mexican loan, 1 
sumiosc. 1 will keep you no longer.” * 

liandal, mueli meditating, left the house, and re-entered his hack 
cab. 'Jiic Baron was «‘nliuittcd to the statesman’s presence. 


CiiABTBK XIV. 

Egerton had tlirnwii himself at full length on the sofa, a position 
exceedingly rare with him ; and about liis wiiole air and manner, as 
L(wy entered, there was something siiignlarly diilereut from tliat statc- 
linCvSS of poi*t common to the austere legislator. The VC 17 tone of his 
voice was ditferent. It w^as fis if tlie stutesnian — the man of business 
— iiad v'uiisiicd : it w^as rather the man of fasliion hnd the idler, wiio, 
nodding languidly to liis visitor, said, “ Levy, what money can 1 have 
lor a year ? ” 

“T^hc estate will bear vxny little move. My dear fellow, that last 
election w^as tlie ver>^ devil, you cannot go on thus much longer.” 

“ My dear fellow I ” Baron Levy hailed Audlcy Egerton, as “ my 
dear fellow.” And Auffiey Egerton, perhaps, saw iiolhing strange in 
the words, though liis lip curled. 

“ i shall not w*ant to go on thus mucli longer,” answered Egerton, 
as t,he curl on his lip changed to a gloomy smile. “ The estate must 
.iieanwbile bear £5,000 more.” 

“ A Imrd pull on it. You had really better selL” 
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“ 1 cannot afford to sell at |)rcscnt. I cannot afford men to say 
* Audley Egerton is done np—liis property is lor sale/ ” 

** It is very sad •when one thinks what a rich man you nave been — 
and may be yet !” 

“Be yet! How?” 

Baron Levy glanced towards the thick mahogany doors— thick and 
impen’ious as should be the doors of statesmen. “ Why, you kp«?^ 
that, with three words from you, I could produce an effect upon the 
stocks of three nations, that might give us each a hundred thousand 
pounds. We woidd go shares.” 

“ Levy,” said Egerton, coldly, though a deep blush overspread his 
face, “ you are a scoundrel ; that is your look out. I interfere with 
- no man’s tastes and conscience. I don’t intend to be a scoundrel 
myself. I have told you that long ago.” 

The usurer’s brows darkened, but he dispeUed the cloud with an 
easy laugh. 

“Well,” said he, “you arc neither wise nor complimentary, but 
you shall have the money. But yet, would it not be better,” added 
Levy, with emphasis, “ to borrow it without interest, of your friend 
L’Estrange?” 

Egerton started as if stung. 

“You mean to taunt me, sir!” he exclaimed, passionately, “1 
accept pecuniary favours from Lord L’Estrangc !— i 1 ” 

“ Tut, my dear Egerton, | dare say my Lord would not think so ill 
now of that act in your life which ” 

“ Hold ! ” exclaimed Egerton, writhing. “ Hold ! ” 

He stopped and paced the room, muttering in broken scniences, 
“ To blush before this man ! Chastisement, ohastisement ! ” 

Levy ga^ed on him with hard and sinister eyes. Tiic iniiiister 
turned abniptly. 

“ Look you, Levy,” said he, with forced composure — “ you hate 
me— why, 1 know not.” 

“Hate you 1 How have 1 shown hatred? Would you cve.r have* 
lived in this pdace, and ruled this country as one of the most influen- 
tial of its mmisters, but for my management — my whispers to the 
wealthy Miss Leslie ? Come, but for me what -would you have been 
—perhaps a beggar ?” 

“ What shall 1 be now, if J live ? And this fortune w’hich my mar- 
riage brought to me- it has passed for the main pai-t into your Jiands. 
Be patient, you will have it all ere long. But there is one mau in the 
world who has loved me from a boy, and -vvoc to you if ever he learn 
that he has a right to despis(‘ me I ” 

“ Egerton, my good Icliow,” said Levy, with m*eat composure, 
“ you need not threat en me, i'or what interest can I possibly have in 
taie-telling to Lord L’Estraugc ? Again, dismiss from your mind the’ 
absurd thought tliat 1 hate you. True, you snub me in private, you 
cut me in public, you refuse to come to my dinners, you’ll not ask me 
to your own ; still there is no man 1 like better, nor would more 
willingly gerve. When do you want the £5,000 ?” 

“ Perhaps in one inontli, perhaps not for three or four. Let it be 
ready when leciuircd,” 
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Enough ; depend on it. Have you any other commands ?*' 

“None” 

“ I Avill take my leave, thwi. ^ By-tlic-byc, wliat do you suppose the 
Hazeldean rental is worth— net ?” 

“ I don*k know, nor care. You have no designs upon that too ?” 

Well, 1 like keeping up family connections. Mr. 3?rank seems a 
j^iflieralVoung gentleman.’* 

‘Before Egertoii could answer, the Baron had glided to the door, 
an(h noddhig pleasantly, vanished with that nod. 

Egerton remained, standing on his solitary hearth. A drear, single 
man’s room it was, from wall to wall, despite its fretted ceilings and 
official pomp of Bramah escritoires and red boxes. Drear mid cheer* 
less — ^110 trace of woman’s habitation— no vestige of intruding, happy 
children. There stood the ausi.ere man alone. And tlieii, with a 
deep sigh, he muttered, “ Thank Heaven, not for long— it will not 
last long.” 

Repeating tliosc words he mcciianicaily locked up his papers, and 
pressed Ms hand to Iiis heart for an instant, as it* a spasm had shot 
through it. 

‘‘So — I must shun ah emotion!” said he, shaking his head 
gently. 

In live minutes more, Audlcy Egerton was in the streets, liis mien 
erect, and ins step firm as ever. 

“ That man is made of bronze,” said a leader of the Opposition to a 
friend as they rode past the imnister. What would 1 not give for 
bis nerves !* 
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EOOK IX. 

IIS'ITIAL OflAPTER. 

ON I'UBLIC LirE. 

Kow that I am fairly iii the heart of my stoi-y, these prclimiiiaiy 
^'hapters must shrink into comparatively small aimensions, mid not 
encroach upon the space required by the various ])crsoiiages wliose 
a(j(iuaintaiice I have picked up here and there, and who arc now all 
crowding upon me like poor relations to whom one lias unadvisedly 
given a general invitation, and wlio descend upon one siinultitneously 
about Christnuis time, \\liere they are to be vstowed, and what is to 
pccoinc of them all, Heaven knows ; in the meanwhile, the reader will 
hav^ jdready observed that tlie Caxfon Pamily themselves are turned 
out of their own rooms, sent a-packiiig, in order to make way for the 
new comers. 

But to proceed.— Note the. heading to the pre.sent Cluipter, “on 
Public Life,*’ — a thesis pertinent iolhi.s port ion. of m>' narrative, 
iiud if somewhat trite in itself, the greater is tiie stimulus to suggest 
thereon some original hints for rcllection. 

Were you ever in public life,, my dear rcadc'.r ? 1 drm^t- mean, by 
that question, to ask wliethcr yon weni cv(;r Lord Chancellor, Prime 
Minister, Leader of the Opposition, or even a member of the House 
of Conimons. An author hopes to find readers far beyond t hat very 
egregious but very limited segment of the Great- Circle. Were you 
ever a busy man in your vestry, active in a munieipal coi-poration, 
one of a committee for furtlicriiig the interests of an enlightened 
candidate for your native burgh, town, or shires ?— in a word, did vou 
*ever resign your private comforts as men in order t,o shui'e the public 
troubles of mankind? If ever you liave so far depart-cd from the 
vLucretian philosophy, just lo^ back — ^^vas it life at all that yon lived? 
- —were you an individual distinct existence — a passenger in the rail- 
way? — or were you merely au indistinct portion of that common 
iiame which heated the boiler and generated the steam that set 
off the monster train P—very hot, very active, very uselul, no doubt ; 
but all your identity fused in flame, and all your forocjs vanishing 
in gas. 

And do you think the people in the railway carriages care for you? 
—do you think that the gentleman in the worsted wi*app(jr*is saying 
to liis neighbour with the striped rug on his comfortable knees, 
“ How ^r^eful we ought to be for that fiery particle whicli is cracking 
and hissiiig under the ooiler ! It helps us on a fraction of an inch from 
VauxlialJ to Putney !” Not a bit of it: Ten to but be is saying— 
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" TQot sixteen miles an liour ! What the deuce is the matter with the 
stoker?” 

Look at our fiiend Audley Egerton. You have just had a glimpse 
of the real being that struggles inider i;he huge copper;— 'you have 
lieard the hollow sound of the rich man’s coffers under tlie tap of 
Baron Levy’s friendly knuckle— heard the strong man’s heart give 

»%nt its* dull warning sound to the scientific car of l)r. E . And 

away once more vanishes the seprirate existence, lost a^gain in the 
fianie tliat Jieats the boiler and the smoke that curls into air from the 
grimy funiacc. 

Look to it, 0 Public Man, whoever ibou art, and whaisoever thy 
degree — sec if thou canst not compound matters, so as to keep a 
littie nook apart for thy private life; that is, iov thyself ! Let the 
great Popkins Question not absorb wliolly tlfe individmil soul of thee, 
as Smitli or Johnson. Don’t so entirely consume thyself under tlmt 
insatiable boiler, that wiicn thy poor little monad rushes out from the 
sooty furnace, and arrives at the stars, thou mayest find no vocation 
lor thee there, and feel as if (lion hadst nothing to do amidst the stO 
splpidours of the Infinilo. I don’t deny to thee the uses of “ Public 
-Life;” I grant lliat it is much lo liavc lielped to carry that great 
Poi)kins Question ; but Private Life, my fnend, is the lile of tby* 
private soul ; and tlicr(‘. may be matters eone.crncd with that which, 
oil consideration, thou maysi allow, camiot 1)0 wholly mixed up with 
the groat Popkins (Question — am! u'orc not filially settled when thou 
didst exclaim — “ T hav(S not lived in vain — the Popkins Question 
is carried at last !” Oh, immortal soul, for one quaHcr of an hour* 
per diem — de-Popkinisc thine immortality ! 


CJIAPTEB II. 

It had not been without much persm;sion on the part of Jackeymo, 
that Tliccabocca had consented to s(;ttle himself in the bouse which 
Bmidal had recommended to luni. /Not that the exile conceived any 
suspicion of the’ young man beyon^that which he might have sbareu 
witri Jackeymo, VIZ., that Handal’s interest in the lather was increased 
by a very natural and excusable admiration of the dau^kter. But 
the Itahan had the pride common lo ifiisfortiiue.. — he did not like to 
be indebted to others, and be shrunk from the pity of those to whom 
it was known that he had held a higher station in bis own land, 
'".rhese scruples gave way to the strength of his affeetioii for bis 
daughter and his dread of his foe. Good men, however able and 
bniye, wdio have suffered from tlie wicked, are apt to form exaggerated 
notions of the power that has prevailed against them. Jackeymo had 
qpneeived a superstitious terror of Peschicra ; and Biccabocca, 
though*. to HO means addicted to superstition, still had a certain 
creep of tlie flesh whenever he thought of his foe. 

But Eiccabocca — than whom no man was more physically brave,* 
^d no man in some respects, more morally timid— feai-cd^the Count 
less os a foe than as a gallant. He remembered his kinsimm’fi sur« 



60 MY NOVEL; OK, 

passing beauty—tlie power he had obtained over woincii. Jlft knew 
•him versed in every art tliat corrupts, and wholly void of the con- 
science that deters. And Riccabocca nad unhappily nursed himself 
into so poor an estimate of the female character, tliat even the pure 
and lofty nature of Violante did not seem to him a sufficient safeguard 
against the craft and determination of a practised and remorseless 
intriguer. But of all the precautions he coidd take, none appeared 
more likely to conduce to safety, than his establishing a frieiidi.y 
communication with one who professed to be able to get at all the 
Count’s plans and movements, and who could apprise Riccabocca at 
once should Ms retreat be discovered. “Rorcwanied is forearmed,” 
said he to Mmscltj in one of the proverbs common to all nations. 
However, as with Ms usual sagacity he came to reflect ii])on th(i 
alarming intelligence conveyed to him by Randal, viz., that the Count 
sought his daughter’s hand, lie divined that there was soim^ stnmg 
personal interest under such ambition ; and what could be thal. 
interest save the probability of Riccabocca’s ultimate admission to 
the Imperial grace, and the Count’s desire to assure himself of the 
heritage to an estate that he might be permitted to retain no more ? 
Riccabocca was not indeed aware of llie condition (not according to 
usual _ customs in Austria) on which the count held the forfeited 
domains. He knew not that llicy had been granted merely bn 
pleasure; but he was too well aware of I’cscliicra’s nature to 
suppose that he would' woo a bride without a dower, or be moved 
by remorse ill any overture of reconciliation. Ho felt assured too 
— and this increased all his fears— that Reschiera would never venture 
to seek an intciTiewwithhimsell*; all the Count’s designs on \'iolantc 
would be dark, secret, and clandestine. He w^as perplexed ami tor- 
mented bv the doubt, whether or not to express openly to Violante 
Ms apprehensions of the nature of tlu^ danger to be apprehended. 
He had told her vaguely that it was for her sake that he desired 
secrecy and concealment. But that might mean any thing: wdiat 
danger to himself would not menace hcri^ Yet to say more was so 
contrary to a man of his Italian notions and Machiavellian maxims ! 
To say to a young girl, ‘‘There is a man come over U) England 
on purpose to woo and win you. Eor Heaven’s sake take care of 
him ; lic is diabolically handsome ; he never fails where he sets^ his 
heart.” — “ Co^petto!^* cried the Doctor, aloud, as these admonitions 
shaped tliemselves to speech *'in the camera-obscura of Lis brain; 
‘‘ such a warning would have undone a Cornelia while she was yet an 
innocent spinster.” No, he resolved to say nothing to Violante of 
the Count’s intention, only to keep guard, and make liimsclf aud 
Jackeymo all eyes aud aU ears. 

The house Randal had selected pleased Riccabocca at first glance. 
It stood ajonc, upon a little eminence; its upper Avindows commanded 
the high road. It had been a school, and was surrounded by high 
walls, which contained a garden and lawn sufficiently large lor 
exercise. The garden doors were thick, fortified by strong bolts, and 
had a little wicket lattice, shut aud opened at pleasure, from which 
Jackeymo could inspect jul visitors bciorchc permitted them to enter. 

An old female servant from the neighbourhood was cautiously 
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hired; Kiccabocca renounced his Italian name, and abjured his 
origin. He spoke Enelisli sufficiently well to think; he could pass 
as an Englishman. He called himself Mr. Eichmouth (n liberal 
translation of lliccabocca). He bought a blunderbuss, two pairs of 
pistols, and a huge house-dog. Thus provided for, he allowed 
Jack(juno to write a line to Kandal and connnuuicate his arrival. 

7 llandal lost no time in caDing. With his usual adaptability, and 
tiis powers of dissimulation, he contrived easily to please Mrs. Kicca- 
bocca, and to increase the good opinion tlie exile was disposed to hum 
of him. He engaged Yiolante in conversation on Italy and its poets. 
He promised to bring Inu' books, lie began, though more distantly 
than he eonld have desired — for ber sweet stateUncss awed him— the 
preliminaries of courtslii]). He established hiniself at once as a 
familiar guest, riding down daily in the dusk of evening, after the 
toils of office and retiring at night. Jn four or five days he thought 
lie had made great progress with all. Kiccabocca watched him 
naiTowly, and grew absorbed in thought after every visit. At length 
one night, wlu;n he and Mrs. Kiccabocca were alone in tlie drawing- 
room, Violante liaving retired to j-est, he thus spoke as he tilled hi.*, 
pipe - 

Hap])y is tlie man who has no children ! Thrice happy he who 
has no girls ! 

“ ]\Iy dear Alnhonso!” said the wife, looking up from the wrist- 
band to which slu‘ was attaching a neat inother-o’ -pearl button. She 
said no more ; it was i he sharncst rebuke she was in the custoin of 
adminisicriiig to lu'r husbaua’s cynical and odious observations. 
Kiccabocca lighted his pij)c with a thread-paper, gave three great 
pnffs, and resumed, — 

“One blunderbuss, four pistols, and a house-dog called Po!ni)ey, 
who would have made niincemea} olYlulius Ctesar!’* 

“ Ho certainly cats a great deal does I’ompcy ! said Mrs. Kicca- 
bocca, simply. “ But if he relieves \o\iv mind !*’ 

“ Ho docs not n^licvc it in the least, ma’am,” groaned Kiccabocca; 

and tliat is the point I was (‘oming to. This is a most harassing 
life, and a most undignitied life. And I wlio have only asked front 
Heaven dignity in id repose ! But, if Yiolante were once married, I 
should want neither blunderbuss, pistol, nor Pompey. And it is that 
which would relieve my mind, (v/rt^ i./jV/,— Pompey only relieves my 
larder!” 

Now Kiccabocca had been more comnuQiicalivc to Jemima than he 
had been to Yiolante. Having once trusted her uTth one secret, lie 
liad every motive to trust her with another ; and he had accordingly 
spoken out, his lom*3 of the C'ount di Peschiera. Therefore she 
answered, laying iIoavu the work, and taking her husband’s hand 
tenderly — 

“ Indeed, my love*, since you dread so much (though I own that I 
must tiiink nnr(.’asonably) tliis wicked, dangerous man, it would be 
the, happiest thing in IhcwmrJd to .see dear Yiolantii \u'il married; 
because, you sec, if she is married to one person .she cannot be 
ziiamcd to anotlier ; and all fear of this Count, vou sttjr, would be 
at an end 
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** You cannot express ; 5 ^onrself better. Jt is a preat comfort to 
/unbosom onti’s self to^ a v/ifc, after all !” r;i!otk iUccabocca. 

‘TFbit,’* saicT tlio wife, after a grateful kiss — “ but, wliero and liow 
can we find a husband suitable to the rank of youv d;ur-vld<T 

There*- there — tliere,” cried lliecabocca, pushiDp bsu'k his cliair 
to the fartluT end of the rooin~“ that; comes of uiilK^soniiim^ oiu'/s 
' self! Out flies one’s secret; it is openiug tiu? lid of j’andorii^s boy ' 
one is betrayed, ruincfk uudniic !” 

“'Why, there’s not a soul that can hear u.i!” said Ylrs. llicea- 
bocca. soothingly. 

“ That’s chance, ma’am! If you once contracl th(i habit of blab- 
^bing out a secret when nobody’s by, how on earth can yon resist it 
when you hare the pleasurable excitement, of telling it to all tin 
world ? V unity, vanity — woman's vanity ! VVnman never coidd with - 
stand rank—never !” The Doctor went on railing for a (juartor of an 
hour, and was very reluctantly appeased by Airs. Iliceahocca’s re- 
peated and tearful assurances that she would never ev en v/hisper tc- 
herself that her husband had over held any other rank lhan that ol 
Doctor. Kiccabocca, with a dubious shake of the head, renewed — 

“ I have done with all pom]) and pretension. Ilesides, tlie young 
man is a l.)orn gentleman; he seems in good cireimistanctjs ; he has 
energy and latent ambition; be is akin to L’Estrange’s intimate 
friend; he seems attached to YY'olante. 1 don’t think it probable 
tbat we could do better. Nay, il' Peschiera fears that 1 shall be 
restored to my ooimtry, and I learn the wherefore, and the ground to 
dake, through tliis young man— wdiy, gratitude is the first virtue of 
the poblc 1” 

“ You speak, tlien, of Air, Leslie ? *’ 

“ To be sure— of whom else ?” 

** Mrs. Iliccabocca leaned her cheek on her hand thoughtfully. “ Now 
you have told me that^ I will obsciwc liini witli dillercnt eyes.’’ 

“ Animci mia, 1 don’t see how the difference of your eyes wdll alter 
the object they look upon !” grumbled Kiccabocca, shakmg the ashes 
out of his pipe. 

“ The, object alters when we see it in a different point of view 1” 
replied Jemima, modestly. “ This thread does very well when 1 look 
at it in order to sew -on a button, but I should say it would never do 
to tic up Pompey in bis kcimcl.” 

“ Ilea soiling by illustratioif, upon my soul!” .ejaculated Ilicca- 
bocca, amazed. 

“ And,” continued Jemima, “ when I am to regard one wdio is to 
constitute the baiipincss of that dear eliild, and ibr life, ran I regard 
Iiim as I would the pleasant guest of an evening? Aii, irust me, 
Alphonso ; I don’t pretend to be wise like you ; but, when a Avoman 
considers what a man is likely to ])rovc to woman*— his sincerity— his 
honour — his heart— oh, trust me, she is wiser than the wisest man !” 

^ Iliccabocca continued to gaze on Jemima with uuaffc(;tcd admira- 
tion and surprise. And, certainly, to use his phrase, since he had 
unbosomed himself to his better half— since he had confided in her, 
consulted with her, her sense had seemed to quicken, her whole mind 
to expand. 
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“ My dear,” said the sa^e, “I vow aud declare tliat Mucliiavcii 
was a fool to you. And 1 have been as dull as the cliuir i sit upoi., 
k) dcMV luysoU’ so ina}iy years ihc eonifoit. mid counsel of such u — - 
hut, rw'po di Bacco ! forfret all about rank ; and so now to bed 
One must not holloa lilJ one’s out of the wood,” imiltcrcd tlie un 
;::rai.crul, suspicious villain, as he lighted tJie chamber candle. 


CliAPTEK III. 

E.TC'CA:_^orrA conld not confiuc Iiimsedf lo llie precincts within tlu 
walls to whicli lie condenmed Violaute. Eesnmin?' his spectacles, 
and wrapped in his cloak, he occasionally sallied forth upon a kind ol 
outwatcii or reconnoitring cx])cdition,*-rcstTidin8: himsfdf, however, 
to the immediate neighbourhood, and never going c»uito out of sighi 
of ins house. Ilis ,iavonrite walk was to the summit of a liilJock 
overgrown with stimted bnishwooiL Here he would sit hirasell 
musingly, often till the hoofs of Mandars horse rang on the winding 
rojid, as the sun set., over fading iicrbage, red and vaprons, in autum- 
nal skies. Just below the liLllock, and not two hundred yards from 
Ills own iiousc, was the only other habitation in view — a charming, 
t horoughly Englisli cottage, tliongli somewhat imitated from the Swiss, 
— with gable ends, thatched roof, aud pretty projecting casements, 
opcni^ig through CTcejjicrs aiul climbing roses. Erom his height hc‘ 
commanded the gardens of this cottage, and his eye of artist was 
pleased, from liic lirst siglit, with the beauty which" some exquisite 
taste had given to the groiuid. Even in that cliecvlcss season of the 
year, the garden wore a summer s^iilc ; tlic cv(:rgrecns W(;re so bright, 
aud various, and the few flowers still left, so hardy and so healthful. * 
Eaciug the south, a colonnade, or covered g:illery, of rustic woodwork 
iiad been foriiugl, and creeping plants, lately se.l, were already begin- 
ning to clot, he its columns. Opposite 1o this colonnade there w'as a 
fountain, which remiuded Eiccaboeea of bis own at the de^serted 
Casino. It wais indeed singularly like, it ; the same circular shape, 
the same girdle of flowers around it. jlut the jet from it varied ever;; 
day— lanlastic and muitifonn, like the sjiorts of a iS aiad, —sometimes 
shooting up liivc a tree, sometimes shaprtl as a eon volvulus, sometimes 
tossing from its silver spray a ilowg'r of yermiliion, or a fruit of gold, 
as if at play with its toy, like a happy child. And near tlic fountain 
was a large aviary, large enough to enclose a tree. 'Ihc It alian could 
just catch a gleam of i*ich colour from iJie wings of the birds, as they 
glanced 1o and fro v/ithin the network, aud could hear tlieir songs, 
contrasting tlic silence of the freer iio^mlacc of air, wdioin the coming 
wdnter had already stilled. ^ - 

iliccaboeca’s eye, so alive to all a.sj)cct.s of beauty, luxuriated in 
tlic vif!W of tdiis gfirdcn. its pleasantness bad a ciiarra that stole him 
from liis anxious fear aud melauchol> memories. 

He never .saw but twm fonns within the demesnes, and h-i* could not 
distinguish their features. One was a woman, w ho seemed to him of 
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staid manner and lioincly appearance : slie was seen but rarely. The 
other a man, often pacinj? to and fro the colonnade, with frequent 
pauses before tlie playful fountain, or the birds that sang: louder as he 
approached. This latier form would then disap])ear within a room, 
the glass door of wliichwas at llu', extreme end ot the colomuide ; and 
if the door were left open, lliccabocca could catch a glimpse of the 
figure bending over a tabic covered with books. 

Mways, however, before t he sun set, the man would step forth more 
briskly, and occupy himsidf with the garden, often w'orking at it with 
good heart, as if at a task of delight ; and then, too, the woman would 
come out, and stand by, as if talking to lier companion. Iliccabocca’s 
cmiosity grew aroused. He bade Jemima iiKpiirc of the old maid- 
servant who lived at tlic coitjigo, and heard that its owner was a 
Mr. Oran*— a quiet gentleman, and fond of his book. 

While Hicoabocca ilms amused hiniself, Kaudal had not been pre- 
vented, either by his otlicial cares or his schemes on Yiolante’s heart 
and fortune, from furthering the project that was to unite Trank 
Hazeldean and Beatrice di ]N>gra. Indeed, as to the first, a ray of 
hope was siitliciciit to tire the ardent and nususpeeting lover. And 
Kandal’s artful misrepresentai ion of Ids conference with JNlrs. Hazed- 
dean, removed all fear of i)areu1al displeasure from a mind always too 
disposed 1o give itself up to the temptation of the moment. Beatrice, 
though her leelings for Trank were not those of love, became more 
and more iiifluenced by Bandars arguments and representations, the 
more especially as her brotlier grew morose, and even menacing, as 
days slipped on, and slie could give no clue to the retreat of those, whom 
he songlit for. Her debts, too, were realiv urgent,. As Randal’s pro- 
found Knowledge of human infirmity hail slircwdly eoiijeclured, the 
scruples of honour and pride, tliat iiad made her declare .she. would 
not bring to a liusband her o\ni encumbrances, began to yield to the 
pressure of necessity. Shi', listened already, with but faint objections, 
when Randal lU’ged her not to wait for the uncertain discovery that 
was to secure her dowry, but by a private marriage with Trank 
escape at once into freedom and sccniity. While, though he had lirsl 
held out to young Hazeldean the inducement of Beatrice’s dowry as 
a reason of self-jnstilicatioii in the eyes of the Squire, it was still 
easier to drop that inducement, wliicli had always ratlier damped than 
tired the high spirit and generous heart of the poor Jjiiardsmaii. And 
Randal could conscientious]:^ say, that when lie had asked tiic iS(|uire 
if he expected foilnnc with trank’s bride, the Squire had rt'plied, — 
‘‘T don’t care.” Thus encouraged by his friend and liis own heart, 
and the softening manner of a woman wlio might liavc charmed many 
a colder, and fooled many a wiser man. Trank rapidly yielded to the 
snares held out for liis perdition. And though, as yet, he lioiiestly 
shrank from proposing to Beatrice or himself a marriage uitiiont the 
consent, and even the knowledge, of his parents, yet Randal was quite 
contenjk to leave a nature, liowcver good, so thoroughly iinpulsivc and 
undisciplined, to the influences of the first strong passion it; had ever 
known. Mean^vhile, it was so easy to dissuade Trank from even 
giving a isnt to the folks at home. “Tor,” said the wdly and able 
traitor, “though W'c may be sure of Mrs. Hazcldcan’s coiisent, andiier A 
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power over your fatlier, when the step is oiicc taken, yet we cajinot 
f!Ount for certain on the Squirt;, he is so cliolt'.ric and Jiasty. He might 
iiurry to to\vn, see Madame di Negra, blurt out some passionate, rude 
expressions which would wake her resentment, and cause her instant 
rejection; and it might be too late if he repented aftcrvvai’ds,— as he 
would be sure to do/’ 

r.;|^|eamfliile, Randal Leslie gave a dinner at the Clarendon Hotel (an 
^extravagance most contrai7 to his habits), and invited Trank, Mr. Bor- 
rowcll, and Baron Levy. , 

But this liouse-spidtT, whicli glided with so much case after its flies, 
tlirough webs so numerous and mazy, had yet to amuse Madame di 
Ncgra with assurances tliat the fugitives sought for would sooner or 
later be discovered, ^rhougli Randal bafUed and eluded her suspicion 
that he was already acquainted witli tin*, exiles (“ the persons he had 
thou gilt of were,” he said, ‘‘quite diifcrcnt from her description;”- 
^and he even presented to lier an old singing-niaster, and a sallow-faced 
'daughter, as the Italians 'who had caused his mistake), it was neces- 
sary for Beatrici; to prove ilic sincerity of llie aid she had promised 
\ 0 her brother, and to introduce; RainM to the Count. It was no less 
desirable to Randal to know, and oven 'vviu, the confidence of tliis 
man — his rival. 

The two met at Madame di Negra’s house. There is soinetliiiig 
v(;ry strange, and almost nicsmcrical, in tlie rapport between two 
.v'vil nut, ures. Bi'ing two liouest men together, and it is ten to one if 
Vliey I’ccogiiise each other as honest ; differences in temper, manner, 
even polities, may make each misjudge the other. But brin^ together 
iwo men, uiipriueipled and perverted— men who, if bora m a cellar, 
would iuive been food for the hulks or gallows- -and they understana 
e:ieh other f)y instant spnpathv. The eyijs of Tranziiii, Count oi‘ 
i’csciiicra, and Kaudal Ijcslie no sooiujf met, than a ^leam of intelli- 
gcMiec shot from both. They t.alkcd on iudiHerent subjccts^weather, 
'-'.('Ssip, politics— what not. They bowed and tlic'^'- smiled; but, ail 
ilu; while, each was watching, phuqj^iiig tlu' otlicr’s heart, each 
nicasuring his sirengtli with his companion; each iqJv saying, “This 
is a very remarkable rascal; am T a malcli for him It was at dinner 
Ihey met ; and following the English fashion, Madame di Ncgra left 
i.fui alone 'with their wine. 

I'hen, for the first time. Count di Pesehiera cautiously and adx'Olt iy 
.aade a covered push towiuxls the object of The meeting. 

You iiavo never been abroad, my dear sir*:’ \ou must contrive to 
\;sitni<; a,( \Tcnua. i grant the splendour of your London world : 

lionestiy si)eakiiig, itvraijfs the freedom of ours— a freedom wlii^.'ii 
' :d^es ;;'aiely 'witli polish. For as jour society is mixed, llicrc are 
1 reteiision and effort with j hose who have uo right to be in it, and 
r.rtiiicial eoudcsccnsion and cliilliiig arrogance witli those who have to 
Kt'{;p Ilnur infcrictrs at a eerfaiu distance. With us, all bciug of fixed 
rank and acknowledged birth, familiarity is at once established. 
S lence,” added the Count, with hisErcuch lively smile-™** henee tlicrc 
's no ])Iace like Vienna for a young man— no jilacc like Vicuna for 
bi':inrs 

“'.riiosc make the paradise of the idle,” repl/ed Randal, “buttho 
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LurgUftory of -ihe busy. I confess frankly to you, my dear Count, fcbat 
I Imvc as little of tlje leisure which becomes tlie aspirer to Oenufe^ 
fortunes as I have the personal graces which obtain them without uii 
effort and he inclined his head as in compliment. 

**So” thought the Count, “woman is not his weak side. 
What IS?’’ 

Morbleu ! my dear Mr. Leslie — ^had I thought as you 'do sou 
years since, I had saved myself from many a trouble. After all, 
tion is the best mistress to woo; for wi#i her there is always il\o 
liope, and never the possession.” 

^‘Ambition, Count,” replied Randal, still guarding himself in (ky 
sententiousness, “is the luxury of the rich, and the necessity of the 
poor.” 

“Aha,” thought the Count, “it comes as I anticipated from the 
first — comes to the bribe.” lie passed tlic wine t-o Rjuidal, fliling his 
owTi glass, and draining it carelessly; nion dme, jnon cherf said 
Mic Count, liaury is ever pleastmtcr than necessity; and 1 am 
resolved at least to give ambition a trial— mk me rffugier dans Le srin 
da honheur domesiiqac—ix married life and a settled liomc. Pesfe ! 
(f it were not for ambition, one woidd die of ennui. Apropos, my dear 
sir, 1 liavc to thank you for^ promising my sister your aid in finding a 
near and dear kinsman of mine, who has taken refuge in your country, 
and hides himsell* even from me.” 

“I should be most linppy to assist in your search. As yet, 
h^;:?over, I have only- to regret that all my good wishes are IVuii- 
1 should have thought, however, that a man of such rank 
had been easily found, even through tlic medium of your own am- 
hassador.” 

“Our own ambas.sador is no very warm friend of mine; andllu' 
raiilc would be no clue, for if^ is clear that my kiijsman has injvcr 
assumed it since he quitted his country.” 

“ He quitted it, 1 iinderstand, not exacil.\' from choice,” said Randal, 
suiiling. “ Pardon my freedom and curiosity, but will you explain t(» 
me a little more than l learn from English runiour (which lu'vcjr accii- 
l aielyrcpoi-ts upon foreign matters still more notorious), how a])ersou 
wlio had so much to lose, and so little to win, b^v revolution, could pur, 
tiirnself into the same crazy boat mth a crew ot hair- brained advcnlu- 
rtu’s and visionary profcssoi's ? ” 

“Professors ! ” repeated the Count; “ I tlanl; you Lave liit on liu‘ 
very an.swcr to your qu<istion ; not but what men of liigli lurih were 
as mad as the canmllc. lam the more willing to patify your curiosity, 
since it will perhaps seiwe to guide your kind search in my; favour. 
You must know, then, that my kinsman was not born the heir to the 
rank he oblainca. He was but a distant relation to the liead of the 
liou^jc wliicli he afterwards represented, llroiight up in an Italian 
university, ho was distinguished for his learning and his eccentricities. 
There f oo, I suppose, brooding over old \viv(;s’ tales about freedom, 
and so forth, he contract(’d his carbonarOy chimerical notions fortius 
independence of Italy. Suddenly, by tlirec deaths, he was elevat(id. 
wldlc yx 5 t young, to a station and honours wdiieh might have satislied 
any man in his senses. Qv.e diahle! what eould the independence of 
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Italy do for him ! lie and I were cousins ; we. had played togctiicr 
as boys ; but our lives had been separated till bis succession to rank 
brought us necessarily together. We became exceedingly intimate. 
And you may judge how 1 loved him,” said the Count, avertiner 
his eves slightly from Ilandal’s ouiet, watchful gaze, “when I add, 
tliat 1 i< 2 rgave iiim for enjoying a heritage that, but for liipi, had be(‘n 
t. me ” 

“Ah, you were next heir ? ” 

“And it is a hard trial tb be very near a great fortune, and yet just 
to miss it.” % 

“True,” cried Ilandai, almost impetuously. The Count now 
I'aiscd Ills eyes, and again the two men looked into each other’s 
.souls. 

“ Harder still, periiai)s,” resumed the Count, after a short pause— 
“ hai'tlcr still might it have been to some men to forgive the rival as 
well as the heir.” 

“liival! how?” 

“A lady, who had been destined by her parents to myself^ thongk 
we had never, 1 own, been formally betrothed, became the wife of n.y 
kinsman.’^ 

“ Did he know of your pretensions ?” 

“1 do him the justice to say he did not. He saw and in love 
witli tlic 3 'Oung lady 1 speak of. Her parents nere dazzled. 
Her father sent for me. He apologised— he explained ; he set beibre 
me, mildly enough, certain youtliful imprudences or errors of my o\ni, 
as an excuse; for his change of mind; and he asked me not only to 
resign all hope of his daughter, but to conceal from her new suitor 
t hat I had ever ventured to lioiie.” 

“ And you consented ? ” 

“ 1 consented.” 

“ I'liat was generous. You must, indeed, have been much attached 
to your kinsman. As a lover, 1 caunot comprcliend it ; perhaps, my 
dear (’omit., you may enable me to uuderstancl it better — as a man of 
the world.” 

“ Well,” said the Count, with his most roue air, “I suppose, we are 
ijoth men of the world.” 

“ Both! certainly,” replied Riindal, just in the tone which Peachnm 
might have used in coining the conlidenq^ of Lockit. 

“ As a man of tlie world, then, 1 own,” said the Count, playing wii j ; 
the rings on his lingers, “that if 1 could not marry the lady mysel; 
:and that seemed to me clear), it was very natural that I should wisi;. 
tvi see her married lo my w'caltljy kinsman.” 

“ Very natural ; it might bring your wealthy kinsman and yoursei** 
siill closer together.” 

“ Tiiis is rciilly a very clever fellow ! ” thought the Count, but he 
made; no direct reply. 

to cut short a long story, my cousin ^terwards got ciy 
tangled in attempts, the failure of which is historically known. His 
lirojects were detected — himself denounced. He fled, and the Empi - 
ror, in sequestrating his estates, was pleased, with rare andlingular 
cieiiieney, to permit me, as iiis nearest kinsman, to enjoy the revenues 
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of hail’ those estates diiriii" t)ie royal pleasure ; nor was the other 
half formally confiscat(;d. It was, no doubt, his Majesty’s desire not 
to extinguish a great Italian name ; and if my cousin and his ehild 
died in exile, why, of that name, 1, a loyal subject of Austria ~1,, 
jB’ranzirii, Count di Pcschiera, would becomes the representative. 
8uch, in a simihu* case, has been sometimes the Russian policy jowards 
Polish insurgents.” 

1 comprehend perfectly ; and I can also conceive that you, in jn'o- 
fiting so hirgely, though so justly, by tlie fall of yoim kinsman, may 
have been exposed to much unpopularity — even to painful suspicion,” 
Entrf^ nous, won cher, 1 care not a stiver for pojmlarii.y ; rind as to 
suspicion, who is lie that can escajie from the calumny of (uiyicms ? 
But, unquestionably, it would be most desirable to iiniio the divided 
members of our Jiousc; and this union 1 can now ell’cot, hy the. eon- 
sent of the Emperor to my mamago with )i»y kinsmfin\s daughter. 
Yon see, therefore, why 1 have so great an int.ercst in this research r” 

“ By lh(r marriag{‘-articles you could, iio doubt, scciin^ the. retention 
of the hi'df you hold ; and it you suiTive your kinsman, you would 
enjoy the. whole. A most acshal)le maniage ; and, if made, 1 
suppose tliat would suillce to obtain your cousin’s anim'sty and 
grace?” 

“Yon say it. 

“But even without such marriage, since the Emperor’s eleiucMicy 
has been extended to so niaiiy of the proscribed, it is, perliaps, pre- 
hnble t hat y<»ur cousin might be restored ? ” 

It once seemed to me imssiblo,” said thi' Count, nductani Iv ; but 
since 1 have been in England, I think not. The recent re.volution in 
J^b*'anee, the. democratic spirit rising in Europe, tend to throw back ihi' 
cause of a pro?^erihe.d rebel. England swarms with revonit ioiiists ; 
my cousin’s residence in this country is in itself suspicious. ^J'ho sus- 
picion is ineroased by his strange seidusiou, TIku'c are luniiy Italians 
hen', w'ho wamld aver tliat they had met with him, and that he ivas 
slid cng:ig(’d in n'vohn ionary iirojeets.” 

“Aver— untruly ?” 

Ala Jo?— it eoini’s io the same thing; /ci- nOunin out t&njov.n tort. 
I speak to a man of tiie \vorld. ISio; witiiout some such guarantee 
for Ids faith as his daiigliters marriage with myself would give, his 
roijail is imjn-obabic. By t ht*. heaven above us, it shall be iwpos,s(Mr/'’ 
The Count rose as iie said this— rose as if the mask of siniuiatiou had 
faiily fallen from the visage of crime— rose tall and towm-ing, a veu-y 
image of niaseuline ]jowcr and strength, beside the slight, liended 
form and .sickly face oi’ tlie intellectual seheincr. And liad >uii si.-eu 
rlumi thus eoniVonted and contrasted, you would have hdt that if ev(-r 
the time should come wdien the interest of the one would eouqicl him 
oiiouly to denounce or boldly to expose the other, the odds were that 
the briliia-ut and audacious reprobate wmuld master But weaker inu've 
hut superior wdt of the furt.ive traitor. Randal was startled; but 
rising also, be said, cai'clessly — 

“What if this guarantee can no longer be givmi r -w^hat if, in 
despair return, and in resignation to his altered fortunes, >our 
cousin has already married liis daughter to some j'inglish siiilor ?” 
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Ah, that would iiidf'od be, next to my own marriage wdth her, the 
most fortunate tiling that could happen to myself.” 

How r* i don^t uiiderstaiid ! ” 

VVliy, if my cousin has so abjured liis biiibright, and forsworn his 
rank -if this heritage, wliicli is so dangerous from its grandeur, pass, 
iu case of liLs pardon, to some o^cure Englishman--a foreigner—a 
. dive oY a country that has no ties \yith ours—a country that is the, 
vei*>' refuge of h'vellcrs and Carb()nari^;//(?r^ do ma vie! ao }ou tliink 
iliut such would not annihilate all chance ol my cousin’s restoration, 
and be an excaise even in the eyes of Italy for formally confeiTing the 
sequcstraled estates on an Italian? No; unless, inde(^d, the girl 
were to marry an Englishman of such name and birth and conm?ction 
a> would in tlnunsclvcs be a guarantee (and how in poverty is this 
likely ?), 1 should go liaek t() Vienna with a light heart, if 1 could say, 

‘ ;^ly kinswoman is an Englislimau's wife— shall her children be the 
heirs to a house so nmowned for its lineage, and so formidable for its 
vv(;all li ? ’ Pctrbleu! if my cousin werc^iit an adventurer, or merely 
a professor, lie bad been ])ardoned long ago. The great enjoy tlie 
lioiiom* not to bo i>ardoned easily.” 

Randal fell into deep but brief thought. The Count obseiTcd him, 
noi fa (*(5 to face, bui. by the rfflection of an opposite mirror. 
‘‘This man knows something; this man is deliberating; tliismau can 
helj) nj(‘,” thought the Count. 

Rut Raiulnl said nothing to contirm these hypotheses, llccovering 
from his absl raid ion, he expressed courteously his satisfaction at the 
(knint’s prospects, cither wfiy. “And since, aft(;r aU,” he added, 
“you mean so well to your cousin, it occurs to me that you might 
discover liiin by fi very simple English process.” 

“How?” 

“Advertise that, if he will come to some place appointed, he will* 
hear of soimdlung to his advantage.” 

'I'hf' Count, shook his head. “ lie woidd suspect me, and not eume.” 

“Ihit lie was intimate with yon. He joined an insurreid ion ; — yon 
Vvcre more prudent. You did not iiiinre him, though you may have 
beiielited yourself. Why should lie shun you?” 

“d’h(’ conspirators forgive; none who do not conspuc; besides, to 
speak frankly, bethought I injured him.” 

“(kmld you not conciliate him Ihrojigli his wife— whom — you 
n’sigiied to iiim ?” 

“ She is dead— died before he left the country.” 

“Oh, tliat is unlucky! Still J think an advertisement might do 
good. Allow me to rclleet on that subject. Shall wc now join 
la Marqime?'^ 

On re-ent ering the dra, wing-room, tlic gentlemen found Beatrice In 
full dress, seated by the tire, and reading so intently that she did uid 
reinaik them enter. 

“ VVliat so interests \ou, mi nwitr ? — the last novel by Balzac, no 
doubt ? ” 

Rcairice started, and lookmg up, showed eyes tliat were full of 
tears. “ Ob, no ! no pict urc of misewible, vicious, Parisian liR;. 
is beautiful ; there is mul hen;.” 
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llandal took up the book which the Marches.a laid down; if was 
the same wliich had channed the .circle at Hazeldean — charmed the 
innocent and fresh-hearted — charinM now tlie wearied and tempted 
votaress of the world. 

“Hum,” murmured Randal; “the Parson was right. This is 
power — a sort of a power.” ^ 

“ How I should like to know the author ! Wlio can he be— can 
yon guess?” 

“ Not I. Some old pedant in spectacles.” 

“ I think not— 1 am sure not. — Here beats a heart I have ever 
sighed to find, and never found.” 

“ Oh, la naive enfant cried the Count ; “ comme s(m imaginnUon. 
^'egare ai reves enehantt's. And to think that, while you lalk bkc an 
Arcadian, you are dressed like a princess.” 

“Ah, 1 loi'got — the Austrian ambassador’s. I shall not go to-night. 
Tliis book unfits me for the artificial world.” 

“ Just as you will, my sist|f. 1 shall go. I dislike the man, aud 
he me ; but ceremonies before men !” 

“You are going to the Austrian Embassy ?” said Randal: “1, 
too, shall be there. We shall meet.” And he took his leave. 

“I like your yoimg friend prodigiously,” said the Count, yawning. 
“I ara sure that he knows of the lost birds, and will bland lo them 
like a pointer, if 1 can but make it bis intcrost to do so. We shall 
see.” 


CHAPTER lY. 

Randal arrived at ibe ambassador’s before the Count, and co..- 
Irived to mix with the young npblemcn attached to the embassy, and 
to whom lie Avas knovm. Standing among these was a yoiuig Austrian, 
on his travels, of very high birth, and with an air of noble grace that 
s'iiled the ideal of the old German cliivalry. Randal amis lircscnted 
ro him, and, after some lalk on general topics, observed, “Ry thc’ 
way, I’rinec, there is now hi London r. countryman of yours, wiih 
whom you are, douhtles.*!^ familiarly accjuainled— the' Count di 
'desehiera.” 

“He is no countryman of mine. He is an Italian. I Iiioaa i.iu? 
init by siglit :md by name,” said the Prince, stiffly. 

“ He is of very ancient birth, I believe.” 

“ "Umfucstionably. His ancestors were gentlemen.” 

“ A^id vmw ricli.” 

“ Indeed ! 1 have understood the contrary. He enjoys, it is true, 
a large revenue.” 

“ A young attache^ less discreet than the Prince, here observed, 
“Oh, Peschiera !— Poor fellow, lie is too fond of play to be rich.” 

“ And there is some cliance that the kinsman whose revenue he 
holds inay obtain his pardon, and re-enter into possess on of liis for- 
tmifls— .so 1 hear, at least,” .«;aid Randal, aiifiilly. 
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I sliali be glad if it be true,” said the Prince, with decision ; “and 
1 speak the common sentiment at Yienna. That kinsman had ,a nobhj 
s])irit, and was, I bclieTC, equally, duped and betrayed. Pardon me, 
sir; but Ave Austrians are not so bad as we arc painted. Have yon 
ever met in Enghind the kinsman you speak of 

“ Never, though he is supposed to reside here ; and the Count telb> 
me that lie has a daughter.” 

“ The Count"' ha! I heard something of a scheme— a wager of that 
- that Count’s a daughter 1 Poor girl ! I hope she wall escape hijr 
pursuit ; for, no doubt, he pursues her.” 

“ j^ossibly she rmiy already have married an Englishman.” 

“ 1 trust not,” said the Prince, seriously ; “ that might at presem 
!je a serious obstacle to her fathePs retuni.” 

, “ You iJiiiik so ?” 

“ Tlierc can be no doubt of it,” jntcqiosed the attaclw, with a grand 
and positive air; “ unless, indeed, the Englishman were of a rank 
equal to her own.” 

Here there Avas a slight, well-bred murmur and buzz at the door; 
for the Count, di Poschun-a liimsclf avus aimounced ; and as he entered, 
his ])rcscncc Avas so striking, and his beauty so dazzling, that what- 
ever ilierc iniglifc be to tlie prejudice of his character, it seemed 
■i]s:anlly cHaciHl or forgotten in that irresistible admiration which it 
‘s Ihe ])reroga1ive of personal attiibutcs alone to create. 

The Prince, Avitli a s%ht curve of his lip at the groups that col 
iccted round the Count, turned to Kundal, and saidj “ Can yo»». teil 
me if a distinguished countryman of yours is in England — ^Lor-^ 
j/l]stran.gc ?” 

' No, Prince — he is not. You knoAv him ?” 

“ Well.” 

“He is acquainted Ailth the Count’s kinsman; and xierhaps from 
him you have learned to think so higlily of that, kinsman P” 

Tlie Ihiuce bowed, and answered as ho mov«?d .'lAvay, “ Wlien one 
man of high honour vouches for another, he coimnands the belief of 
all.” ; 

“Certainly,” soliloquised Randal, “linust not be precipitate. ^ 1 
vas A cry near failing into a terrible trap. If i Avere to marry thp girl, 
ami only, by so doing, settle away her inheritanco onPeschiera! — 
[.iow^ luird it is to bo vsuilicioully cautious in this Avorld 1 ” 

Wjjile tlius meditating, a mcmlior of §’arliaineiit tapped hiih on the 
should(?r, 

“ iMc.lancholy, Leslie ! 1 lay a wager ] guess your thoughts.” 

“ fuicss,” answered ibmdal. 

“ You Avcrc tiiinking of the place; you arc so soon to lose.” 

“ Soon to lose j” 

‘‘ \V1iy, if ministers go out, you could hardly keep it, I suiiposc.” 

This ominous and horrid mcinlier of Parliament, JSquire Hazcldean’s 
favouriic county jiumihcr. Sir John, Avas one of those legislators 
especially (aliousto olheiafs— an iudcq)endt?nt “largc-t\ci‘ed” member, 
Aviio would no more take office himself than he Avould cut doAvn the 
oaks in his park, rmd wlio had no boAvels of human feelini^for those 
who had op];osite tastes and less magniiicent means. 
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“ Hem ! ” said Haiidal, rather surlily. ‘‘ In the first place, Sir John, 
ministers are not goinj? out.” 

“ Oh, yes, they will go. You know I vote with them generally, 
and woiud willingly keep them in ; ^t they are men of honour and 
spirit; and if tlicy can’t carry their measures, they must resign; 
otherwise, by Jove, I w'ould turn round and vote them out myself !” 

“ I liavc no doubt you would, Sir John; you are quite cjfpable of 
it ; that rests with you and yom* constituents. But even if ministers 
did go out, I am but a poor subaltern in a public office. I am no 
minisbu' — ^why should I go out too ?” 

“ Why ? Hang it, Leslie, you are laughing at me. A young fellow 
like you could never be mean enough to slay in, under the very men 
who drove out your friend Egci'ton !” 

‘‘It is not usual for those in the public offices to retire wi(h overj' 
chaim’c of Govcriimeiit.” 

“ Certainly not; Imt always those who are llie relations of a, retiring 
minister — always iiiose who have been XTgiirdcd as politicians, and 
who mean i-o cuter I’arliamcnt, jis of course you will do at the next, 
election. But you ktiow that as wfdl as I do — youwdio are so decided 
a politician— the writer of that admirable pamphlet ! I should iioi, 
lik(5 to tell my friend Ilazcidcaii, xvho has a sincere interest in 
that jou ever doubted on a (luostion of honour as plain as your 
A, B, C.” . , ' . . . 

“Indeed, Sir John,” said Banda I, njcovcring his suavity, while lie 
inly breathed a dire anathema on his county liicinber, ‘M am so new 
to these things, that what you say ncv(U' struck iiic befonx No doubt 
you must be right ; at all events 1 cannot have a bcittir guide and 
adviser than Mr. Egerton himself.'’ 

Sir John. — No, certainly — ^perfect gentleman, Egcrtoii ! 1 wish 
wc could make it up with liim and ] lazcldcan. 

Kanpal (sighing^-— Ah, 1 wish we eould ! 

Sir John. -A nd some ehauee of it now; for the time is coming 
wlien all trut; men of the old sc;]kk> 1 must stick together. 

IIandal. — W isely, admirably said, my dear Sir Joint. Jbd, ]virdon 
me, 1 must i)ay my rcspt'cts 1o tlie ambassador. 

liaiidal escaped, and passing on, saw the ambassador himself in tbt' 
next rooni, eouferring in a corji(;r with Audley Egerton. The yml)a^•- 
satior schemed very grave — ^Egerton calm and imptmclrable, as usual. 
J'r(‘seiitly the Count passed by, and the ambassador bowed to iiiu> 
very stifliy.^ 

As liauual, sorne time later, we.s searching for his cloak be]oY% 
Audley Eg(‘rton unexpectedly joined him. 

“Ah, Leslie,” said tlic ininister, with more kindness than usual^ 
“ if you don’t think the night air too cold for you, let us wallc home 
together. I have sent awa.\ tlic carriage.” 

This condescension in ids patron xvas so sin^xular, that it qiiilo 
startled Banda, 1, and gav(^ him a presentiment of some evil. AVlicn 
they were in tlu} si reel , Egt'rtoii, after a pause, beg;in — 

“ My dear Mr. Lesbc, it was my hope and belief that 1 had prr - 
vided for you at least a coinucteucc ; and that 1 might open to >ou, 
later, a dliroer yet more iiriliiTiut. Tlnsh ! i don’t doubt your grati- 
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tudc; let me proceed. There is a possible chance, after certain deci- 
sions that the (jiovemment have come to, that we may he beaten in 
1 lu? House of Commons, and of course resign. I tcD you this beforc- 
liand, for I wish >ou to have time to consider \vhat, in that cas(\ 
Mould bo youi- l)cst course. My power of serving you may then 
probably be ov(;j'. It M^ould, no doubt (seeing our close connection, 
and nij> views with regard to your future being so well known) — no 
doubt, be expected that you should give up the place you hold, and 
follow my fortu nes for good or ill. But as I have no personal enemies 
wit hi he opposite paHy — and as I have sufficient position in the world 
to uphold and sanction your choice, wdiatcvcr it may be, if you tldnk 

more? prudent to retain yom* place, tell me so openly, and 1 think i 
can contrive that you may do it without loss of cliaractfjr and credit. 
Ill that case, coii^c your ambition merely to rising gradually iu your 
()llic(‘, Mithout mixing in pohiics. if, on the other hand, you should 
]ircfer 1o take your fiance of my return to office, and so resign your 
present place; and, furthermore," should commit yourself to a policy 
I hat may then he not only in opposition, but iinpopular, 1 will do my 
iiest to introduce you into parliamentary life, i caiuiot say that I 
advise the latter.” 

Tlandul felt as n man feels after a severe fall - he M'as literally 
si mined. At length he faltered out — 

“ Can you think, sir, that 1 should ever desert yoiu' forluncs—your 
parly — your cause ?” 

“ My dear Leslie,” roplietl Ihe minister, “you are too young to 
hav(,* commitled yourself to any men or to any party, except, indeed, 
ill liiat unlucky pamphlet. This must not be an affair of sentiment,*^ 
Imt of sense and rcnection. Ijet us say no more on the point now; 
bill by considering the and the c£)/v-v, you can better judge what 
to do, should the lime lor option suddenly arrive.” 

“Blit 1 liopo that time may not come.” 

“ L hope so too, and most sincerely,” said the minister, with delibe- 
rate, and geiiuiue cmpliasis. 

“ What could be so bad for the country ?” ejaculated Randal. “ It. 
docs not seem to me possible, iu ihe nature of things, that you and 
jour party should ever go out ! ” . 

“ And M’hen m c arc once out, there M'ill be plenty of Muscacres to 
say it is out of the nature of things that we shoidd ever come in 
again. Here we arc at the door.” 


CliABTLR V. 

(Iandal j.gsseu a sieepiess night ; but, mdeeci, ho was one of those 
persons m ho ncitlier iveu, nor arc accustomed to, much sleep, llow- 
cvi r, towards nioriiiiig, mIicu dreams ai’c sard to he pi'ophctic, he fell 
into a most delightful .siumluT— a sbuiiber peopled by visions tii led 
to lure on, llirough lahjiintlis of law^, predestined chancellors, or 
wreck upon the rocks of glorv ilui inebriate souls of youlhl'ni ensigns 
—dreams from winch Rood llall emerged ciwucd with the towers o) 
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Belvoir or lliiby, and looking over subject lands and manors wrested 
from the nefarious usurpation of Thornhills and Hazeldeans— dreams 
in which Audley Egerton’s gold and power— rooms in Downiuu 
Street, and saloons in Grosvenor Square — had passed away to th(; 
smiling dreamer, as the empire of Chaldfea passed to Darius the 
Median. Why visions so belying the gloomy and anxious thoughts 
that preceded .them should visit the pillov’^ of Bandal Leslit;, [Surpasses 
my philosophy to conjecture. He yielded, however, passively to 
their spell, and was startled to hear the clock strike eleven tis he 
descended tlie stairs to breakfast. He was vcx(jd at the lattmcss of 
the hour, for ho had meant to have tiiken advantage of the unwoid ed 
softness of Egerton, and drawn therefrom some promises or 
\o cliccr the prospects which the minister had so chillingly cx]'):uuled 
before him the preceding night: and it was only at break tliai 
lie usually found the opportunity of i)rivate conference witli iiis busy 
])atroii.. But Audley Egertmi would he sure to nave sallied forth — 
and so he had — only llandaJ was surxnised to hear that lie had gone 
<mt in liis carriage^ instead of on foot, as was his habit. Eaiidid soon 
despatched his solitary' meal, and with a new and sudden atlection for 
iiis office, thitherwards bent his way. As lie passed throimh I’icca- 
dilly, he heard behind a voice that had lately become familiar to liim, 
Jind ^ming round, saw Baron Levy walking side by side, t hough nor, 
arm-iii-ann, wdth a gentleman almost as smart as himself, but with 
a jauntier step and a brisker air— a step that, like Dionif^d’s, as de- 
scribed by Shakespeare — 

** Rises on the toe j — that spirit of his 
111 aspiration lifts him from the eartli.” 

Indeed, one may iudjre of the spirits and dispositioii of a man by his 
ordinary gait and mien in walking. He who habitually pursues 
abstract thought, looks down on the ground. He who is accustomed 
to sudden bnpulses, or is trying to seize upon sonic necessary retool - 
Jeciion, looks up with a kind of jerk. He ulio is a steady, cautious, 
merely practical man, walJvS on deliberately, his eyes straight before 
him; and (;vcn in his most musing moods, observes tilings around 
sulliciently to avoid a porter’s knot or a butcher’s ii'ay. But llie 
man with strong ganglions — of pushing, lively leiuia'raiiierd, who, 
thougli practical, is yet speculative— the man v/ho is emulous and 
active, and ever trying to ‘'rise in life — sanguine, alci’1., bold — walks 
wdtii a spring-looks r oilier above the heads of h's fellow-passengers 
— ^l)ut with a quick, easy turn of his o\ni, which is lightly set on his 
shoulflors ; his mouth is a little open — his eye is b rigid,, rather rest- 
less, but penetrative — Ids port has something of dclianee. — his form 
is ei'cet, but wdthout stiffness. Sucli wus the appearance; of the 
Baron’s eompanion. And as llandal turned round at Levy’s voia*, 
tlio Baron said to his compaiiiou, “ A young man in the first circles - 
you sliouJd book him for your fair lady’s paitics. iiow d’le do, 
Mr. Leslie ? Let me iutroauce you to Mr. llicliard Avenel.” 'I'iuni, 
as he hooked his arm into llandai’s, lie 'whispered, “MiUi of lii-si-i-ate 
talent— ^^Kuis Irons rich— has two ortiirec parliamentary scans in Ids 
pocicf’t — wife givi.’S partie.s — her foible.” 
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* “ Proud to make your acquaintance, sir,” said Mr. Avenel, Aftin{» 
ftisliat. “Fine day.” 

“ Ratlier cold too,” said Leslie, who, like all tliio persons with 
weak digestions, was chilly by temperament ; besides, he had enough 
on his mind to chill his body. 

“ So^nmeh tiie healthier— braces the nerves,” said Mr. Avenel ; 

“ but yon young fellows relax the system by hot rooms and late hours. 
Fond of dancing of coui-se, sir ? ” Then, without waiting for Ilandal^s 
negative, Mr. Itichard continued rapidly, “Mrs. Avenel has di soiree 
dansatite on Thursday — shall be vciy nappy to see you in Eaton 
,S(}uare. Stop, 1 liave a card ;” and he drew out a dozen large invita- 
tion cards, from ^rliich he selected one, and presented it to K^mdal. 
The Earou pressed that young gentleman’s arm, and Kandal rephed 
courteously tliat it would give him great pleasure to be introduced 
to Mrs. Avenel. Then, as he was not desirous to be seen under the 
wing of Baron liovy, like a pigeon under that of a hawk, lie gently 
extricated himself, and pleading gi*eat haste, walked quickly ou 
towards his ollice. 

“ That young niou will nuike a figunj some day,” said the Baron, 
don’t know any one of his age with so few prejudices. ,He is a 
a connection by marriage to Andley Egerton, who ” 

‘‘Audley Egculon!” exclaimed Mr. Avenel; ‘'a d d lianghty, 

orist.o(Tatic, disagreeable, ungrateful fellow ! ” 

“ ‘VViiy, what do you know of biiu ? ” 

“ lie o\ycd his (irst seat in Parliament to the votes of two near rela- 
tions of mine, and when J called upon l]im sonu‘, time ago, in Inaolfice, 
he absolutt;ly ordered me out of the room, llaug his impertinence ; if 
ever 1 can i)ay him off, L guess I slian’t fail for want of good will ! 

“ Ordered you out of tlie room ? i'hat’s not like Egerton, who is 
so civil, if formal — at hiJist to most men. You must have ofiended 
, him ill his weak point.” 

“ A mail whom the public pays so handsomely sliould have no weak 
point. What is Egerton’s?” 

“ Oh, lie valu(;s himself on being a thorough gentleman*— a man of 
the nicest honour,” said L(;vy, with a sneer, “You must have 
rulhcd liis plumes there. TIow was it ?” 

“1 forget,” answered Air. Avenel, wiio was far too well versed in 
the Loniloii scale of human diguiiics ^uee liis marriage, not to look 
back wit!) a blush at his desire of knighthood. “No use bothering 
our hcrids now about the plumes of an arrog mt popinjay. To return 
to the subject we were discussing. You must be sure to let me have 
this money next week.” 

“lleJyonit.” 

“ And you’ll not let my bills get into the market ; keep them und['r 
lock and key.” 

“ So we agreed.” 

“ It is but a temporary difficulty— royal mourning, sucli nonsense 
- -panic in trade, lest these precious ministers go out. I shall soon 
Mloat over the troubled waters.” 

“ By ( ho help of a paper boat,” said the Baron, laugliingp; and the 
two gcu^lenu'ii shook nmfls nud parted, 
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CHAPTER VI. 

j 

WHILE Audicy Egcrton’s carnage had deposited him at the 
iloor of Lord Lausmere’s. house, at Knigiitsbridgc*. He asked lor the 
Countess, and was shown into the drawing-room, which was deserted. 
Egerton was paler than usual; and as the door opened, lie wij)cd the 
unwonted moisture from his forehead, and tliere was a riuiver on his 
firm li]). Tlic Countess too, on entering, showed an emotion almost 
equally unusual to her self-control. She pressed Audlcy’s hand in 
silence, and seating herself by his side, seciiujd to coliocf her thoughts. 
At length she said — 

It is rarely indeed that we meet, Mr. EgcH on. in spite of your 
intimacy with Lansmere and Harley. J go so little info your world, 
and you will not voluntarily come to me.” 

“ Madam,” replied Egerton, “ 1 miglit evade your kind re?proach bv 
stating that my hours arc not at my disposal ; but I ansv/cr you with 
plain tfutli,— it must be nairiful to both of us to meet 

The Countess coloured and sighed, but did not disimte the assei’- 
tion. 

Audlcy resumed. /'And therefore, I presume thal, in sending for 
me, vou have soinctliing of moment to communicafe.i'” 

“ It relates to Harley,” said the Countess, as if in apology ; and 1 
would take your advice.” 

“To Harley ! Speak on, I beseech you.” 

“My son has probably told you that he has educated and reared a 
>ouug girh with the intention to make Iku’ Lady L’Estrange, and 
hereafter Countess of Lansmere.” 

•“Harley has no secrets from me,” said Egerton, mournfully. 

“ This young lady has arrived in England — is herc'-iu tiiis house. 

“ And Harley too ?” 

“Ko, she came over with Lady N and her daughters. Har- 

Icv was to follow^ shortly, and 1 expect him daily. Her(i is his Icltc i-. 
ObsciTC, he has never yet communicated his intentions to fhis Aouim 
person, noAV intrusted to my care — never spoken to her as tiic h^ver.” 

Egerton took the letter auS read it rapidly, 1 hough with attenfiou. 

** True,” said lie, as lie relumed the letier : “ auii before lu? ilo(v>: so 
he wislies you to see Miss Digby and to judge of her yourself— wislu ^ 
to know il’ you will aimrove and sanction his choice.'' 

“ it is on this that I would consult you — a girl without rank ; — 
the father, it is true, a gentleman, though almost e([ui\oealiy oiua — 
but the mother, I know not wluit. And Harley, for whom 1 lio])(ul 
an alliance with the lii’st houses in England !” luo Counf ess prc'ssed 
her liands convulsively together. 

Egerton. — He is no more a boy. His talents have been wast ed- 
lisjife a wanderer's. He presents to you a chance of resettling his 
uind, of iic-aro using his native powers, of a home beside your own. 
■judy Lansmere, you cannot hesitate ! 
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Lady Lansmere.-— I do, I do ! After all that 1 have hoped, after 
ail that 1 did to preveirt , 

Egerton (iuteiTupting her).— You owe him now an atonement ; 
that is in your power — it is not in mine. 

The Countess again pressed Audlcy’s hand, and the tears guslied 
from hej eyes. 

“it shall be so. I consent — 1 consent. I will silence, I will 
|nish back tliis proud heart. Alas ! it well-nigh broke his owm ! i 
am glad you speaK thus. 1 like to think he owes my consent to you. 
In that there is atonement for both.” 

“ You are too generous, madam,” said Egerton, evidently moved, 
tliough still, as ever, striving to repress emotion. “ And now may 1 
SCO tlie young lady? This conference pains me; you see even my 
strong nerves (juiver ; and at this time I have much to go tlirongh — 
need of all my strength and tinnness.” 

“ 1 hear, indeed^ that the Government will probably retire. But it 
is with honour : it will be soon called back by the voice of the na- 
tion.” 

“ Let me .see tin; futiu'e wife^ of Harley L’Estrangc,” said Egerton, 
without lieed of iiiis consolatory exclamation. 

The Countess rose and left, the room. In a few niiimtcs she re- 
turned with Helen Digby. 

Helmi was wondrously improv(?d from the pale, delicate child, with 
the soft smile and intelligent eyes, who liad sate by the side of 
Leonard in his garret. She W'as about the middle height, still sliglir, 
liut beautifully fornu'd ; that exquisite roundness of proportion which 
conveys so wiil the idea of woman, in its luidulating pliant grace— 
formed to eiubcLlish lib*, and solLm awaiy it s rude angles — formed to 
embellisli, not to prot cct. Her faei*. migtit not hpc satisliod the criU- 
eal vyo of an artist — it was not without delects in regularity ; but its 
(expression was cmineutly gentle and })rej) 0 ssebsing; and tliere -were 
few wiu) would not have exclaimed, “ W’liat a lovely countenance !” 
The inilclimss of her brow was touelu’d with mclajioholy — her child- 
hood liad left its traces on her youth. Her step was slow, and tier 
manner shy, subdued, and limid. 

Andley gaz(al on her wotli earii(‘stness as she aj^proached him ; ani 
ilien eouiing* forward, took her liaud and kissed it. 

“1 aiii your guardian’s constant frieiui” said he, and Im drew her 
g(Mitly to a seat behind him, in the recess t>f a window^ With a quick 
glance of his eye tow'nrds the Count, e.ss, lie seemed to imply the wisii 
to cojiverse witli Hehui .somcAvhat apart- So the (knmtess intcr- 
pr('ted the glaiuje; and though siui remained in the room, she seated 
herself at a distance, and bent ovfcr a book. 

It was touching to see how the anstejv man of business lent him- 
self to draw forth tluMidud of tins (piict., shrinkmg girl; and if you 
pad lisf,ened, you would have; compreheiitlcd ho\y he came to possess 
such social influence, and how well, some time or other in the course 
of his life, he, had Itjanied to adapt himself to women. 

He spoke lirst of Harley L’Estnuigc —spoke with tact and delicacy. 
Helen at lirst answered by monosyllables, and then, by dogiws, with 
grateful and open aliectio’u. Andley ’s brow grew shaded, lie tlieu 
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Spoke oi' j laiy, uud thou^3:li no man haJ less of the poet in Iiis nature, 
vet, with tlic dexterity of one long versed in the world, and who has 
teen accustomed to extract evidences from chai’actcrs most opposed 
to his own, he suggested such topics as might serve to arouse poetry 
in otliers. Jleleii’s replies bcl rayed a cultivated taste, and a charm- 
ing womanly mind; but tliey betrayed, also, one accustomed^to take 
ils colourings from anotlicr’s— to appreciate, admii-e, revere the Lofty 
and the Beautiful, but humbly and mecUy. There was no vivid en- 
thusiasm, no remark of striking origimility, no flash of the sclt-kind- 
liug, creative faculty. Lastly, Egertou turned to Eugland—to tJie 
critical nature of the times— to the claims which the country pos- 
sessed upon aU who had the aiiility to serv'C and guide its troubled 
destinies. He euhirged warmly on llarhiy’s natural talents, and re- 
joiced that he had returned to England, perhaps to commence some 
great career. Helen looked surprised, but her lace cauglit no corre- 
sjjoudent glow from Audiey’s eloquence. He rose, and an expression 
of disappointment passed over his grave, handsomcj features, and as 
quickly vanislied. . ^ 

1 ‘‘ xVdicu ! my dear Miss Digby ; I fear I have wearied you, especi- 

ally with my politics. Adieu, Lady Lansmere ; no doubt 1 shall see 
Harley as soon us lie returns.” 

Then he hastened from the ixiora, gained his carriage, and ordered 
the coachman, to diive to Downing Street. H(! drew aowu the- blinds, 
and leant back. A certain languor became visible in his lace, and 
once or twice he mechanically put his hand to his heart. 

- “ She is good, amiable, docile — ^wiU make an excellent wife, no 
doubt,” said be, muiMiiuringly. '‘But does she love Harley as he lias 
dreamed of love ? IS' o ! Has slie tlie power and energy to arouse his 
faculties, and restore to the world the Harley of old? No ! Meunt 
by Heaven to be the shadow of another’s sun— not herself the sun— 
tliis cliiid is not I be one w'ho can atone for the Past and illume rim 
Putnre.” 


CHAPTER VII. 

That evening Harley L’JEstrange arrived at his faliur’s 
Tiie few Amars that had passed since we saw him last had mad<' ro 
perceptible change in his appearance. He still preserved his elastic 
youthfulness of form, and singular variety and play of coiintemuK;.', 
He seemed imufieel euly rejoie-ed to greet his parents, and had somr. 
thing of the gaiety and the tenderness of a boy returned from school. 
Plis manner to Helen bespoke the chivalry that pervaded all the com- 
plexities and curves of Ins cimracter. It was alfcctionate, Imt resj.'een 
fid. Hers to him, subdued— )>iit innocently sweet and gently eei iiial.. 
Harley was the ciiief talker. The aspect of tlie times was so criiic.il 
hat he could not avoid questions on politics ; and, indeed, lie showed 
in interest in them which he had never evinced before. Lord 
iansrnewj was delighted. 

“ Why, Harley, you lo 'c your country, after all P” 



VArailTIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 79 

“ The iiiorneut she seems in danger— yes !” replied the Patrician ; 
and the Sybarite seemed to rise into the Athenian. 

Then he asked with eagerness about his old friend,, Audley ; and, 
his curiosity satisfied there, he inquired the last literary news. lie 
i) ad heard much of a book lately published. He named the one 
•iscribedj^y Parson Dale to Professor Moss : none of his listeners had 
read it. 

Harley pi'shed at this, and accused them aU of indolence and 
stupidity, iiriiis own quaint, metapliorical style. Then he said — 

And town gossip 

We never liear it,"’ said Lady Lansmere. 

“ There is a new jplough much talked of at Boodle’s,” said Lord 
Lansmere. 

“ God speed it. But is llicro not a new man mucli talked of a 
Wliite’s?” 

1 don’t belong to White’s.” 

“ Nevertheless, you may have heard of him — a foreigner, a Count 
di Posehicra.” ^ 

“ Yes,” said Lord Lansmere ; “ he was pointed out to mo in the 
Park— a Jiandsomc man for a foreigner ; wears his hair properly cut ; 
looks gcu11emanlik(i and English.” 

“ All, all ! Ho is here then ! ” And Harley rubbed his hands. 

“ Which road did you Jake ? did you pass the Sinqilon ?” 

“No; 1 <;amc stniight from Vienna.” 

Then, relating with lively vein his adventures by tlic way, he con- 
tinued to deliglit, lA)rd Lansmere by his gaiety till the time came to 
j-etirc to rest.' As soon as Harley was in liis own room, his mother 
]oined him. . 

“ Well,” said he, “ 1 need not ask if you like Miss Digby ? YYho 
Mould not?” 

“ Harley, my own son,” said the mother, bursting into tears, “ be 
Imppy your omoi way; only be happy, that is all I ask.” 

llarlcy, much allcctcd. replied gratefully and soothingly to this 
fond iiijuiictioii. And then gradually leading his mollier on to con- 
verse ol Helen, asked abruptly— “ And of tlic chance of our liappi- 
uess— her happiness as wril as mine — what is your opinion? Speak 
frankly.” 

“ (.)f her liuppiness there can he no doubt,” replied the mother, 
proudly. “ Of purs, how can you ask fi:ic? Have you not decided 
on that yourself?” 

. “ But still it cheers and encourages one in any experiment, how- 
{‘ver well considered, to hear the approval of another. Helen has 
c{'rtaiuly a most gentle tcmjier.” 

“ 1 should conjecture so. But her mind 

“ Is very well stored.” 

“ She speaks so little ” 

“ Yes. 1 wonder why ? She’s surely a woman ! ” 

“Pshaw,” said Ihc (Juuntess, smiling, in spite of herself. “But 
toil me more of the process of your experiment. You took her as a 
child, and resolved to train her according to your own ideak Was 
the! easy?” 
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^ “ It seemed so. 1 desired to instil habiis of truth : she was already 
by nature truthful as the day ; a taste for nature and all thing’s 
natural — that seemed inboni; jKTeeptions of Art as the interpreter of 
Nature — those were more ditiicult to teach, i think they may (;ome. 
You have heard her play and sing: 

“No” 

“ She will surprise you. She lias jess taleut for drawing:; still, all 
that teaciiiug could do haa oecn done—iu a word, she is aceoinjdished. 
Temper, heart, mind—thesc are all excellent,” Harley stopped and 
oppressed a sigii. “ Ccr^inly 1 ought to be very liajjpy,” said he ; 
md he began to wind up liis watch. 

“ Of course she must love you?” said the Countess, d'ter a pause. 
“ How could she fail ? ” 

“Love mci My dear mother, that is the very queslion I shall 
have to ask.” 

“ Ask ! Love; is discovered by a glance ; it has no need of asking.” 

“I have never discovered it, tlien, 1 assure you. The fact is, that 
oefore her childhood was passed, ] reinovcd her, as you muv siqipose, 
from my roof. She resided with an Itjiliau family, near iny usual 
abode. 1 visited lier often, directed her studies, ivatchcd iicr 
improvement ” 

“And fell in love with her ?” 

" Fall is such a very violent word. No ; I don’t remember io huv(‘ 
had a fall. It vyas aU a smooth inclined plane from the ilrst step, 
until at last I said to inyscK, ‘ Htirley L’Estrangc, thy time has come. 
The bud has blossomed into flower. Take it to thy breast.’ And 
* myself replied to myself, meekly, ‘ So he it.’ Then 1 found that 
Lady N — with her daughters, was coming to Ejiglaml. 1 
her ladyship to take iny ward to your liousc. 1 . wrote; to you, auu 
prayed your assent; and, that granted, J knew you ivoiild obtain j i 
father’s. I am here — you give me the a])proval I sought for. ] ’v i ! 
speak to Helen to-inorrow. Perhaps, uficr all, she may I’t.'ject me.’' 

“Strange, strange -“-you speak thus coldly, tlius ligliiiy; yo!i so 
capable ol ardent love ! ” 

“ Mother,” said Harley, (‘.aruestly, “ b(; satisfied ! 1 ;u'.i ! L >vc, as 
of old, 1 feel, alas! too well, can visit me never luore. Put genlh* 
companionship, tender friendsbiii, the. relief amj, tlie sunlight of 
woman’s smile --hereafter the voices of children — mtisie tlial. strikiiig 
on the hearts of both parents, wakens the most lasting and tlit; 
of all sympathies : tliese are my liopc. Js the hope so mean, ju}' fouct 
mother?” 

Again liic Countess wept, and her tears were not dried wlu;n sh.; 
left tlie rwm. 
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Oh! llelciL fail i.ype ■ of the oaici, serene;, umiotisced, 

iU;ep-lelt^cx(;cl]cuce oi’ ^yonlau. \V<«iian, less as ike ideal Ikat a 
po(‘t conjures from Uie air, tiiau as the companion of a poc;t on the 
earth ! Woman, wlio, with h(;r clear sumiy vision of things actual, 
and tlic cx(iuisite libre of her dclic;atc sense, supplies the dchcicncies 
of liim whose foot siumblcs on the soil, because Iiis eye is too intent 
upon the st ars 1 A\ (uuan, tlie provident, the comforting- angel whose 
))inious arc folded round tlie heart, guarding there a divine spring 
unmarred by the winter of tlie world! Helen, soft Helen, is it indeed 
in thee that the \\ild and brilliant “lord oi‘ wantoimess and ease” is 
to lind the reg(;ncralion of liis life— the re-baptism of his soul? Of 
what avail thy iiK'c.k jjrndeiii hoas{;hold virtues to one w'hom h^ortune 
hcn’ccus Irom rough trial ? ■ wliosc sorrows iiepemote from thy keii ? — 
wliuse spirit, crriilie ami p(‘rturhe(l, now rising, now falling, needs a 
vision more subtle than thine to pursue, and a strengtli that can 
sustain the reason, when it droops, on the wings of enthusiasm and 
passion ? 

Audi lion, tliysclf, O Nature, shrinking and humble, that ncedest to 
b<‘ eoarted foilh from the shelter, and developed uiuier the calm and 
genial alinosplierc of holy, happy love— can such allectiou as Harley 
L’Estvangc may prolfer sutlice t,o thee? AVill not the blossoms, yet 
folded in tlie petal, wither aw'ay beneath t lie shade that may pro" 
reot them iVom (he storm, and yet shut them from tlie suii ? Inou 
wlio, where thou givest love, scekest, though meekly, for love in ret urn > 

lie tli(‘. soul's sw'cet necessity; tlie life’s household p^ner to him 
w'liu receives all thy faith aiid devotion — canst thou influcuec the 
sources of joy and of sonx)\v in the heart that does not heave at thy 
name? Hast thou the charm and the force of the moon, that the 
tides of that wa>w'ard sea shall ebb and liow' at thy will? Yet wdic 
shall say— wdio conjeeturc how near tw^o hearts can become, when no 
guilt lies between them, and time brings the ties all its own? liarcst 
of all things on cartli is tin; union iu which botli, by their contrasts, 
.iiake liarmonions tiicir bleiiduig; each supplying the defects of the. 
ncJpuiatc, ami completing, by fusion, one strong human soul I Happi- 
ness ( iiough, wlicre even Peace does but seldom preside, when each 
can bring to tin; altar, if not the ilamc, still the iuc(;iise. 'Where man’s 
t.iioughts are all noble and generous, woman’s feelings all gentle and 
imre, love may follow, if it does not pre.c.ede and if not, — if the 
roses b(; missed fn-ui t he garland, one may sigh foi* tiie rose, but cue 
is safe from the thorn. 

llie morning was mild, yet somewhat overcast by the mist which 
announces coming wnnter in Loudon, and Helen walked musingly 
ijcucath the trcies that surrounded the garden of Lord ljuusmcrc’s 
house. Many leaves uxac yet left on the boughs ; but they w^ere s^re 
and withered. And t he birds chirped at times ; but their not#w'as 
?;iOiimlul and (;ompIaming. All wntliiu this house, until Harley’s 
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arrival, had ))een strange and saddening to Helen’s timid and su])duo?f 
spirits. Lady Lansmere had ref?eived her Iriudly, but with a certain 
restraint ; and the loftiness of manner, coiuinou to the Couiiiess with 
all but Harley, had awed and chilled the diliideut orpliun. Lady 
Lansmere’s very interest in liaidey’s choice— Imr attempls to draw 
Helen out of her reseiwc — her watchl’ul eyes wheiievt^r H(*len shyly 
spoke, or shyly moved, frightened the poor child, and made her unjust 
to herself. 

The very servants, tliougk staid, grave, and revspectful, as suil.ed a 
dignified, old-fasliioncd houseliolcl^ painfully contrasted tlit^ Inight. 
welcoming smiles and free talk ol Italian domestics. Her recollec- 
tions of the happy warm Contincmal manner, which so sets the bash- 
ful at their ease, made the stat-ciy and cold precision of ail around her 
doubly awful and dispiriting. Lord Laiismcrf' himself wjio did 
not as yet know the views of Harley, and little dreamed that he was 
to anticipate a daughter-in-law in the ward, whom he undi^rstood 
Harley, in a freak of generous romanceyliad adopl fxl, was familiar and 
courteous, as became a host. Hut he looked upon Helen as a more 
child, and naturally left her to the Countess. The dim sense of hei- 
equivocal position — of her couunnrativc humbleness of birth and 
fortunes, oppressed and pained her ; and even lier gratitudt^ to Hark^j 
was made burthensome by a sentiment of helplessness. Tlic gratefid 
long to requite. And what could she ever do for him ? 

Thus musing, she wandered alone through the curving walks ; and 
this sort of mock country huidscape— Loudon Jo\id, and even visible, 
bevond the high gloomy walls, ana no escape IVom tiio window^s of the 
square formal house — seemed a type of the })rison boimds of Jtank to 
one whose soul yearns for simple loving Nature. 

Helen’s reverie was interrupted by Nero’s joyous bark. Heluui 
caught sight of her, and came bounding up, and thrust his lai’ge head 
into her hand. As she stooped to caress the dog, happy at his honest 
greeting, and jears tliat had been long gathering to the iici.s foil 
silently on his face, (for I know nothing i hat more moves us to tears 
than t^ hearty kindness of a dog, wdicn souk*, thing iu human beings 
has pained or chilled us,) she heard behind the miibioal voice of Harley. 
Hastily she dried or rcprc.ssed licr tears, as her guardian came up, and 
drew her arm within his own. , 

“I had so little of your conversation last evening, my dear ward, 
that 1 may well mouopoiiswJ you now, even to the iirivatiun of Nero, 
And so you arc oucc more iu your native land ? ” 

Helen sighed softly. 

“ May I not hope that you return undei* fairer auspices than thos»: 
whicli your childhood knew 

^ Helen turfied her eyes with ingenuous tliiuikfulness to her guar- 
dian, and the memory of aU she owed to liim riUNhcd iiiion her heart,. 

Harley renewed, and with ciiniest, tliough molanclioly sweet 
ness — “Helen, your eyes thank me; but boar me before your wordt 
do. I deserve no thanks. 1 am about to make to you aslrangi 
confession of egotism and .selfishuess.” 

“ You !— "oh, impossible ! ” 

“ Judge yourself, and tlieu d.’ci.de which of ui’- Miall nave eanso U 
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3 e grateful. Helen, when I was scarcely your age— a boy in years*, ^ 
>ut more, metUinks, a man at heart, with man’s strong energies and 
sublime aspirings, than I have ever since been~L loved, ami 
Icpply 

He paused a moment, in evident struggle. Helen listened in mute 
lurprisc, ^l)ut liis emotion awakened her own; her tender woman’s 
leart ycarmid to console. Unconsciously her arm rested on hus less 
iglitly. 

“ Deeply, and tor sorrow. It is a long talc, that may bo told here- 
ifter. The worldly would call my love a madness. I did not reason 
)n it then — i cannot reason on it^ now\ Jinough : death' smote 
uddculy, terribly, and to me mysteriously, her wliom I loved. The 
ove lived on. Tortimatcly, perhaps for ms, I had quick distraction, 
lot. to grief, hut to its inert indulgence. 1 w^as a soldier ; 1 joined 
)ur armies. IVlcii called me brave. Dlattcry ! I was a coward 
>elbre the thought ofHife. 1 sought death; like sleep, it does not 
•omc at our call. Peace ensued. As when the winds fall, the sails 
iroo])--so wli(.*n excitement ceased, all seemed to me flat and object- 
ess. Heavy, lienvw w:is my heart. Pcrliaps grief had been less 
)bstinat(;, but tiiat. 1 feared I liad causes lor self-reproach. Since 
■lieu J have l)eeu a wamhwer- a self-made e.xilc. My boyhood had 
)e,cn ambitious ‘-all ambition ceased. Phuucs, when they reach the 
•ore of the heart, spread, and leave all in ashes. Let me be brief* 
i did not im^an thus weakly to complain — 1 to wliom Heaven hits- 
^ivtiii so many blessings I 1 felt, ns it were, separated from the 
joiumon objects and joys of men. I grew startled to sec how, yeai* 
)y year, wayward iiiunours possessed me, 1 resolved again tq attach, 
uysclf to some living iiearl -it was my sole chance to rekindle my 
)wii. But tlic one I had loved remained us my type of woman, and 
die was difl'erent from all i saw. Th(;rcforc 1 said to iny.self, ‘ f will 
•car from cliildhood some young fresh life, to grow iq) into my ideal.’ 
\s this thought began to haunt mo, 1 eiuinccd to discover, you. 
Struck with the romanec of your early life, touched by your courage, 
dinrmod by your aircctionato nature, 1 said to myself, ‘ Here is what- 
L see!;.’ Helen, in assuming the guardianship of your jife, in all the 
udturc which 1 have sou'-'ht to bestow on your docile cliildhood, 

[ repent, tint 1 have been but tiio egotist. Ami now, wlicn you have 
•eaciicd (hat age, when it becomes me to .^icak, and you to lis1,eii — 
low, when you are under tlic sacred roof of my own mother — now 
i ask y<;u, can you accept this heart, such as wasted years, and griefs 
,00 lV,iid!>- uurs{’d, liavc left it ? Can you be, at least, my comforter ri 
\ou aid me to regard life as a duty, and n:cover those aspirations 
vliicls onc(; soared from the paltry and miserable conflnes of our 
Vivoious daily htung? Helen, here i ask you, can you bo all this, 
uul under the n?uiie of— Wife ?” ^ 

It would be in vain to describe tlic nqiid, varying, indefinable 
^notions that passed through the inexperienced hcaid. of the youthful 
isten{'r, as Harley thus sjioke. He so moved all the springs of 
imazc, eompjission, tender respcci, sjnnpatby, childlike gratitude, 
hat when he paused and gently took her iiand, she remained bfcwii- 
tered, speechless, ovevpoucrcd. Harley smihul us lie gazed upon 

G 2 " 
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her blushing, dowLCasl, expressive face. He conjectured at oru c tfiai 
the idea of such proposals had never crossed lier iniiid; that sue had 
never contemplated liim in the character of wooer* never ('ven 
sounded her licart as io the nature of such feelings as his imago had 
aroused. , 

“My Helen,’’ he resumed, with a cairn pathos of voice,/' tlu're is 
some disparity of years between us, and pcrliaps I may not hope 
henceforth for lhat love which youth gives to Ihe young. Permit me 
simply to ask, what you will frankly answer — ‘ Can you have sc (ui in 
oiir quiet liie abroad, or under the roof of your itaiiaii friends, any 
one you prefer to me ? ’ ” 

“No, indeed, no!” murmured Helen. “How could i ?•— who is 
like you?” Then, with a sudden cllbrt— for her innate IruthluiiK'ss 
took alarm, and her \ei7 atfectioii for Harley, cliiid-like and reverent; 
made her tremble lest she should deceive him —she drew a little asid(‘, 
and spoke thus 

“ Oh my dear guardian, noblest of all Iniman beings, at h^ast in my 
eyes, forgive, forgive me, if J seem ungrateful, liesitating; but 1 can- 
not, cannot think of myself as worthy of you. 1 never so lifted m,\ 
(‘yes. Your rank, your position ” 

“Why sho(dd they be eternally my curse? Porget them, and 

4 ^ 

“ It is^ not only tney,” said Helen, almost sobbing, “ tbongli i hey 
arc mneh; but I your type, your ideal! — I ?— impossible ! Oh, 
how (ian 1 ever be anything even of use, of aid, of comfort., to one like 
you ! ” 

“ You can, Hclen^-you can,” cried Harley, charmed by such inge- 
nuous modesty. “May 1 not kc(M) this band ?” 

And Helen left her hand in llarlo/s, and turued away her faec', 
fairly w'e(;ping, A stately ste]) passed under the wintry trees. 

“ My mother,” said Harley Jj’Pstrange, looking nj), “ I pre‘-s(‘nt lo 
you my future wife.” 


CPIAPTHR IX. 


With a slow step and an abstracted air, Harley L’i'i>ii ange bent . 
his way towards iygeiton’s bouse',, after bis cvc'iiM’iii inUu view witli' 
Helen. He had just entered oiic()f llie stn'ots leading into Cirosveiiur 
Square, when a young man, walking quickly from the. opposite direc- 
tion, came full agiiiiisl, hiuj, and drawing back with a brief apology, 
recognised him, and exclaimed, “What! you in England, Lord 
L’Estrange ! Accept my congratulations on your re.tuiu. Put you 
seem scarcely to nan ember me.” 

“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Leslie. I remember you now by your 
smile; but you are of an age in which it is permitted me to say "that 
you look older than when 1 saw you last.” 

“'And yet. Lord Ij’Estrange, it seems to me me that you kx; 
yoimger.” 
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' Indeed, this reply was so far true that there appeared less aiffercnce 
of years than lierore hetween Leslie and L’Esfrarigc ; lor tlic wrinklo . 
in the schemer’s mind were visible in his visage, while Harley’s dreamy 
worship of Truth and Loauty seemed to have preserved to the votary 
tlur (maurinfj youth of the divinities. ^ 

Harley^reccived the conjj)iimcnt with a supreme indifPcrencc, which 
might have been suitable to a Stoic, but whieli seemed scarcely naturn! 
to a g^entleman who had just proposed to a lady many years younj?(‘v 
ihau liimsclf. 

Leslie renewed ‘"P<’rlinps you are on your way to Mr. Egerton’s. 
if so, yon will not find him at hoim^ ; he is at hisotlicc.” 

“ Thank you. Then to liis ofliiui 1 must re-direct ray stcjis.’^ 

“ .1 am going to him myself,” said Kandal, liesitatingly. 

. L’ Estrange had no prepossessions in favour of Leslie, from the little 
he liad seen of that \oung gcmlieman; but 1 laud al’s remark was an 
ajipeal to his liabitual urbanity, and he replied, with well-bred readi- 
ness, “Let us he eompanioiis nc) far.” 

llandai accepted the arm prolforcd to him; and Lord L’Estrange, as 
is usual wit li oii(‘ long absent from his nalivc*laiiil, bore part as a 
(lU'jsiioncr in the dialogue that ensued. 

'‘Egerton is always the same man, t suppose- -too busy for illness, 
and too lirrii for sorro\y ? ” 

“If he ev(‘r feel either, he will never stoop to complain. , But, 
indeed, my dear lord, 1 should like much to know what you think of '■ 
his health.” 

“ How? You alarm me !” 

“ISiay, J did not meua to do tliat ; ami pray do not let him know 
that 1 went so far. But 1 have fancied that lu? looks a little w'orn , 
and sullcriiig.” 

“ Boor Audlcy I” said L' Estrange, in a tone of dee]) affection. “1 
will soinul him, ami, he assured, without naming you ; for I know] 
well how*ittle lu; likes to be supposed capable of huiiian infirmity. 

1 am obliged to you for your hint— obliged to you for your interest m .j- 
one so dear to me.” 

And Harley’s voice was more cordial to llandai than it had ever 
been before. ' H(*. tbeii begum to imiuire what llamlal thought of the 
rumours 1 hat had reached himself as to ihe probidde defeat of the 
(toverument, and how far Audlc\’s spirits were affected by sucli risks. 
Bat, llaudai here, seeing that Harley coiTId communicate nothing, 
wa preserved and guarded. 

‘Mioss of office could not, T think, alfeet a man like Aiidlcy,” 
o])served Lord L’Estrange. “lie w'ould b(‘- as great in opposition— 
•perhaps greater ; and as to emoluments ” 

“ The e))ioluments are good,” interposed llandai, with a half-sigh. 

“ (jood enough, 1 sup])ose, to ])iiy him hack about a tcnlli of wha< 
In'? nla.ee costs our magnifi(umt friend — ^No, 1 will say one thing for 
i mgJish statesmen, no man amongst them ever yet was the richer for 
place.” 

“ And Mr. Egerton’s private forl.unc must he large, I fjike for 
'•rp anted,” said Ihindal, carelessly. 

“ Jt ought to be, if he has time to look to it.” 
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Here they passed by the hotel in which lodged the Count di 
Peschiera. 

Kfindal stopped. “AVill you excuse me for an instant ? As wc are 
passing tliis hotel, T will just leave niy card here,” 8o saying he 

f avc liis card to a waiter lounging by tlie door. “Eor the Count di 
'eschiera,” said he aloud. ^ ^ 

L’Estrangc started; and as Eandal again took his arm, said — “So 
that Italian lodges licro ? and you know him 

‘ “1 know l\iui but slightly, as one knows any foreigner who makes 
a sensation.” 

“ He makes a sensation ?” 

“iNaturaliy : for In; is liandsomc, witty, and said t-o be very rich — 
that is, as long as he rccfdyes the reveuiu's of his exiled kinsman.” 

“ I sec you are -well informed, Air. Leslie. And wiiat is suiiposed 
to bring liitlier the Count di Peschiera?” 

“ 1 did jiear something, which 1 did not quite midersiand, about a 
net of his that, lie would marry his kinsman’s daughter ; and so, I 
conclude, secure to himself all the inlKuitauci; ; and that he is tliiTC- 
fore here to discover the kinsman and win the heiress. But probahly 
you know t he rights of the story, and can tell me what credit to give 
to such gossip.” 

“1 know ibis at least, that, if he did lay such a wager, 1 w;ould 
advise you to take any odds against him that his backers may give,” ^ 
eiiid L’Estrangc. drily j and while his lip quivered with anger, his 
eye glcaiiK^d withanjh ironical humour. 

“You think, then, that this poor kinsman will not need such an 
alliance in ord(;r to regain his cstat(;s?” 

“ for 1 never yet knew a rogue whom I would not bet 
ag.'unst, when he liacked his own luck as a rogue against J ustiee and 
Providence.” 

. liaiidal wmc(;(i, and felt as it* an arrow^ had grazed his }#art ; but 
he soon recxivcred. 

“And indeed ihcre is another vagme rumour tliat the young lady in 
question is married already — to some Euglishmati.'''' 

This time it was Harley who winced. “Good Heavens! that 
cannot he true — that would undo all! An EuglLshmau just- at this 
inomeiit ! But some Eiigilslimau of correspondent rank, 1 t.rust, or 
at least one known for o[‘iu:oiis opposed to wdiat an Ausiriaii would 
call Uevolutionary doctrines ?” 

“i know iiutiiiug. Bet it was supposed, merely a private gentle- ' 
man of good faimiy. Would not that sullice? Can the Austrian 
Court dictate a marriage to the daughter as a coiidition fur grace to 
the father?” 

“ No — nut- tlial ! ” said Harley, greatly disturbed. “ But put your- 
self in the position of any minister to one of tbe great Europc'an 
mouarchi(;s. Suppose a political insurgent, foruddable for station 
and wealth, had ticcii pro.scribed, much interest made on liis liehalf, a 
-Ijowcrful party striving against it, and just wdicn tlie minister is dis- 
posed to relent, he hears that the lieiress to this wealth a,nd this 
stati^i is married to the native of a country in whieli sentiment;^ 
^'iendly to the very opinions for whic!i the iusurgcmt was proscribed 
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are popularly pr.tortaincd/and thus that the fortune to be restored 
may be so c.inplo.ved as to disturb tlic natioual security — ^the existing 
order of things this, too, at the very time when u popular rcvolu- 
(ioii has just oeenrred in Franco,^ and its effects arc felt most in the 
very laud of the exile; — suppose all this, and then say if anything 
eoiild l)^ niore untoward for tlie liopcs of the banislied man, or 
luniish his advcrsai'ies with stronger arguments against the restora- 
tion of his fortune? But pshaw — this inuM- be a eliimera! If true, ■ 
f should liavc known of it.” 

“ J (I’viite agree with your lordship — tlierc ean be no truth in such a 
rninour. Some 1‘higlislmian, hearing, j)erha))s, of the probable pardon 
of the exile, may iuive counted on an heiress, and spread the report 
in order to keep off other candidates. By your account, if successful 
in his suit, he might fail to find an heiress in the bride.” 

No doubt of tliat. Whatever might be arranged, I cau*t con- 
ceive that he would be allowed to get at the fortune, though it might 
1)0 iield ill suspense for liis cliildren. But indeed it so rarely happens 
iliat an Italian girl of high nanie marries a foreigiiei that we must 
dismiss tliis notion with a smile at the long face of the hypothetical 
fortune-hunter. Heaven lielp him, if he exist !” 

'‘Amen,” echoed Kanda.1, devoutly. ' 

‘^1 hear that Peschicra’s sist er is returned to England. Do you 
know lie r too ?” 

“A little.” 

“ My dear Mr. Ijcslie, pardon me if T take a liberty not ■warranted- 
by our acHiuaiiitaiice. Ag.'inst the lady 1 say notliing. Indeed^ 1 
have heard some things which appear to entitle her to compassion 
and respect. But as to Pe.sehiera, all who prize honour suspect him 
!,o 1)0 a knave — i know him to be one. Now, 1 think that the longer 
we ])vcservo tliat abhorrence for knavery wliieh is the generous 
instiri(#t)f youth, why, ilic fairi'r will be our manhood, and the more 
reverend our age. You agree with m(‘?” And Harley suddenly 
turning, his eyes fell like a flood of light* upon Itand^il’s pale and 
secret cf)unt(‘uance. 

" 'I’o be sun’,” murmured the schemer. 

Harley, surveying him, mechaiiicaJly recoiled, and withdrew his 
arm. 

Fortunately for Bandnl, who somehow^or other felt himself shppcd- 
into a fathc posit ion, lie scarce knew how or why, he was licre seized 
by t lv’ arm ; and a ele.ar, open, Inaiily voice erica, ” My dear fellow, 
how a.'i‘ you? J see you arc engaged now; but look into my rooms ♦ 
wlieij you can, in tlic course of t he day.” 

Ami witfi a bow of excuse for his interruption, to Lord I/Estrange, 
tlm s|icaker w'a.s t hen turning away, when Harley said — 

“ No, don’t let me take you from your friend, Mr. Leslie. And 
you iK^cd not lie in a hurry to s(‘e Egerton ; for 1 sliall claim the pri- 
vilege of older friendship for tlii^ lirst iuteiwiew.” 

“ it is Mr. l^lgcrtou’s nephew, Frank Hazeldcan.” 

* As have been so many Revolutions in France, it may be convenient to 
’hat, aecortliojr io the «lates tU this story, Harley no doubt alludes to that 
rev<)Uit.o7. •which exiled Ciiarlcs X., and placed Louis Philippe on ihe throne. 
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** Pray, call him back, and present me to him. He has a face that 
hare gone far to reconcile Timon to Atli( 3 ns.’' 

^ Randal obeyed, and after a few kindly words to Frank, Ilai'Jcy in- 
sisted on leaving the two young men together, and -walked on to 
Dowiiing-street with a brisker step. 


CHAPrail X. 

“ That Lord L’Estraiige seems a very good fellow.” 

“ So-so ; — an effeminate liumorist — says the most absurd things, ^ 
fand fancies them wise. Never mind liim. You wanted to speak iw ' 
me, 

“ Yes: I am so obKged to you for introducing me to Levy. 1 
must tell you how handsomely he has behaved.” 

“ Stop; allow me to remind you that 1 did not introduce you t:( 
Lmy; you had met him before at Borrow^ell’.s, if I recollect right,, ami 
he dined with us at the Clarendon— that is all 1 had to do with bring 
ing you together. Indeed I rather cautioned you against him tJiHii 
not. Pray doif t think I introduced you to a man -who, however pk'.'i - 
sant and pcrliaps honest, is still a money-lender. Your father Aron Id 
be justly angry witJi me if I had done so.” 

“ Oh, pooh ! you are prejudiced against poor Levy. But just licar : 

1 Avas sitting very ruefully, thinking over those cursed bills, and how 
the deuce 1 should reneAV them, Aviicn Levy walked into my rooms ; 
and, ftftcr telling me of ids long Incndslup for my uncle Egc^rton am! 
his admiration for yourself, and (give me your hand, Banaal) saying 
liOAV touched lie felt by your kind sympathy in my troubles, he opemd 
his pocket-book, and shoAved me the bills safe and sound in^lis ow^ 
possession.” 

"HowV” 

He had bought them up. ‘ It must b(3 so disagreeable to me,’ !:'• 
said, ‘to have them flying about the London money-market, and tlio^c 
Jews Avould be sure sooner or later to apply to my hither. And hoai 
added Levy, *' I am in no immediate hurry for tlie money, and aa e. 
must put the interest upon fairer terms.’ lu short, nothing could b'- 
more liberal than his tone. And he says, ‘ he is thinking of a way 1o 
relieve me altogether, and will call about it in a few days, -when his 
plan is matured.’ After all, I must owe this to you, llumlal. 1 dare 
.wear you put it into his head.” 

" O no, indeed ! On the contrary, I still say, ‘ Be cautious iu all 
your dealings will; Levy.’ I do^’t know, I’m sure, what he means to 
^♦Aopose. Have you heard from the Hall lately?” 

Yes— to-day. Only think— the Iliccahoccas have disappeared, 
aly mother writes me -word of it — a very odd letter. She seems to 
suspect that I know where they arc, and reproaches me for ‘ mystery’ 
— quite enigmatical. But there is one sentence in her letter— see, 
here it^ is in the postscript— Avliich seems to refer to Beatrice : ‘ 1 “ 
don’t ask you to tell me your secrets, Frank, but Bandal will no 
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(loubi have assured you that uiy first consideration will be for your 
(jw ii liapphujss ill any luattcr in which vour heart is ically cii^a^cd.’ 

“ "yes,^’ said Kandal, slowly; “no aouht this refers "to Beatrice; 
hut, as 1 told > 011 , >our mother will not interfere one way or the other 
such mtcrfiircnioe would weaken her influence w-itli the Squire. 
Besides, as shc»*iid, sIk* can’t wish you to marry a forci<?ncr; thou.i?h 

once TTiarried, she would . But how do you stand now wiik the 

Marcliesa? lias she consented to accept yon?’^ 

“ Not quite; indeed, 1 have not actually proijosed. Her manner, 
though iimcli softened, has not so far einlioldcned me ; and, besides, 
before a iiosiiivc dcelaration, I certainly must go down to tlic Hali 
and SI leak at least to my mother.” 

“ You must judge for yourself, but. don’t do anything rash: taik 
first to me. Ilcre wc are at my office. Good-bye; and— and pray 
believe that, in whatever you do with Lc'n% 1 have no hand in it.” 


CliAPTEll XI. 

Tfiv. ARDS tlie cveuing, Randal was riding fast on the road to Nor- 
wood. T1 k‘ aii'ival of llarl(*>, and the conversation that had passed 
between lliat iiol)leman and llandal, Jiiadc tlic lat/tcr anxious toascer- 
t.aiii how far Rlecabocca was likely to learn J/Estrange’s return to 
Ihigland, and to meet with liim. Eor he felt that, should the latter 
come to know that Riccaboeca, in bis movements, bad gone by lian- 
dal’s advice, Harley w'ould find that Kandal had spoken to him disin- 
genuously ; and on the othcr^ hand, Kiccaboi'ca, placed under the 
rneni% pi-otection i)f Lord L’Estraiigc, would no longer need Kandal 
Leslie to defend him from t he machinations of Peschiera. To a reader 
hax)pily unaccustomed to dive into the deep and mazy recesses of u* 
seliemcrbs mind, it might seem that Randars inlerest in retaining a 
iiold over the exile’s confidence would terminate with the assurances 
i.liat liad reached him, from more than one. quarter, that Violaiitc 
miglit cease to be an heiress if she married liimself. “ But perhaps,” 
.-.uggests some candid and youthful eyiijeet urer—” perhaps Kandal 
Ijcslie is in love with this fair erealure : ” Randal in love l-yiio ! He 
was too absorbed by harder passions for that blissful. folly. Nor, if ho 
could have fallen in love, vvas Violante the one to attract that s^en 
secret lieaii; lier instinctive nobleness, tbe ven^ stateliness of her 
beauty, woinanlik(' though it was, awed him. Men of that kind may 
love some soft slave— they cuunot lift their eyes to a oueen. Tiiey 
may look down -'they cannot look up. But, ou the one hand, Kandal 
could not resign aliogetlicr the dimce of securing a fortune that 
would realise liis most dazzling dreams, upon the mere assurance, how- 
(‘ver probable, which had so dismayed him ; and, on the other hand, 
should he be compelled to re.linqiiish all idea of such alliance, though 
he did not eonltupiilatc the base perfidy of actually assistir-^ Peschi* 
era’s avowed designs, still, it Prank’s marriage wdth Beatrice should 
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Ebsolately depend Epon her brother’s ohtamm^ the knowledi^ of 
yiolante’s retreat, and that marriaffe should be 's conducive to his 
interests as he thought he could make it, why—lic did not then push 
his deductions farther, even to himself, they seemed too black ; but 
he sig:hed heavily, and that sigh foreboded how weak would be honour 
and virtue against avarice and ambition. TliereforCj on all account s, 
Biccabocca was one of those cards in a seqmmce, which so calculating 
a player would not throw out of his hand : it micjht serve for repiqnc, 
— at the worst, it might , score \i'cil in the game. Intimacy with thc^ 
Italian was^ still part and parcel in that knowledge whicli was the 
synonjTn of power. 

While the young man was thus meditating, on his road to Norwood, 
Eiccabocca and his Jemima were close couferiing in their drawing- 
room. And if you could have there seen tlicrn, reader , } on would 
have been seized with equal surprise and curiosity ; for some extraor- 
dinary communication had certainly passed between tlmm. Rice;i- 
bocca was evidently much agitated, and with emotions not familiar in 
him. The tears sl-ood in his eyes at the sainc time that, a smile, liie 
reverse of cynical or sardonic, curved his lips; while his wife w:k', 
leaning her head on liis shoulder, her hand clasped in his, and, by the 
expression of her face, you might guess that lie had paid her some 
very gridhyiuf? coinplmcnU of a nature more genuine and siiie(*r(^ than 
those wln’cli characterised Lis liabitnal Jioliow and dissimulating gal- 
lantry. ^ Bui just at this monunt Giacomo eufeivd, and Jeniiiiia, with 
her native English modesty, withdrew in iia.ste from liiecabof'ca’s 
sheltering side. 

Padrone,” said Giacomo, wlio, wliatcvcr his astonisliineut at tlie 
connubial position he had^listurbed, was insieli too discreet to betray 
it — “Padrone, 1 see the young Engiishtnan riding towards the house, 
and I hojie, wlicn he arrives, you will not f.rget the alarming iulbr- 
« nation 1 gave to you this morning.” 

“Ah — all!” said Iticeahoeca, liis biee falling. 

“ if the Signorina were but married ! ” 

“My very thought — my const am i bought ! ” cx claim eel Hi ccabocca. 
“And you really believe ihe, young Englishman loves b(*r?” 

“ Why else should lie come, Exeelleiiey r” a^ked Gie.eomo, witli great 
iidievUu 

“ Very true ; why, indeed said Iliccahocca. “ Jemima, 1 cannot 
endure the terrors 1 snia;r on that poor child’s account. 1 will open • 
myscli frankly to lla.ulal Leslie. And now, too, that which mivht 
have been a serious (consideration, in ease 1 return to Italy, will no 
longer stand in our wav, J{rmima.” 

Jemima smiled faiiilJy, and whispered something to Hieeaboeea, to 
wliich he replied, — 

“ Noiisciise, amma nin. I know M will be— have not a doubt of it, 

I tell yoti it is as nine to four, according to the nicest cjilenlations. 1 
will speak at once to ivundal. lie is too young---»too timid to 
himseltV\ 

“Certainly,” interposc'd Giacomo; “how could dare to spcals^ 
let him bve ever so well P ” 

Jemima shook her head. 
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never fear,” said Hiccabocca, observing this gesture ; “ I will 
give him the trial. If he entertain but mercenary views, 1 shall soon 
detect them. Iknow Imman nature pretty well, 1 think, my love; 
and, Giacomo, —just get me my Machiaveili ; — ^that’s right. Now leave 
mo, my dear; I must reflect, and prm^are myself.” 

' Wlfen I'Oxiidal entered the house, Giacomo, w-ith a smile of peculiar 
suavity, ushered him into the drawing-room. He found lliccabocca 
alone, «'i.nd seated before the fireplace, leaning liis face on his hand, 
wit h the great folio of Machiaveili lying open on the table. 

The Italian received him as courteously as usual ; but there was in 
his matiner a certain serious and thoughtful dignity, wliich was per- 
hiips tlift more irn]j()sing, because but rarely assumed. After a few 
prcdiniiuaiy obsta-vations, Randal remarked that Erank iiazeldean had 
informed him of the curiosity which the disappearance of the Ricca^ 
l)occas liad (‘Xiiil ed at tlie Hall, and inquired carelc‘ssly if tlie Doctoi 
ti id Joft instructions as to the forwarding of any letters that might be 
directed to liim at tlie Casino. 

“Letters,” said Riccabocca, simply; “ [never receive any; or. at 
ioast, so rarely, that it was not worthwhile to take an event so little 
?o be cxpcctvid into consideration. No; if any letters do reach the 
Casino, there tliey will wait.” 

“ Tiien J can see no possibility of indiscretion,— no chance of a cine 
to your address.” 

“ K-'.r 1 either.” 

Satisfied so far, and knowing tliat it \ya.s not in Riccaboeca’s habits 
to r(‘ij,d llic newspaj^ers, by which lie niipht otiicrwise have learnt of 
LT'lstrange’s airival in London, Randal then proceeded to inquire, 
wi(h niMch seeming interest, into the hetilih of Violaiitc — hoped it did 
not suH'cr by conijnement, Riceaboeca eyed him ginvely while 
ho spoke, and suddenly rising, that air of dignity to wliich I have 
bef(#^; referred hc^camc yet more striking. 

“^ly young friimd,” said lie, “ hear me attentively, and answer me 
frankly. 1 know Imman nature — ” Here aslight smile of proud com- 
plnceiicy pas.sed tlie sage’s lips, and his eye glanced toward his Maclii- 
uvelli. '^1 know human nature'— at least I have stiidmd it,” he 
renewed more ca.nil^stl^ , niui with less evident self-conceit ; “ and I 
biuievo that uium a pe'iiect stranger to me exliibits an interest in my 
af]'air.s, wliich occasions him no smaiU rouble —an interest (continued 
the wise man, laying his liaiid on Randal’s shoulder) whicli scarcely 
a. sou conkl exceed, iic must be under the influence of some strong 
X>crsonal motive.” 

“ Oh, sir ! ” cried Uaiulal, turning a .shade more pale, and wdth a 
faltcriiir tone, Kiccal)occ.i surveyea him with the ’ tciiJerncss of a 
superior bidng, and iiursucd his deductive theories. 

■‘In your ease, what is that motive? Not politictal; for T conclude 
you share the opinions of your government, and those opinions have 
not favoured mine. Not that of pecuniary or ambitious calculalitms^ 
for how can such c.'ijculation.s enlist you on behalf of a ruined exile r* 
Wiiat remains? Why, Ihe motive which at your age is ever the 
most natural and tlie. strongest. 1 don’t blame you. IMachiav-^^lli liimself 
nilows that such a luc.live has swayed the wisest minds, and overturned 
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the most solid states, Jii a Mord, j oioigr you are in love, and 
witii iny daughter Yiolautc.” 

Ilandal was so startled by this direct and iiii expected cliargc upon 
his own masked batteries, that he did not even attempt liis defence. 
His licad drooped on his breast, and he rcniained speeenless, 

“1 do not doubt/’ resumed the pouci rating judge of iiiuiian if/iturc, 
“that you would have been withheld by the laudable and generous 
scruples which characterise; your happy age, from voluntarily dis- 
closing to me the slate of your heart. You might suppose that, 
proud of the position 1 once held, or sanguine in 1 lie hope of regain- 
uig my iuhentance, I might be ovrr-aud)iti 9 US iu my niatrinionial 
views for Violante; or that you, anticipating my icstoralion to 
honours and fortune, might seem actuated by the last motives wliicli 
inlluenco Jove and youth ; and, Iherelbrc, niy dear > oung fi iiaid, 1 
have departed from the ordinary custom in England, and adopt ed a 
very common one in my own country. VFitli ms, a suitor seldom 
presents himself till he is assured of the eonstuit of a fath(!r. 1 have 
only to say this — If 1 am right, and you love my daughter, my tirst 
object in life is to see lua* safe and secure; and, in a word— you 
understand me.” 

!Now, niiglitily may it comfort and eoiisoh' us ordinary mortals, who 
> advance no prctciicc to superior wisdom and ability, to see the liugt; 
mistakes made by both these very sagacious persoiiages--l)r. llieea- 
bocoa, valuing himscK on Ids profound acquaintance with character, 

, atid Kandal Leslie, accustomed to groia; into c.very hole and coimer 
of thoiiglit. and action, whcrcfroni to extract that knowh'dge; which is 
pow(;r ! Eor wlicreas the sage, judging not only by Lis o\yn lie.art in 
yotith, but by the general iufluenc^c of tin; master passion on the 
young, liad ascribed to Randal sentinKmi-s v holly foreign to that able 
diplomatist’s nature ; so no sooner iiad Jliecabocca lirought his si)e(;(di 
to a close, tliaii Raudul, judging also ])y his own heart, and by the 
general hws whi(;h intliicucc men of the mature agt; and boasted 
wprldly wisdom of the pujdl of Machiavclli, instantly deeided that 
Riccabocca presumed upon iiis youth and inexperience, and meant 
most neftiriously to take him in. 

“ The jioor youth ! ” thought Riccabocca, “ how unprepared lie is 
for the happiness 1 give him !” 

“Tlic cunning old Jesuit!” thought Randal; “he. lias certatiiiy 
learned, since wc met last, tliai he has no chance of ri'gaining iiis 
patrimony, and so he wants to impose on me the liand of a girl wiih- 
out a shilling. VV'liat other motive can he possibly have ? Had his- 
daughter the remotest i>roba.l)ility of becoming the greatest hein ss in 
Italy, \yoLiid he dream of liestowing her on me in this otl-hand vray V 
i he thing stands to reason.” 

Actuated by his resentment at the trap thus laid for him, Randal 
was about to disclaim altogether the disiiilerestca ana absurd alloc- 
ion laid to Ids charge, wlieii it occurred to him that, by so doing, he 
night mortally oftcud the Italian — since- tin; cunniug never Ibrgivc 
-hose who refuse to lie duped by them — and it might still be con- 
iucive to.iiis interest to preserve intimaf (‘ and familiar terms with 
iiccabocca* therefore, subduing his first impulse, lie exclaimed — 
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0 too ffcnerous man ! pardon me if T have so long been unable to i 
cjxprcss my amaze, my gratitude ; but 1 c^not— no, I cannot, while 
your prospects remain thus uncertain, avail myself of your — of your 
inconsiderate magiianiniity. Your rare conduct can only redouble my 
own scruples, if you, as 1 firmly liopo and believe, arc restored to 
your gr(‘at nossessions— vou %voidd naturally look so much higher 
rlian iiu\ Slioulil tliese hopes fail, th(‘ii, indeed, it may he different ; 
yet even tlum, what ])osition, wJiat fodune, have I to offer lo your 
da iighter worthy of her 

*‘You arc well-honi ! all gentlemen are crpials,” said Eiccabocca, 
with a sort of easy nobleness. You have youth, information, talent 
—sniirces of ecriain wealih in ihis Ijappy country;~powerful connec- 
tions ; and, in fine, if you arc satisfn^d w ith marrying for love, 1 shall 
i)c cont(?utcd; “if not, s])(‘ak openly. As to the restoration to my 
posse.ssions, J can scarcely tliink thnl. jiroliable while my enemy lives. 
And even in that ease, since 1 saw you last, something has occurred 
(added Uiccabocea, with a str-angc smih', nhicli seemed to llandal 
singularly sinister and malignant) that may remove all difficulties. 
Meanwhile, do not think me so (‘xtravjiganily magnanimous— -do not - 
underrate the sat-iisfacl ion i iniist ie.el at knowing Violante safe from 
the dosigiis of Pesehifua - safe, and for ever, under a husband's roof. 

1 will tell yon an ItaKaii inoverb- it contains a truth full of wisdom 
and terror 

“ * I fa' ciuqr.anla juuici ?~ nc.ii Inista. — Ilai uu lu'iiiico? — e troppo.’ *’* 

“ Someihing has oecurred echoed llandal, not heeding the con- 
elusiou of this_ speech, and seareidy hearing llic proverb which the 
sage delivered in his most emphatic and tragic tone. “Something 
lias oceiiiTcd ! My dear friend, l.-e plainer. Wdiat has occurred 
Kiccaboc(;a remained siicnl. “ S(>iiU‘tlung that induces you to bestow 
your daughter on me V” 

llieijabocea nodded, ,‘ind emitted a low elmcklo. 

The very laugh of a lieud,” mut tcred Eandal. “ Soinething that 
makes iicr not north bestowing, lie betrays himself. Cunning 
jjcople always do.” 

“ Pardon bne,” said the Italian at last, “if I don't answer your 
question ; you will know later ; but, at im'seni, tins is a family secret.* 
.\nd now 1 must turn to another aud inoro alarming cause for my 
frankness to you.” iicve lliecaboeea*s hcc. cliangea, and assunu'd 
an cxjiression of mingled rage, and fear. You must know,” be 
added, sinking bis voice, “tliat Giacomo has seen a strange person 
ioitiTiijg about tlic house, ami looking up at the widows ^ and he 
has no doubt— nor have l~that this is some spy or emissary of 
Pesehicra’s.” 

“ 1 nqiossiblc ; how could he discover you 

“ J know not ; but no one else lias any interest in doing so. 
mini kept at a distance, and Giacomo could not see Ids lace.” 

“ J t may be but a mere idler. Is this all 

lIuvcyoL' lilt* rricnis ?— it is not ciiongh, — Have jou one cnem\ it ia too 
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the old woman who serves us said that she was asked at <1 
shop *if we were not Italians ?* 

'And she answered P” 

“‘No •/ but owned that ‘ wc had a fotcign seiwant, Giacomo/ 

I wiU sec to this. Bely on it that if Peschiera has disfjovere I 
yon, I will learn it. Nay, I will hasten from you in order to com 
mence inquiry.” 

“ I cannot detain you. May I think tliat we have now' an interet: 
in common?” 

“O indeed, yes ; but— -but— your daughter ! how can I dream that 
one so beanliful, so j^ecrless, will confirm the hope you liave cxtendc^t. 
tome?” 

“The daugliter of an Italian is brought up to consider that it is .1 
fatlier^s right to dispose of her hand.” 

“But the heart P” 

Cospetto ! said the Italian, true to his infamous notions as to tiu 
sex, “the heart of a girl is like a convent— -the holier the cloister, the 
more charitable the door.” 


CIIAPTEIl XIL 

Bandal had scarcely left the house before Mrs. Biceuboeca, who 
was affectionately anxious in aU. that concerned Violantc, rt^joined 
her husband. 

“ 1 like the youn^ man vciy well,” said the sage — “ very well, 
indeed. I find him just what 1 expected, from my general kaoudedge 
of human nature j for as love ordinarily goes with youth, so modesty 
usually accompames tale.nt. He is yqimg, ergo he is iu love ; he has 
talent, ergo he is modest —modest and ingenuous.” 

“And you think not iu any way swayed by interest hi his affec- 
tions?” 

“Quite the coniniry ; and to prove him the more, I have not said 
a word as to the work'Oy adyautag(\s wliieli, iu any case, would accime 
to him from an alliance with my daughter. Jii any case; for il‘ J 
regain my country, luir fortune is assured; and if not, 1 trust (said 
the poor exile, lifting his brow with stately and be.eouiir.g ])ihhO that 
I am too w'dl uwarc^ of my child's dignity, as well tis my own, to ask 
any one to many her to his own worldly injury.’^ 

“Eh ! 1 don't fiuiic understand you, .^phouso. To be sure, your, 
<lear life is insured for her inarriagc-portiou ; but ” 

“ stuff ! ” said Biecabocca, petidantly; “lier marriage-por- 
tion ■would be as nothing to a young man of Randal's birth anfl 
prospects. 1 think not of that. But listen: 1 have never consented 
to profit by Harley L'Estrange's .friendshi]) for me; my scruples 
w^ould not extend to my soii-in-law. This noble friend lias not only 
high raitlc, but considerable iuflumce — ^influence with the Government 
— ^influence with Bandars patron — who, between ourselves, does not 
teem to^push the young man as he might do ; 1 judge by what Baiidal 
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says. 1 should write, therefore, before anything was settled, to 
L^stranse, and I should say to him simply, ' I never asked j ou to 
save me from penury, but 1 do ask you to save a daughter of my 
house from humiliation. 1 cjui ^ive to her no dowry ; can her husbfma 
owe to ray friend tliat advance in an honourable career— that openinp* 
to energy and talent— vriucti is more than a dowry to generous 
ambition ? ’ ” 

“Oh, it is ill vain you would disguise your rank,’’ cried Jemima, 
with enthusiasm ; “ it speaks in all you utter, M^hen your passions are 
moved.” 

The Italian did not seem flattered by that eulogy. " Pish,” said 
iio, “ tliore you are ! rank agaiu ! ” 

j3ut Jemima was right. Tlicrc was somctliiiig about her husband 
that was grandiose and j^rincely, whenever he escaped from his 
accursed Maehiavelll, and gave fair play to his heart. 

And ho spent tlie next hour or so in i hinlving over all that he couid 
do for Kandal, and d(.‘vismg for his iutended son-in-law the agreeable 
sur])rises, \yhieh Jbradal was at that very time racking his yet cleverer 
brains to disapjioint. 

These plans conned sufliciently, Ricccabocea shut p his Macliiavclii, 
and himtcd out of liis scanty collection of books Jiulfon on Mmit and 
various other psj chologica,! volumes, in which lie soon became deeply 
absoiixul. AVhy were these works the c»bj(?ct of llie sage’s study r 
Pe.iiiipis he will let us know soon, for it is clearly a secret knpwm to 
ids wife ; and though she has iiilherto kept one'sccret, that is pre- 
cisely the reasem why iliccabocca would not wish long to ovcrburtltcn 
her uiscretion wiili another. 


CHAPTEK XIII. 

Randal reached home in time to dress for a late dinner at Baron 
Levy’s. 

Tiic liaron's style of living was of that cliaraetcr especially aifcclcd 
h(r11i by the moat acknowledged exipiibites of ihat day, and, it must 
be owjK’ii., also by Hie most egregious For it is noticeabJc 
tliai it is your parrjp.-rn who always coiner nearest in fashion (so far as 
externals are e.oneenicd) to your genuine ex/piisite. It is your 
w'AMvho is most parlieiilar as to the cut of his coat, and the iirecision 
cl his equijiagc, and tlie raiuutiuj of his waiape. Tliose between the 
and the exquisite, who know iheir own conseciucuce. and 
nave somctliiiig solid to rest upon, arc slow in following all tin? 
rapiices of fashion, and obtuse in observation as to those tiiccHes 
wliicli iiciilier give them another ancestor, nor add anotln*|.’ tlioiuaud 
to the account at their banker’s; — as to the last, rather, indeed. Uie 
eontrary 1 There W7is a decided elegance about tbc Baron’s house 
and liis dinner. If ho had been one of the lawful kings of Hic dandies, 
you would iiave cried, “ What perfect taste!”— but such is hura.an 
natures, that the dandies who dined with him said to cacli other; He 
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pi-etend to iimtate D ! vulgar dog ! ” There was little aflectri- 

tiou ol’ your more show^ opulence. The furniture in the rooms was 
apparently simple, but, m truth, costly, from its luxurious comfort— 
llic oriiam(!iits and china scattered about the commodes were of curious 
rarity and great value ; and the pictures on Ujc walls wcr('- g(‘ins. 
At dinner, no plate was admitted on the table. The liussian fashion, 
then unconnnon, now more prevaJont, was adopted— fruit and flower. s 
in old AVnw dishes orpricfdess veriv^ and in sparkling glass of llohe- 
iniaii lahi-ic. !No livery servant was penuitt ea to wait. ; behind each 
guest stood a gentleman dressed so like the guest lii)nscli', in tine linen 
and siinple black, that guest and lacquey seemed st,ercotypes fron . 
one plate. 

The .viands were exquisite ; the wim^ ca.mc from t]:o cellars ol' 
deceased archbishops and ambassadors. The company was select : 
the i)arty did not exceed eight, i'our were llie eldest "sons of pecr.s 
(from a baron to a duke) ; one was a professed wit, never to be got 
without a month’s notice, and where a part a, m was liost, a certainty 
of green peas and peaches— out of season; the sixth, to Kandal’s 
astonishment, was Mr. llteh.ard A vend; himself and the Baron inao’e 

* up the complement. 

Tile eldest sons recognised each other wdth a meaning smile ; i h: 
mo.st juvenile of them, indeed (it wns his first year in London had 
the grace to blush arid loul^diccpish. The oUkts were more liardt'ued 
but they all united in regarding wdth surprise both Ibandai aucl Dieh 
..Vvenei. The former was known to most of them personally, and to 
cdl, by repute, as a gi’avc, clever, promising young man, rath(‘!'])rud('ni 
•tlnin lavish, and never suspected to have got iiito a scrap(‘. W’ hat 
the deuce did he do there? Mr. Aycnel jmzzled them yet more. 
A middle-aged man, eaid to be in business, w-liom they had* observed 
“about towm” (for he had a noticeable face and figiirej -Unit is, 
seen riding in the Park, or lounging in tlic pit at the opi^ra, but iic\er 
set eyes on at a recognised club, or in the coteries ol llnir set;" 
a man whoso wile gave horrid third-rate j:)arties, that took up liait a 
column in tlio Morauig l^osi with a ]i.st ol “ The Compaiii' Pi'eseut," 
in wliicJi a sprinkling of dowagers fading out of fashion, and a, j(;rcign 
title or two, made the darkness of Ihc obscurer names donhly daai:. 
Why this man should be asked to meet tlma^ bv Baron L(‘vy, too- a 
d(‘cided tnft-liiniler and would-be cxclu.sivc— called all their faenhh s 

* into exercise. The wit, who^ being the sou of a, small tindesman, ])u: 
in the very best society, gave liimself far great (u* airs tlian t lie yonna 
lords, iinperlinently .solved the mysti'ry.— ‘‘ l)e])end on it,” wliisjKaeu 
he to iSpendquick— “ depend on it tiic man is tlu' X.Y. of the; i’avev, 
who Oilers to lend any sum of money frcmi BiO t o half a million. He 
the man w ho has all ymr hills ; Levy is only his jarjkal.” 

“ M'oii my soul,” said Spendquick, rather uiarmed, " il‘ tliat’s il!-/ 
case, one may as well be civil to liim.” 

“ You^ certainly,” said the wit. “ But I never have found an X.Y. 
who would advance me IIk; L. s. ; and therefore, I shall not be mor( 
respectful to X.Y. than to any other unknown quantity.” 

By degrees, as the wintj circulated, the party grew' gay and sociable. 
Levy wjis rejiily an entertaining fellow; had all the ’gossip of tiie 
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town at his fingers’ ends ; and possessed, niorrover, that 'ideas: mt art 
of saying ill-natured things of ilic absent, which those piesent alwav^ 
enjoy. By degrees, too, Air. llichard A vend came out; and, as the 
wbisiicr had ciretdated round the tabh^ that he was X.Y., he was 
listened to witli a profound res])cct, which greatly elevated his spirits. 
JShiy, w hen the wit. tried once to sliowr him up or mystify ium. Diet 
answered with a blull* spirit, tliat, though very coarse, wjvs found so 
iminoroiis by Lord Spendquick and other gentlemen similary situated 
in ilio money-market, that tlicy tunicd the laiigli against tlu' wit, ami 
silenced him for the rcs4 of the night — a circumstance widen mad(* 
the party go off imidi more pleasantly. Mtcr dinner, the conversa- 
tion, quite that of smglc men, easy and debonnedre^ ghinecd from tie' 
turf, and the haLlct, and the last scandal, towards politics; for ih ‘ 
times wau’c such that poh'tics WTre discussed cvcrywiietc, and three of 
the young lords w ere (iounty memhers. 

iiandal said little, but, as Avas his Avont. listened attentively ; and 
ncw’as aghast to lind liow general was the oclicf that the Government 
Avas doomed. Out of regard to him, and Avith that delicacy of breed- 
ing Avliicii belongs to a certain society, nothing personal to Egerton 
Avas said, except by Aveiiel, Avho, liowever, on bluiiing out some rude 
expressions ri^speciing that minister, Avas instantly checked by the 
Baron. 

“ Spare my friend, and Mr. Leslie’s near connection,” said he, with 
a polit.ii hilt grave smile. 

“ Oh,” smd Avenel, “ public men, whom wc jiay, are publip pro- ^ 
])crty— aren’t they, my lord?” ai)pejiling to Spendquick. • 

Certainly ” said Spendquick, wrth great siiirit — “ public property, 
or Avliy slioufa avo pay them ? There must be a very strong motive to 
induce us to do that ! 1 bate pajing iicoplc. Li fact,” lie subjoined 
in an aside, “ I never do.” 

“ HoAvcA^cr,” resumed Mr. Aveiiel, graciously, “T don’t Avant to 
hurt your foldings, l\lr. Lcshc. As to the feelings of our host, the 
Ihiroii, 1 ealeulale that they have got tolerably tough by the exercise 
they have gone through.” 

“ N(‘verthele.s.s,” said the Baron, joining in the laugh which any 
lively saying by the supposed X.Y. was sure, to excite — ^‘neverthe- 
less, ‘ love me, love iny <iog,’ love mo, love my Egerton.” 

Baiidal st.:ivtcd, lor iiis quick car aud*subtle intelligence caught, 
soinctliing sinistcj* and liostilc in the tone Avith wdiieli LeA*y uttered 
til is equivocal comparison, and his eye darte.d toAA^ards the Baron. 
Ihit tlic .llaroii liad bent doAvn his face, and Avas regaling himself 
upon an olive. 

By-and-by the party rose from table. The four young noblemen 
had their engagements clscwTierc, and proposed to separate without, 
le-cnt.ering the drawing-room. As, in Goethe’s theory, monads Avluch 
have aliiuities Avith each other arc irresistibly drawm together, so 
these gay children of pleasure had, by a common impulse, on rising 
from table, moved each to each, and lonncd a group round the fire- 
})lace. Bandal stood a little apart, musing; the wit examinc^lie 
;)ietures through his eye-glass; and Mr. Avenel drew the ]®t)n 
towards the sideboard, and there held him in wlnspered conference. 

Tr.n u . H 
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This colloquy did not oscapo the youig gentlemen round the tire* 
place; they glanced tovrarcls eacii other. 

Scttlbg the per-cciitage on renewal,’’ said orLfi, soUo voce. 

“ X.Y. docs not seem such a very had fellow **’ said another. 

He looks rich, and talks rich,” said a t hire!. ^ 

“ A decided indcpeudtmr, Av;iy of expressing liis seiLtirnenis ; those 
moneyed men general iy liaA'c.’’ 

Good heavens!” ejacidatcd Spendquiek, who liad been keeping 
his eye anxiously" fixed on the pair, do look ; X.Y. is actually taking 
out Ms pocket- nook; ho i.s coruing this way. Depend on it he lias 
got our bills— mine is due to-morrow !” 

“ And mine too,” said aiiotlier, edging oft. “ kYliy, it is a perfect 

hT-canwhilc, iireaking away from the dkiron, who appeared anxious 
to detain him, and failing in that attempt, turned aside, as if not to 
see Dick’s movements — a cireunistaueo which did not escape the 
notice of the group, and confirmed all their suspicious, J'fir. Avouci, 
with a serious, thought frd face, and a slow stop; approached the 
CTOup. Nor did the great liomau general more nervously ‘‘ tlutter 
the dove-cots in Corioli,” tlian did the advance of the supposed 
X.Y. agitate the bosoms of Lord Spendqiuck and his sympathisiug 
friends. Poekel-bqok in hand, and apparently feeling for some- 
thing formidable within its mystic recesses, step by step came Dick 
Avehcl towards the fire-place. The group stood siiil, fascinated by 
hon-or. 

Hum.” said Mr. Aveuel, cleaving his throat. 

1 don’t like that bum at all,” muttered Spendnuick, 

Proud to have made your acquaiaitaiice, gentlemen,” said Dick, 
bowing. 

The gentlemen, thus addressed, bowed low in rctuni. 

“My friend the Daxon thouglit this not exactly the lime' to—” 
Dick stopped a moment; you mighi have knocked down those four 
young gentlemen, though four finer specimens of humanity no aristo- 
cracy in Europe could produce— you might have kaoekiul iliem down 
with a feather I “ I'uit.,” renewed Aviuiel, not tiiiisliing his scnteiiee, 
“1 have made it a rule in life never to lose securing a good oppor- 
tunity; in short, to nmke the niost of the present mom cut. And,” 
added lie, wiih a smile which froze the Mood in Jjord Spendquick's 
veins, “the nde ha.s made i?ie a very Avarm man ! d'herc!'o>c, g-entic- 
men, alhnvme to prc.sent you each Avith one of llicsc”— every hand 
retreated behind the hack of its Avcll-borii own -r - when, to the incx- 
' pressiblc relief of all, Dick concluded Avith — “ a lit lie wifcc 
and extended four cards of invitation. 

^' Most hap]w ! ” exclaimed Spendipdck, 1 don’t iknee m gene- 
ral: but to opligo X I mean to have a better acquaint mice, sir, 

with yoti — 1 woiifd dance on llie tigi f.-rojic.” 

There w?u> a good-humoured^ pleasant laugli at Spendquickhs 
enthusiasm, and ii general shaking of hands and pocketing of the 
invitation cards. 

“.c^'oU don’t look like a dancing man,” said Ayenel, turning to l.he 
wit, who was plump and somewhat gouty— as wits who dine out live 
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lays in the ■week generally arc ; “but we shall have supper atone 
o’clock/’ 

Infinitely offonded and disgusted, the wit roidicd, drily, “that 
every hour of his time was engaged for the rest of the season,” and, 
with a stiff salutation to the ilaron, look his departure. The re^t, in 
good spirits, huiricd away to their respective cabriolets ; and Leslie 
was following them into the hall, when the Laron, catching hold of 
him, said, “ Stay, I want to talk to you/’ 


CHAPTETl XIV. 

The Baron turned into his drawing-room, and Leslie followed. 

“ Pleasant young men, those,” said Levy, with a slight sneer, as he 
threw himself into an easy chair and stirred the lire, not at 

all prond ; but, to he sure, tlicy arc— -under great obligations to me. 
Yes; they owe me a great deal. Apropos, 1 have had a long talk 
v/ith Prank Hazeidean— line young man— remarkable capacities for 
business. I can arrange liis affairs for liim. I find, on reference to 
llie Will Office, that you were quite right; the Casino property is 
entailed on Prank, lie will have the foe-simple. He can dispose of 
the reversion entirely. So that there will be no difficulty , in our. 
aiTangements.” 

“ But 1 told yon also that Prank had scruples about borrowing on 
tlic event of his father’s death.” 

“ Ay —you did so. Pilial affection ! I never take that into account 
in mailers of husmcs.s. Such little scruples, though they are highly 
}ionoural)lc 1o human nature, soon vanish before the prospect of the 
King’s Beach. And, too, as yon so judiciously remarked, our clever 
..oung 1‘i ieiKl is in love with Madame di Negra.” 

“Did ho toil you that?” 

“"No; but Madame di Negra did ! ” 

“You know her?” 

1 kno'v most peo])lc in good society, who now and tlien require 
a friend in the management of their alfairs. And having made sure 
of t(ic tact you stated, as to llazeldean’s centiiigent property (^excuse 
my prudence), 1 liavc accommodated Madame di Negra, aud oought 
up licr debts.” 

“ Y'ou have ? You surprise me I ” 

^ “ The surprise will vanish on reflection. But you are very new t« 
( iC w(.)rU yet, my dear Leslie. By the way, I have had an interview 
vrd h Peschiera— — ” 

“ About his sister’s debts ? ” 

“ Partly. A man of the nicest honour is Pcschiera.” 

Awnire of Levy^s habit of praising people for the qualities in wliicb, 
riccording Jo the judgment of less penetrating mortals, they were 
most deficient, llandal only smiled at this eulogy, and w^aiteAt^fpr 
Ijevy to resume. But the Baron sat silent and thoughtful for a 
'lunute or two, and then wholly changed tiie subject. 

H 9 
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“ I think your fatluT lias some propcri,y in shii*c, aixd you pro- 

bably can ^ivc ino a little infomatioii as ta certain estates of a 
Hx. ^lornhill, estates which, on examimition of the title-deeds, I find 
once, indeed belonged to your family/* The Baron glanced at a 
very elegant inemoraiiduni-book. — “Tlic manors of Bood .-jud Bui- 
mansberry, with sundry farms thei*eon. ]\lr. Thornhill wants to soli 
them— an old client of mine, Thornhill. ]I(; lias applied to me on 
the matter. Bo you think it an iiiiprovabh*. property ? 

lliindal listened with a livid check and a throbbing heart. IVc 
have seen that, if there was one ambitions scliemc in his cahailation 
which, though not absolutely generous and lua-oic, still iniglit win its 
way to a certain sympathy in the undchased hnmaii mind, it w'as the 
hope to restore the fallen fortunes of liis ancient house, and repossess 
himself of the long alienated lands that surrounded the dismal 'wastes 
of tlm mouldering hall. And now to hear that those lands aviti* 
getting into the inexorable gripe of Levy— tears of ])itt,erness stood 
in his eyes. 

“ Thornhill/’ continued Levy, who watched ilio young man’s coun- 
tenance — “Thornhill tells me that that part of liis property—' the old 
Leslie lands —produces £2000 a-ycar, and that the rental could he 
raised. He would take £50,000 for it— £20,000 do'wii, and sutler the 
remaining £30,000 to lie on mortgage at four per cent.. It seems a 
very good purchase. What do you say ? ” 

‘^Bon’t ask me,” said liandal, stung into rare honesty; “for I 
had hoped I might live to repossess myself of that property.” 

“Ah! indeed. It would be a very greut addition to your eousc- 
^[uence in the world—iiot from the mere size of the ('stat-c, but from 
its hereditary associations? And if you have any idea of the purchase 
— ^believe me, I’ll not stand in your way.” 

“ How can I liavc any idea of it ? ” 

“ But 1 thought you said you had.” 

“ I understood that these lands could not bo sold t ill Mr. ^riioru- 
hill’s son came of age. and joined in getting rid of tlic entail.” 

“Yes, so Thornhill himscK supposed, till, on examining the tilh^- 
deeds. I found he was under a mistake. These lands arc not com- 
prisea in the settlement made by old Jasper Tlioriihill, vvhir;h ties up 
the rest of the property. The title will be pi^rfect. Tliondiill vi ants 
to settle the matter at onac — losses on the turf, you understand ; au 
immediate purchaser w^ould get still better terms. A Sir John S])ratt 
would give the money : — but the addition of these lands would inaki^ 
the Spratt property of more consequence in the county than tlu' 
Thomhili. So my client would rather take a few thousands less from 
a man who don’t set up to be his rival. Balance of power in countie.s 
as well as nations.” 

Eandal was silent. “ 

“ Well,” said Levy, wii.h great kindness of manner, “ I see I pain 
you; and though I am what my very pleasant guests would call a 
mrvem, I comprehend your natural feelings as a gentleman of ancient 
oirth. Farvenu! Ah! is it not strange, Leslie, that no •wealth, no 
fa^h'on, no fame, can wipe out that blot ? They call me a parvenu^ 
and borrow my money. They call our friend the wit, a parvenu^ and 
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submit to. all his insolence— -if they condescend to regard his birlli at 
all — provided they can but get him to dinner. They call the best 
(iebater in tlic Parliament of England a and will entreat 

jiim, some day or other, to be prime minister, and ask him for stars 
;md garters. A droll world, and no wonder the parvenus want to 
ai)set it.” . 

11 an dal had hitherto supposed that this notorious tuft-hunter — ^tliis 
dandy capitalist — this money-lender, whose whole fortune had been 
wrung from the wants and follies of an aiistocracy, was naturally a 
linn supporter of things as they arc — how could things be better for 
men like Baron Ijcvy ? But the usurer’s burst of democratic spleen 
did not surprise his precocious and acute faculty of observation. H© 
had before remarked, that it is the persons who fawn most upon an 
aristocracy, andi profit the most by the fawning, who are ever at 
heart its bitterest disparagers. Wny is this ? Because one full half 
of democratic opinion is juadc op of envy; and we can only envy what 
is brought before oiir eyes^ and what, while very near to us, is still 
unat.f ainablo. No man envies an archangel. 

“ But,” said Levy, throwing himselt“ back in his chair, “a new 
orch'r of things is commencing; we shall sec. Leslie, it is lucky for 
\ou that, you did not enter parliament under the government; it 
would be your polifical rniu for life.” 

“ You ill ink, then, that the ministry really cannot last?” 

“ Of course i do ; and what is more, 1 think that a ministry of the 
fcanu; jn iiicipies camiot be restored. You are a young man of talent 
and spirit ; your birtli is nothing compared to the rank of the reding 
party; if- would tell, to a certain degree, hi a democratic one. 1 say, 
you should be more civil to Avenel ; he coiSdd return you to parliament 
at tlic next election.” 

“ The next election ! Li six years ! We have just had a general 
eiectioii.” 

There will be another before tb\® year*, or half of it, or perhaps a 
(jujirttir of it, is out.” 

W hat makes you think so ? ” 

“Leslie, let there be confidencs between us; we can help each 
other. Shall we be friends ?” 

“ Witli all my heart. But though you may help me, how can I help 
you?” 

“ You have helped me already to Erank Hazeldcan and the Casino 
(‘Stale. All ch’ver men can help mo. Com^ then, we arc friends ; 
and what 1 say is secre-t. You ask me why I think there wiU be a 
general oleetioii so soon? 1 will answer you frankly. Of all 
public men 1 ever met with, there is no one who has so dear a vision 
of filings immediately before him as Audley Egerton.” 

“He has that character. Not /(zr-seeing, out (r/^^r-sighted to a 
ecrtaiii limit.” 

“ Exactly so. No one belter, therefore, knows public opinion, and 
its immediate ebb and flow.” 

“Grantc(i.” ,, 

“ Egertou, then, counts ou a general election within three moi^Chs ; 
and 1 nave lent him the luoncv for it.” 
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Lent him the money ! Egerton borrow money of you— the rich 
Audley Egerton!” 

‘^Bich!” repeated Levy in a tone impossible to describe, and 
accompanying the word with that movement of the middle finger 
and thumb* coiuraouly called a “snap/’ which indicates proiound 
contempt. 

He said no more, llandal sat stupified. At length the latter 
muttered, “But if Egerton is really not rich — if he lose oiiicc, and 
without the hope of return to it ” 

“If so, ho is mined!” said Levy, coldly; “and therefore, from 
regard to you, and feeling interest in your future fat(\ I say — ^liest uo 
hopes of fortune or career upon Audley Egerton. Keep your place 
for the present, b^t be j^reptu-ed at the next election t 9 stand upon , 
popular principles. Avenel shall return you to parliament ; and 
the rest is with luck and ener^. J^d now, I’ll not detain you 
longer,” said Levy, rising ana ringing the bell. The servant 
entered. 

“ Is my caniage here ?” 

“ Yes, Bai’on.” 

“ Can I set yon down anywhere ? ” 

“ No, thank you, I prefer walking.” 

“Adieu, then. And mind you remember the .mree danmnle ai 
Mrs. Aveneks.” llandal mechanically shook the hand extended to 
him, and went down the stairs. 

The fresh frost;y air roused his intellectual faculties, which Levy's 
ominous words had almost paralysed. 

And the first thing the clever schemer said to himself was this — 
“But what can be the marfs motive in what he said to me ?” 

The next was — “ Egerton ruined ! What am I, then ?” 

And the tliird was — “And that fair remnant of the old Leslie 



An(f lastly, the soHoquy rounded back — “ The man's motives 1 His 
motives!” 


Meanwhile, the Baron thiw himself into lus chariol— the most 
comfortable easy chariot you can possibly coiiceive—singlc man’s 
chariot— perfect taste — no married man ever had sucli a. chariot ; and 

in a few minutes he was at,; ’s hotel, and in the presence of Giulio 

Eranzini, Count di Pcschiera.” 

“ cher^\ said the Baron, in very good Ercnch, and in a tone cjl 
the most familiar eciuality with the descendant of the princes and 
heroes of grand medieval Italy — ^^Mon, chcr, give me one of your 
excellent cigars. I iliink I have put all matters in train.” 

“ You have found out — ” 

“ No ; not so fast yet ” said the Baron, lighting the cigar extended 
to him. “ But you said that you should be perfectly contented if it 
only cost you £20,000 to marry off your sister (to whom that sum is 
legally due), rmd to many yourself to the heiress.” 

■ ‘I did, indeed.” 

‘AS^hen I have no doubt I shah manage both objects for that sum; 
if Banzai Leshe really knows where the young lady is, and can assist 
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^ ou. Most promismg able mau is llaudal Leslie — ^but innocent as a 
babe just born.” 

“Ha, ha! Innocent? Qmdiabler" 

“ Innocent as this cigar, nwti strong certainly, but smoked 
very easily, Soyez tranquille /” 


CHAPTER XV. 

Who lias not seen, who not adinirod, that noble picture by Daniel 
M aclisc, Avhicli rclVeslies the immortal name oi‘ my ancestor Caxton! 
For myscK, while with national pride 1 lieard the admiring murmurs 
of the foreigners wlio grouped around it (nothing, indeed, of which 
our nation may be more proud Iiad they seen in the Crystal Palace) — 
jicard, with no less a jii'idt; in lln; generous nature of fellow-artists, 
the warm aiiplause of liring and deathless masters, sanctioning the 
imthusiasm oj‘ tiu^ ](opular crowd; — what struck me more than the 
orecision of drawing, for whicli the artist has been always renowned, 
end th(‘. just, though goracous aiUiienc(‘, of coloiu* which he has more 
recently ac(j aired, u'as the profound d(‘pih of conception, out of 
wliiciitliis great work liau so clahoralciy arisen. That monk, with 
Ills scowl towards liio printer and his back on the Bible over whioh 
h in form cash a shaduir • whole transition between the mediaeval 
Christianity of ceil and cloister, and the modem Christianity that 
I'c^oiees in the daylight, is depicted there, in the sliadow that obscures 
the Book — in the scowl tliat. is fixed u|)on the Book-diiiuser;-- that 
.'loiiibrc, musing face of Richard, Duke of Gloucester, with the beauty 
of 'Napoleon, darkeneid to the expression of a Pieud, looking far anCL 
anxiously into futurity, as if foreseeing there what antagonism was 
aiiuiitlo he create# to the schemes of secret crime and unrelenting 
force; — the chivalrous head of the accomplished Rivers, seen but in 
yirolile uiuhu- iiis helmet, as if the ago when Chivalry must defend its 
noble attribuies, in steel, was already half passed away: and, not 
least grand oi' all, the rude thews ami sinews of the artisan forced 
luto scrvici"; on the tj'iic, and the ray of intellect, fierce and menacing 
revolutions yet to he, struggling through liis rugged features, and 
across iiis low knitted bvow;~all Hus, whicli showed how deeply the 
idea of tlu.*, discovery, in its good and in its evil, its saving ligiit and 
its perilous storms, had sunk; into the artist’s soul, charmed me as 
cllccting tlui exact union between sentiment and execution, w'hich is 
tlic true and rare consmumatiou of the Ideal in Aid:. ^ 'But observe, 
wliiie in these pcrsonaici's of the group are depicted the deeper ana 
graver agencies implicated in the bright but terrible invention — 
<d)servo how little the light (’picurcs ol tlie hour iiccd the scowl of 
i.lie monk, or the restless gesture of Richard, or the troubled gleam 
in the eyes of the artisan— King Edward, liandsorne foco enrante^ 
delighted in the surprise of a child, witli a new toy; euid Clarence, 
vvitli his curious, yet careless, glance— all the while Oaxtoii fivsiself, 
cidm, serene, untroubled, inleiiL solely upon the manifestation of his 
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discovery, and no doubt supremely indifTereut wlietlier the first proofs 
of it shall be dedicated to a E/ivers or an Jldward, a llichard or a 
Henry, Plantagcnet or Tudor— tis all the same to that comely, 
gentle-looking man. So is it over with ,your Abstract Science !— not 
a jot cares its passionless logic for the woe or weal of a generation or 
two. The stream, once (jmerged from its source, passes on into the 
great Intellectual Sea, smiling over the wretch tJiat it drowns, or 
under the keel of the ship which it serves as a slave. 

Now, when about to commence the present chapi^cu* on the Varieties 
of Life, this masterpiece of thoughtful art forced itself on my recol- 
lection, and illustrated wiiat I designed to convey, in the siutacc 
of every age, it is often that which hut amuses, for the moment, the 
ordinary* children of pleasant existence, the Edwards and the 
Clarences (be they kings and dukes, or simplest of simple subjects), 
which afterwards towers out as the great serious cpocli of flic time. 
Wlien we look back upon human records, how i.he eye settles upon 
Wettees as the main land-marks of the past ! IV c talk of th(5 age of 
Augustus, of Elizabeth, of Louis XIV. of Ami(‘, as the notable enis 
of tlic world. Wliy ? Eeeauseit is their writers who have made them 
so. Intervals bcWcen one age of authors and another lie uimoticcd, 
as the flats and common lands of uiteultured history. And yet, 
strange to say, when these authors arc Hvin^ amongst us, they occupy 
a very small poiiiou of our thoughts, and nil up but desultory inter- 
stices in the bitumen and tufo wherefrom we build up the Babylon of 
our lives ! So it is, and iDcrhaps so it sliould be, wlietiier it pleases 
the conceit of penmen or not. Life is meant to be active ; and books, 
though they fjive the action to future general ions, administer hut to 
the holiday of the present. 

And so, with this ioiig preface, I turn suddenly from the 
Randfils and the Egertons, and the Levys, Avcnels, and Peschieras 
—from the plol s and passions of practical life, and drop the reader 
suddenly into one of those obscure retreats wheMiii Thought weaves, 
from unnoticed moments, a new link to the chain that unites tlie ages. 

Within a sinall room, the single window of wliich oi)cncd on a 
fanciful aud faiiy-likc garden, that li<is been before described, sat a 
young man alone. He had been writing, the ink Wiis not dry on his 
manuscript, but his thoughts had been suddenly intcrniptcd trom his 
work, and his eyes, now lifted from the leit,er which had occasioned 
that inteiTuption, sparkled with delight. He will come,” exchuined 
the young man! “come here— to the home which 1 owti to him. 
1 have not been unworthy of his friendship. And she”- "his breast 
heaved, but the joy faded from bis face. “ Oh, straiigxi, strange, that 
I feel sad at the thought to sec her again. Sec Iid'—Ak no I my own 
.43omfortiiig Hclcu — my own Child-angel! Her 1 caji never sec 
again! The grown woman— that is not my Helen. And yet— and 
yet (he resumed after a pause), if ever she read the pages in whicfli 
thought flowed and tremhlecl under her distani. starry light — if 
ever she see how her image has rested with me, and feel thak while 
others believe that I invent, I have but remembered — ^will she not, 
for ^i^ioment, be my own Helen again I Again, in heiirt and in 
fan^ stand by my side on the desolate bridge— hand in hand— ' 
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orphans both, as wc stood in the days so sorrowful, yet, as I recall 
,theni, so sweet. — Helen in England, it is a dream 

He rose, half-consciously, and went to the window. I'he fountain 

n ’ cd merrily before liis e^es, and the birds in the a vigr v carolled 
to liis ear. ‘"And in tins house,” he murmuved, “I saw her last 1 
And lliertj, where the foiintahi now throws its spi'ay on liigh — there 
her benefactor and mine told me that 1 was to lose her, that I might 
win fame. Alas!” 

At this time a. woman, whose dress was somewhat above her mien 
and air, which, though not without a certain respectability, were very 
Ijomclv, entered the room ; and, s(‘eing the young man standing thus 
rhoLiglitful by the window, paused. She was used to his habits • 
and since his success in life, had learned to respect them. So she did 
not disturb liis reverie, but began softly to arrange the room — dusting, 
with the. corner of lier apron, the various articles of furniture, putting 
a stray chair or two in its right place, but not touching a single paper. 
Virtuous woman, and rare as virtuous ! 

The young man turned at last, Aviih a deep, yet not altogether 
painful, sigh— 

“ My dear mother, good day to you. Ah, you do well to make the 
room look its best. Happy news ! I expect a visitor 1” 

“ Dear me, Leonard, will he want luncli — or what ?” 

“ Nay, 1 tlmik not, moth(*r. It is he io wliom we owe all — ' Hae 
otia fecit! Pardon my Latin ; it is Lord L’Estrange.” 

Tiie face of Mrs. Pairlield (the reader has long since divined the 
name) changed instantly, and betrayed a nervous twitch of all the 
muscles, which gave her a laiuily likeness to old Mrs. Avenel. 

“ Do not b(! alarmed, mother. He is the kimh'st. ” 

“ Don’t lalk SO; i can’t bear it!” cried Mrs. Kairficld. 

“ No wonder yon arc alfceted by the recollection of all his benefits. 
But when once you have seen liim, you will find yourself ever after 
at your case. And ^o, pray smile and look as good as you are ; for I 
am proud of your open, honest look when you arc pleased, mother. 
.Vncl he must see. yonr heart in your face, as 1 do.” 

With tills, Leonard put his arm round the widow’s neck and kissed 
her. She clung Id him fondly for a niomeut, and he felt her tremble 
from head to fool.. Then she broke from his embrace, anti hurried 
out of the room. Leonard thought perlmps slic had gone to improve 
iicr dress, or to car]*y her housewife energies to Die decoration of the 
other rooms ; for “the house ’’was Mrs. Eairlitdd’s hobby and pas- 
sion; and now rhat she worked no mort^, save for her amusement, it 
was her uiain ion. The hours she contrived to spend daily in 

liustUug alK»'ii! ilioM* 'Inle rooms, and leaving everything therein to 
all appearance precisely the same, were among the marvels in life 
Vviiicii the genius of Leonard had never comprehended. But she was 
always so delighted when Mr. Norreys or some rare visitor came; jmd 
said (Mr. Norreys never failed to no so), “How neatly all is kept 
lu re. What could Leonard do without you, IVlrs. Pairfield ?” 

And, to Non*eys’ infinite a.nmseuienr, l\irs. Pairficld always rct.urned 
the same answer. “ Deed, sir, and thank you kindly, but ’<i|i_my 
boliti’ that Die cirawin’-room would bo an i'ul dusly.” 
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Oxicc more', left alone, Leonard’s mind rcl.unicd to the state of 
reverie, and his face assumed the expression that had now become tp 
it habitual. Tims seen, he was changed much since we last beheld 
him. His cheek was more pale and tliin, his lips more firmly com- 
pressed, his eye more lixed. and abstract. You could detect, if I 
may borrow a toucliing Lrench expression, that “ sorrow liad passed 
by there.” But the melancholy on liis countenance was inelfabiy 
sweet and serene, and on his ample forehead there was that power, 
so rarely seen in early youth — the power that has conquered, and 
betrays its conquests but in calm. The period of doubt, of sti'ugglc, 
of defiance, was gone ])erhaps for ever ; genius and soul were recon- 
ciled to human life. It. ’was a face most loveable; so gentle and 
peaceful in its character. No ’u^ant of lire : on the contrary, the hre 
was so clear and so steadfast., that it conveyed but the impression of 
iifvht. The candour of boyhood, the simplicity of the villager were 
still there— refined by intcliigencci, but intellig(^nce that seemed to 
have travcVsc'd through knowdcjdge -not with the footstep, but the 
wing — unsullied ])y tJie niiro—teiidiiig tow^iirds the star — seeking 
through the various grades of B(;ing but the lov(fiicr forms of tmtii 
and goodness ; at home as should be the Art that consummates the 
Bcaufcii'ul— 

In den heitern Regionen 

Wo die rcineu Forincn wohnen.”* 

From this reverie Leonard did not seek to rouse himself, till the bell 
at the garden gate rang loud and shrill ; and then starting up and 
hurrying into the hall, his hand was grasped in Harley’s. 


CHABTER XVI. 

A ruLL and happy hour passed away in Harley’s questions and 
Leonard’s answers; the dialogue that naturally pusued between the 
two, on the first interview alter an absence of years so eventful to 
the younger man. 

The history of Leonard during this^ interval -was almost solely 
internal, the struggle of intellect with its own dillicultifis, the wan- 
derings of imagination through its own adventurous worlds. 

The first aim of Norreys, in iwcparing the mind of his pupil for its 
vocation, had been to establish the equilibrium of its powers, to cahn 
into harmony tlic elements rudely shaken by the trials and passions 
of the old, hard^ outer life. 

The theory of Norreys was briefly this. The education of a superior 
human being is but the development of ideas in one for the benefit of 
others. To this end, attent.ion should be directed— 1st, To the value of 
the ideas collected ; 2ndly,To their discipline ; 3rdly, to their expression. 
For the first, acquirement is necessary; for tlic second, discipline ; for 

* At home—-** Tn the screinjj regrions 

Where dwell the pure forms.’* 
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the third, art. The first comprehends know]cdp:e, purely iuteiiechml, 
whether derived from observation, memorj', roilcction, f)ooks er men, 
Aristotle or Fleet tStrcct. The second demands training, not only in- 
tellect!^, but moral; the punfvinirand exaltation of motives; the 
formation of habit-s ; in which method is hut a part of a divine and harmo- 
nious symmctry~au union of intellect and conscience. Ideas of value, 
stored by the first process ; marshalled into force, and placed under 
j^uidance, by the second; it* is the result of the third, to place them 
before tlie world in the most attractive or commanding- form. This 
may be done by actions no less than words ; ^t the adaptation of 
means to end, the passage of ideas from the brain of one man into the 
lives and souls of all, no less in action than in books, requires study. 
Action has its art as well as literature. Here Norreys had but to 
deal with the calb'ng of tiic scholar, tlui formation of tlic writer, and 
so to ^uide the perceptions towards those varieties in tlie sublime and 
beautiful, tlie just combination of which is at once ciucattok. Man 
iiimself is but a combination of elements, lie who combines in 
natoe, creates in art. 

Such, very suceincily and inadcqnaicl.v expressed, was the system 
upon wldch Norreys procoedrd lo rcg'nlatc and pcnTect the great 
n ativ e iDowers of liis })iipil ; and tliougii the reader may perhaps say 
that no sy.stem laid down by another can citlier fom genius or aictate 
to its results, yet probably nine-tciitbs at least of those in whom we 
recognise the luminaries of our race, liavc; passed, unconsciously to 
themselves (for .self-education is rarely conscious of its phases), 
through each of these processe.s. And no one who pauses to reflect 
will deny, that, according to this theory, illustrated by a man of vast 
^experience, profound knowledge, and cquisite taste, tho struggles 
of genius would be infinitely lessened; its vision cleared and 
strengthened, and tlic distance between effort and success notably 
abridged. 

Norreys, bowever was far too deep a reasouer to fall into the error 
of modern i oachers, who suppose that education can dispense vdth 
labour. No nund becomes muscular without rude and early exercise. 
Labour should be strenuous, but in rigbt directions. All that we can 
do for it is lo save the waste of time in blundering into needless 
toils. 

The master had thus first cmployetl Jiis iieojdiyte in arranging fmd 
compiling materials for a great eriti(!;il w’ork in whicli Norreys bim- 
seif was engaged. In this stage of scholastic prepmation, Leonard 
was necessarily led to the accinisition of languages, for which he liad 
great aptitude -the foundalions of a largo and comprehensive erudi- 
tion wore solidly constructed. He traced by the jdoughsliare the 
walls of the dcstiiiod citv. Habits of accuracy andof,gencralistttion 
became fonnecl insensibly ; and that precious faculty which seizes, 
amidst acciimuhitcd materials, those that serve the object for which 
they arc explored, — (that faculty which (juadniples all forpe, b\' con- 
centrating it on one point)— once roused into action, gave purpose to 
every toil and quickness lo each ‘perception. But Nonreys did not 
coniine liis pii])il solely to the mute world of a library; he iL!*’‘^uced 
him Jto some of the first minds in arts, science, and letters— and 
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active life/ “These/" said he, “are the living ideas of the present 
out of which books for the future will be written: study them ; and 
here, as in the volumes of the past, diligently amass and deliberately 
compile.*’ 

^ By degrees Norreys led on that young, ardent njind from the selec- 
tion of ideas to their aesthetic analysis — ^frorn compilation to cnticism 
but criticism severe, close, and logical— a reason for each word of 
praise or of blame. Led in this stage of liis career to examine into 
the laws of beauty, a new light broke upon his mind ; from mnidst the 
masses of marble lie had piled around him, rose the vision of the 
statue. 

And so, suddenly one day NoiToys said to liini, “ 1 need a compiler 
no longer — ^maintam yourself by your own creations.” And Leonard 
wrote, and a work tlowcred up from the seed d(‘-ep biiriexl, and the 
soil well cleared to the rays of the sun and the licallhfiLl iiiHiience of 
expmided air. 

That iirst work did not ])enetraTc to a very wide circle of readers, 
not from any i)erceptible fault of its own— there is luck in these 
things ; the first uiioiiyinous work of an original genius is rarely at 
once eminently successful. But the more experienced recognised the 
promise of the book. Publishers, who liave an instinct in the dis- 
covery of available talent, wliich often forestalls the appreciation oi 
ihe public, volunteered liberal oilers. “Be fully successful this 
time,” said Norreys; “think not of models nor of style. Strike at 
once at the common human heart— throw away the corks — swim out- 
boldly. One word more— never write a page till yon havt‘, walked 
from your room to Temple Bar, and, mingling with men, and reading 
the human face, learn wliy great poets have mostly passed their 
lives in cities.” 

Thus Leonard wrote again, and woke one morning to tind himself 
famous. So far as the chances of all professions dependent on health 
AviU pennit, present independence, and, v^ith forcsiglii and economy, 
the prospects of future competence were secured. 

“ And, indeed,” said Leonard, concluding a longer but a simpler 
narrative than is here told—/ indeed, there is some chance that i may 
obtain at once a sum lliat will leave me free for the rest of my life to 
select my own subjects ami write without care for remuneration. 
This is what I call the true (and, perhaps, alas ! the rare) independ- 
ence of him vyho devotes himself to letters. Norreys, having seen niy 
boyish pkn for the improvement of certain machinery in the steam- 
engine, insisted on my giving much time to mechanics, ^’hc study 
that once pleased me so greatly, now seemed dull ; but i went into it 
with good heart ; and the result is, that 1 have improved so far on 
my original idea, that my scheme lias met the approbation of one of 
our most scientific cnghiccrs ; and I am assured that the patent for it 
will be purchased of me upon terms which 1 am ashamed to name to 
you, so ^sproportioned do they seem to tlic value of so simple a 
discovery. Meanwhile, 1 am already rich enpugh to have realised the 
two dreams of my heart— to makc*ahomc in'the cottage where 1 had 
last you and Helen — ^Imean Miss Digby ; and to invite to that 
home ner who had slicltcred my infancy.” 
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** Your mother, where is she ? Let me sec her.” 

Leonard ran out to call the widow, hut, to bis surprise and vexa- 
tion, ieai-ned that she had quitted tlie house before L’Estrange 
arrived. 

He came back pcr]f)lexed how to explain what seemed ungracious 
and ungrateful, and spoke with hesitating lip and hushed cheek of the 
widow’s natural timidity and scmsc of her own homely station. “ And 
so overpowered is she,” added Leonard, “by the n;eollection of all 
that we ow(i to you, that she never hears your name without agitation 
or tears, and trembhxl like a leaf at the thought of seeing you.” 

“Ha! ” said Harley, with visible emotion. “Is it so?” And he 
bent down, shatlingliis face witli his hand. “And,” he renewed, after 
a pause, but not looking up — “ and you ascribe tliis fear of seeing liie. 
tins agitation at my name, solely to an exaggerated sense of— of the 
circumstances attending my acquaintance witli yonrself ? ” 

“And, perhaps, to a sort of shame that the mother of one you have 
made her proud of is but a peasant.” 

“That is all,” said lJurh\v, canicstlj', now looking up and fixing his 
eyes, in which stood t(5ars, upon J iconard’s ingenuous brow. 

“Oh, my dear lord, Avhat else can it be? Do not judge her 
harshly.” 

.L’Jistrangc arose, abruptly, prcssc'd Leonard’s h^d, muttered 
something not audible, and then drawing ids young Mend’s arm in 
his, led him into the garden, and turned tlu; conversation back to its 
former topics. 

Leonard’s heart yearned to ask after Tlclcn, and yet something with - 
held him from doing so, till, seeing Harley did not volunteer to speak 
of iier, he could not resist his impulse. “ And Helen — Miss Digby — 
is she much clianged? ” 

“ Ohaiiged, no- y(;s ; very much.” 

“ Very "much ! ” Leonard sighed. 

“ 1 shall sec her again ? ” 

“ Certainly,” said Harley, in a tone of surprise. “ How can you 
doubt it ? And i reserve to you the pleasure of sajiiig that you are 
renowned. You blush ; well, 1 will say that for you. But you shall 
give her your books.” 

“ She has not yet read them, t.hon ?~iiot the last ? The first was 
not worthy of her attention,” said Leonartl, disappointed. 

“ Slic has only just arrived in Eiiglhnd ; and, though your books 
reached me in Germany, she was not then with me. YVlien 1 have 
settled some business that will take me from town, 1 shall present 
yon to lier and my motlier.” There was a cert ain embarrassment in 
Harley’s voice as he spoke ; and, tiuaiing round abrni)tly, he exclaimed, 
“ But you have shown poetry even here. I could not have conceived 
that so much beauty could ])e drawn from what appeared to me the 
most (‘.ommon-place of all suburban gardens. YV hy, surely, where 
that charming fountain now plays stood the rude bench in which I 
read your verses.” . . 

“ It is true ; I wished to unite all together my happiest associations. 
1 tliink I told you, my lord, in one of my letters, that I had owed a 
very happy, yet very struggling time in my boyhood to the siii|;ular 
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kindness and g'cnerous instructions of a lurei.^’nei* ^vbom I ’Served, 
Tin's fountain is C 9 pi€id from one that I made iu his garden, and by 
the nmr^ of.wlncli many a summer day I liavc sat and &amt of 
fame and knowledge.” 

Tnie, you told me of that ; and your foreigner will be pleased to 
nw of your success, and no less so of your grateful recollections. By 
the way, you did ncjt mention his name.” 

Kiccabocca.” 

“ Riccabocca! I'dy oa’iti dear and noble friend!— is it possible? 
One of my reasons for rciuming to England is connected witli him. 
You shall go down with mo and sec him. I meant to start this 
evening.” 

** My dear lord,” said Leonard, “ I think that you may spare yom-- 
seif so* long a journey, i liavc - reason to suspect tliat Signor Bicca- 
bocca is my luuirest ilcighbour. Two days ago I was in the garden, 
when suddenly lifting my eyes to yon hillock 1 perceived the form of 
a man seated amongst the brushwood ; and, though I could not see his 
features, there was somotliing iu the v(;ry outline of his figure and his 
peculiar j)osture, that irresistibly reminded me of Riccabocca. I 
hastened out of the garden and ascended the hill, but he was gone. 
My snsi)icions were so strong, that J caused inquiry to be made at the 
dificrem; shops scattered about, and learned that a family consisting 
of a gentleman, his wife, and daughter, had lately come to live in a 
house tliat you must Jiavc passed iu your way hither, standing a little 
back from the road, siirroimdcd by high walls ; and though they were 
said to be Englisli, yet from the description given to me of the gentle- 
man’s pcrs 9 n Dy one wlio had noticed it, by tlic fact of a foreign ser- 
vant in. their employ, and by the very name ‘ liicbmouth,’ assigned to 
the new comers, I can scarcely doubt that it is the family you seek.” 

“ And yon have not called to ascerteda ? ” 

" Pardon me, but the family so evidently shumiiig observation (no 
one but the master liimself ever seen wiliiout the walls), the adoption 
of another name too — led me to infer that Signor lliccaboccahas some 
strong motive for concealment ; and now, with njy improved know- 
ledge of life, and recalling ;dl the past, T cannot f)ut suppose that 
[^ccabocca was not what lie appeared. Hence, 1 liavo iicsitated on 
fonuaily obtruding myself upon bis secrets, whatever they he, and 
have rather watched for some chan^ — 'veasion to meet him in his 
walks.” 

You did right, my dear Leonard ; but my rensons for seeing my 
old friend forbid all scruples of delicacy, and J v> ill go at once to his 
house.” 

“ You will t{']l ntc, my Lord, if I am right.” 

" I hope to be allowed to do so. Pray, stay at liome till I return. 
And now, ere 1 go, omi question more : You indulge conjectures as to 
liiccabocca, because he has ciiange<ihis name — vrliy have you dropped 
your own?” 

“I wished to have no name,” said Leonard, colouring deeply, 
“ but that which I coidd make myself.” 

“ Prq^d poet, this 1 can comprehend. But from v/hat reason did 
yon asdume the strange and I'mitastic name of Oran ?” 
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TliG on LconarcVs face became deeper. “ My lord,” said he, 
in a low voice, “ it is a cbildisli fancy of mine ; it is an anaffram ” 
"Ah!” 

At a lime when my cravings after knowledge were likely much to 
mislead, and perhaps undo me, 1 chanced on some poems that sud^ 
dcnly aire(‘ted my whole- mind, and Jed me np into ynin'r air ; and T 
was told 1 hat i Injse poems were wwitten in youtli, by onc^ who had 
beauty and genius — one who was in tier grave —a relation of my own, 
and her familiar name wuis Nora—” 

“ Ah ! ” agjiin ejaculated Lord L’Estrange, and Ids arm pressed 
hcrudly upon Leonard's. 

So, sonu’liow or oilier,” continued the young autlior, falteringly, 
“ I wished that if ever 1 won t,o a poet’s fame, it might be to my own 
heait., at least, associaled with this name of Nora — ^nnth her whom 
death had robbed of the fixmc that she might otherwise liave won — 
mill her wiio — ” 

He paused, greatly agitated. 

Ifarley was no less so. Lut, as if by a sudden impulse, the soldier 
bent donm his manly head and kissed the poet’s brow; then he 
liastcned to Die gate, tiling himself on his liorsi*, and rode away. 


CITAPTEll XVli. 

Loni) L’Estuange did not jirocccd at once to lliccabocca’s house. 
He -was under the inllueiiccof a remembrance too deep and too strong 
to yield casiJ y to the lukevvann claim of friendship. He rode fust and far ; 
and impossible it would bo to define the feelings that passed through a 
mind so acutely sensible and so rootcdly tciiacions of all aifeetions. 
\\ hen rccalling’his duty to the Italian, he once more struck into tlieroad 
to Norwood, tire slow pace of liis horse was significant of his omi ex- 
hausted spirits; a d(’-ep dejection iiad succiicdrcf to feverish excitement. 
“ \iiin task/’ lie murmured, “ to wean myself from the dead! Yet I 
a,m now lietroihcd to another; and she, with all liei* virtues, is not the 

one 1o ” He stopped short ill generous seli-rebukc. ‘‘'Too late 

to think of that ! Now% ail that- siioaid remain to me is to insure the 

happiness of I lie life to whicli i liavo fledged my own. Lut ” 

Me sighed as he so ■murmured. On reaching 1 he vicinity of Jliccabocca’s 
house, he put up his horse at a lil-tle inn, andproceeaedonfoot across 
the hcaDilaiid iowards Die dull square building, wliich Leonard’s 
deseripi ion ?i:ul sufficed f-o indicate as Die exile’s hew home. It was 
long lie fore any one answered ids sninmons at, the gate. Not till lie 
had Diricc rung did he hear a Jieavw step on the gravel walk within; 
1-hou the ivickct wdDim the gate nas pmd.ialiy drawn aside, a dark 
eye gleamed out, and a voice in imperfect English asked who was 
tlierc. 

“ Jjord IVEstrange and if I am right as to the person I seek, that 
name will at once admit me.” * 

Tlic door How open as did that of the mystic cavern at the sound 
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Oi “ Open, Sesame and Giacojno, almost weeping witli joyous 
eiRotion, exclaimed, in Italian, “ Tli«^ good Lord ! Holy San Gineoino ! 
thou hast heard me at last ! We are safe now/’ And dropping the 
blunderbuss with which he had lahen tlie i)rccaution to arm himself, 
he lifted Harle/s hand to his lips, in the aflect donate greeting familiar 
to his countrymen. 

*'And the Padrone?” asked Harley, as he entered the jfjiilous 
precincts. 

“ Oh, he is just gone out ; but he will not be long. You will wait 
for him?” 

“Certainly. What lady is that T see at the far end of the 
garden?” 

“ Bless her, it is our Signorina. 1 will run and tell her you are 
come.” 

“ That 1 am come ; but slm, cannot know me even by name.” 

“ Ah, ExccUcncy, can jou tliiiik so? Many and many a time lias 
sbe talked 1o me of you, and I iuive heard her iiray to the holy 
Madonna to bless you, and in a voiee so sweet ” 

“Stay, 1 will ])rcscui myself to her. Go into the house, and we 
will wait without, for the Padrone. Nay, f m;ed tdie air, iny friend.” 
Harley, as he said this, broke from Gineoino, and a])proached Violante. 

The poor cliild, in licr solit .ary walk in tiie obseurer parts of tiu! 
dull garden, bad (iscap(*d the eye of Giacomo wlnm he had gone fortii 
to answer the hell; and she, luu’onseious of the fears of wliieh she 
was the object, tiad felt something of youthful curiosity at the 
summons at the gate, and the sight of a stranger in close and fnc‘,udlv' 
confidence witii the*, unsocial Giacomo. 

As Harley now neared her "with that singular grace of mov(‘ment. 
wliich belonged to liim, a thrill shot through lier lieart— she knew 
not why. She did not recognise his likeness to the sketch taken by 
her father from his recollections of Harley’s early youth. She did 
not ^less who lie was ; and yet she f(‘lt. herself colour, and, naturally 
fearless though she was, tunied away with a vagm; alarm. 

“.Pardon my want of ceremony, ISiguoriiia,” said Harley, in Italian; 
“but I am so old a friend of your fatlicr’s that ] cannot leel as a 
stranger to yourseK,” 

Then Violante lifted to liim her dark eye.*^, so int elligent and so 
innoccnt™cyes full of snrprjse, hut not displeasf'.d surprise. And 
Harley himself stood amazed aud almost abashed, by the rich and 
jiarvellous beauty that beamed ux)on liim. My hither’s friend,” 
she said, hesitatingly, “ and 1 never to have seen you !” 

“ Ah, Signoiina,” said Harley (and something of its native humour, 
hall’ Jirch, half sad, played roiiiid his iip)^ “ you arc mistaken there ; 
you have seen me before, aud you received me much more kindly 
then ” 

“ Signor !” said Violante, more aiid more surprised, aud with a yet 
richer colour on her checks. 

Harley, who had now recovered from the first effect of her beauty, 
and who regarded her as men of his years and character are apt to 
regpfd ladies in their teens, as more cliild than woman, sufi’ered him. 
self to be amused by her perplexity ; for it was in his nature, that the 
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graver aud more mournful he felt at lieaid, the more he sought 
give play and U'him to liis spiiits. 

“ ludeed, Signorina ” said he, demurely, you insisted then on 
placing one of tJiose fair hands in mine ; tlie other (forgive me the 
fidelity of my recollections) was alVcctionatcly thrown around my 
neck.” 

“Signor!” again exclaimed Violaiite; but this time there was 
anger in her voice, as well as surprise, find nothing could be more 
charming than her look of pride and resentmemt. 

Harley smiled again, hut with so much kindly sweetness, tliat the 
anger vanished at once, or rather Violantc felt angry with herself 
that she was no longer aiigiy Avilh him. But she had looked so 
beautiful in her angei-, that Ilarley wished, perhaps, to see her angry 
again. So, composing his lips from their propitiatory smile, he 
resumed, gravely — 

“ your flatterers vill tell you, Signorina, that you are much im- 
proved since then, but I liked you better as you were ; not but what 
I hope to return some day what you then so generously pressed 
uiiqiimc.” * 

“Pressed upon you!— J? Signor, yon are under some strange 
mistake.” 

“ Alas ! no ; hut IIk; fe.uiaic heart is so capricious and fickle ! You 
jircssed it upon me, 1 assure you. I own that I was not loath to 
accept, it ” 

“ Pressed it ! Pressed what ? ” 

“ Your kiss, my child,” saidHarlcyj aud then added, with a serious 
tcndcruess, “And 1 again say that I hope to return it some dajr — 
when i1scc you, by the side of father an(f of husband, in your native 
land— tlie fairest bride, on whom tlie skies of Italy ever smiled ! And 
now, pardon a hermit and a soldier for his rude jests, and give your 
Juiiiu, in token of that pardon, — to Harley L’Estrange.” 

Violantc, w ho at the first w ords of liis address had recoiled, with a 
vague belief that the stranger was out of his mind, sprang forward as 
il, closed, and, in all tlie vivid enthusiasm of lier nature, pressed the 
jiand held out to lu;r, with both her owrn. “Harley L*Estrange — ^the 
preserver of my father’s life !” .^hc cried; and her eyes were fixed on 
his w'illi such evident gratitude and reverence, that Harley felt at 
once confused and delighted. iSh(.‘ cbd not think at that instant of 
Ihe hero of her dreams—shc thought hut of him vvho had saved her 
father. But, as his eyes sank before her own, and his head imcovered, 
bow'cd over llic liand he held, she recognised the likeness to the 
hiatures on which she bad so often gazed. The first bloom of youth was 
gone, but enough ol‘ youth still remained to soften the lapse of years, 
and to leave to manhood the attractions wiiich charm the eye. 
Instinctively she withdrew her liaiids from his clasp, and, in her turn, 
looked down. 

In Ibis pause of embarrassmeut to both, Biccabocca let himself 
into the garden by bis own lal-ch-kcv, and, startled to see a man hi 
. the side of Violantc, sprang forward with an abrupt and angry cry. 
•Harley heard, and turned. 

As if restored to courage and self-possession by the sense o her 

VOL. n. I 
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Mji^a presence, Violanle a^ain took the hand of the v.'aitor 
“mply, “it is he— is come at last.” And 
ara, Yetirmg a few steps, she contemplated them both ; and her face 
baTOmess— as if something, long silently missed and 
tteh&T^d^ ^ more a wan“ not 


BOOK. X. 


INITIAL CHAPTER. 

UPON THIS PACT— THAT THE WORLD IS STILL MUCH THE SAME AS 
IT ALWAYS HAS BEEN. 

It is observed by a very pleasant \vritei*—rcad nowadays only by 
the brave pertinacious few wio still struggle hard to rescue from the 
House of rluto the souls of departed authors, jostled and chased as 
those souls are by the noisy footsteps of the living— it is observed by 
the admirable Cnarron, that “judgment and wisdom is not only the 
best, but the happiest portion Alraiglityhath distributed amongst 
men; for though this distribution be made with a very unevcm liand 
yet riobodjr thinks himself stinted or ill-dealt wiili, but lie that hath 
never so little is contented in respect.” ^ 

And, certainly, the present narrative may s«irve in notable illusti*a* 
tion of the remark so d^y made by the witty and wise preacher, 
Por whether our friend Eiccabocca deduce theories lor daily life from 
the CTcat folio of MachiavelliA or that promising youiig gentleman , 
Mr, jR^dal .Leslie, interpret flie power of knowledge into the art of 
being too knowing for dull lionest folks to cope with liim ; or acute 
Dick Avenel push ids way up the social ascent with a blow for those 
before, and a tick for those behind Idm, after the approved fashion of 
your strong New Man ; or Baron Levy— that, cjTucal impersonation 
of Gold — compare Idmself to the Magnetic liock in the Arabian talc, 
t® which the nads in eveiy thip that approaches the influence of the 
loadstone fly from the planks, and «a shipwreck per day adds its wails 
to the Hock : questionless at least it is, that cacn of those personages 
believes that Providence has bestowed on 1dm an elder son^s inherit- 
ance of wisdom. Nor, were we to ^nce towards the obscurer paths 
of life, should we find good Parson Hale deem himself worse oil than 
the rest of the vrorld m this precious commodity— us, indeed, he has 
sigpially evinced of late in that shrewd guess of his toucidng Professor 
IN&ss; — even plain Squire Hazeldcan takes it for granted that he 

* Translation of Charron on Wisdom. By G. Staxhopk, D.D., late Dean of 
Cahtertmry (1729). A translation remarkable for case, vigour, and (despite that 
contempt for the strict rules of grammar, which was common enough amount 
at the commencement M the last century) for the idiomatic raciness of itt 
£ngU»h. 
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could teach Audley E^erton a tiling or two worth knowing in noK- 
tics ; Mr. Stim thinks that there is no branch of useful lore on wnich 
he could not instruct the Squire ; wliile Sprott, the tinker, with his 
bag full of tracts and lucifer-matches, regards the whole framework 
of modem society, from a rick to a constitution, with the profound 
disdain of a revolutiouai'y phiksoplier. Considering that every indi- 
vidual thus brings into the stock of tlie world so vast a share of 
intelligence, it cannot but excite our wonder to find that Oxenstiem 
is popularly held to be right when he said, “ Sec, my son, how little 
wisdom it requires to govern States that is. Men ! That so many 
millions of persons, each with a rirofoimd assurance that lie is pos- 
sessed of an exalted sagacity, should concur in the ascendancy of a 
feiv inferior intellects, according to a few stupid, prosy, matter-of-fact 
rules as old as the hills, is a phenomenon vwy discreditable to the 
spirit and energy of the aggregate Jiuman species ! It creates no 
surprise tliat one sensible watch-dog should control the movements 
of a flock of siUy grass-eating slieep ; but that two or three silly 
grass-eating sheep shotdd give tlie law to wliole flocks of such mighty 
sensible wa.teh-dogs~i)«V/?5q/t) / JIi*. Kiccabocca, explain that if you 
can! And wonderfully strange it is, that notwitlistanding all the 
march of enlightenment, notwithstanding our progressive discoveries 
iu the laws of nature~our railways, steam-engines, animal magnetism, 
and electro-biolopry— we have never made any improvement that is 
generally acknowledged, since Men ceased to be troglod^es and 
nomads, in the old-fashioned gamut of flats and sharps, which attunes 
into irregulm* social jog-trot «'dl the generations that pass from the 
cradh^ to the gi'ave; still, the desire for something we have not** 
impels afl the energies that keep us in movement, for good or for ill; 
according to tlie checks or the directions of each favourite desire. 

A friend of mine once said to a miUminaire, whom he saw for ever 
engaged in making money which he never seemed to have any plea- 
sure in Kspending, “Pray, Mr. , wfll you answer me one question : 

You are said to have two millions, and you spend £600 a year. In 
order to rest and enjoy, what AviH content you ?” 

“A little more/’ answered 1 he nuilionnairc. That “little more ” is 
the mainspring or civilization. Kobody ever gets it 1 

“Philus,” saith a Latin writer, “was not so rich asLselius; LseHus 
was not so rich as Scipio ; Scipio was n 4 )t so ricli as Crassus ; and 
Crassus was not so rich as he vishccl to be!” If John Bull wer« 
once contented, Mancliester might slint up its mills. It is the “littie 
more ” that makes a mere trifle of the National Debt ! — Long life 
to it ! 

Still, mend our law-books as we will, one is forced to confess tliat 
knaves are often seen in flue linen, and honest men in the most shabby 
old rags ; and still, notwithstanding the exceptions, knavery is a very 
hazardous game ; and honesty, on the whole, by far the best pohoy. 
Stfll, most of the Ten Commandments remain at the core pf ail the 
Pandects and Institutes that keep our hands off our neighbours’ 
throats, wives, and pockets ; still, every year shows that the Parson’s 
maxim — non quieta mmere — is as prudent for the health of comnA- 
nities as when Apollo recommended his votaries not to rake up a 

1 Si 
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fever by stirring the Lake Cainariua; still people, tbank Heaven, 
decline to reside in parallclogi’aius ; and the surest token that we li\'e 
•under a free govermii(*nt is, when we are governed by persons whoin 
we have a full right to imply, by our censure and ridicule, are block- 
heads compared to ourselves ! Stop that delightful privilege, and. 
by Jove \ sir, there is neither jileasnrci nor honour in being govenied 
at all ! You might as well be — a Frenchman i 


CHAPTER II 

Tjie Italian and his fricud arc closeted together. 

“ And why liavc you left your homf‘ in " shire ? ana why this 

new change of name 

“ Peschicra is in Euglautl.' ’ 

“ 1 know it.” 

And bent on discovering me; and, it is said, of sleaiijjg from me 
my child.” 

“He has had the assurance to lay wagers that he will win tlic 
hand of your heirc.ss. 1 know ■(hat too; and therefore I have come 
to England— -first to battle his design—lbr l do not think your fears 
altogether exaggerated — and next to learn from you how to follow up 
a clue which, unless I am too sanguine, may lead to his ruin, and 
your unconditional restoration. Listen lo me. You arc aware that, 
after the skirmish with Peschicju’s amied hirelings sent in scai’ch oi 
you, 1 received a polite message from the Austrian goveriinumt , 
requesting mo lo leave its Italian domains. l\ow, as 1 hold it the 
obvious duty of any foreigner, admitted to the hospitality of a stale*, 
to refrain from all t»ai1icipatioii in its civil distiubanccs, so 1 thought 
my honour assailed at tins intimation, and went at oiuic to Viruiua t(» 
explain to the Minister there (to whom 1 was pci'-souLdly known), 
that though 1 had, as ])ecaino man to man, aitlcd to i)rotcet a refugee, 
who had taken shelter luidcr my roof, from the infuriateii soldiers at 
the command of liis private foe, 1 had not oniy not sliarcd in an\ 
attempt at revolt, but dissuaded, as fur as 1 could, my It alian friends 
horn their enterprise; and fliat because, without discussing itsmeiits, 
1 believed, as a military man and a cool spectator, tht*, enterprise 
could only terminate in fniillcss bloodshed, i vras enabled to esta- 
blish my explanation i)y satisfactory proof ; and my aequaintanee 
with the Minister assunied something of the character of i'ricndship. 
I was then in a position to advocate a our cause, and to state your 
original reluctance to enter into tiie plots of the insurgents. 1 ad- 
mitted freely that you had such natural desire tor the iudc^peudcucc 
of youi* native landj that, had the standard of It aly been boldly hoisted 
by its legitimate chiefs, or at the common uprising of its whole peojde, 
you would have been fomid in tbc van, amidst the ranks of your 
countrymen ; but I maintained that you would never have sliared in 
rfieonspiracy frantic in itself, and dcuied by the lawless schemes and 
•sordid ambition of its main projectors, had you not been betrayed and 
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decoyed into it by tiic misrcpvesentaf ions and donie^iic treachery of 
your kinsman — the very man who deiionnced you. Unfortunately, of 
this statement I hfCd no proof but your own word. I made, however, 
so far an impression in your favour, and, it maybe, against the traitor, 
iiat your property was not coullscated to the State, nor Jianded over, 
upon th(! plea of your civil death, to your kinsman.” 

‘‘ How !~r do not undm-staud. tVschicra has tlie property?” 

“ lie holds the revenues but of one half npofi pleasure, and they 
would be withdrawn, could T succeed iu cstablislimg the case tliat 
eiasts apfiiinst him. T was forbidden before to mention this to you ; 
the IMiuister, not inexciesab]}^ subniitted yon to the probation of 
uncfiiditional exile. Your srrace might depend upon your own for- 
bearance iVoai fiu-tlicr conspiracies — forgive the word. I need not 
1 Avas p(M'iuitt(‘.d to return lo Lombardy, i found, on my airival, 
■jiuit -rhat your unhappy wife had been to my house, and exhibited 
great desjatir at.iiearing of my departure.” 

Kiccabocca kuif his dark ’nroAv^, and breathed hard._ 

“ i did iKJt judge it necessary lo acquaint you with this circum- 
Mauce, nor did it much aifect nua .1 ixdieved iu her guilt — and what 
could now avail Jier remorse, if rcniurse she felt ? Shortly afterwards, 

1 heard that, she was no more.” 

“ Yes,” muttered Kiceabocca, “siu; died iu the same year that I 
left llab. it nuist be a strong reay(m tliat can excaise a friend for 
a minding me cv(;u that she once lived !” 

“ I come at once to that reason,” said LtEstrange, gemtly. “This 
raituuiu 1 vvao roaming tlirough (Switzerland, riud, in one of my pedes- 
trian excursions aniidsl the mountain.^, J nut with au accident, which 
eonihied me for some days to a sofa at :i lit tic imi in au obscure 
village. My hostess was an Italian ; and, as j. tn-ul Lfl, my servant at 
a town at some distance, 1 required her attcunion llil i could write to 
him lo eoim* to me. 1 Avas ihankfid for her cares, ’and amused by her 
Italian babble. We became very good IViends. She told me she had 
been servant t o a lady of great rank, whp nad died in Switzerland: 
and that, being enriched by the generosity of her mist ress, sfic had 
married a Swiss innkeeper, and his j,coi)ie iiad becoine licrs. My 
servant arrived, and my hostess leaincd my name, which site did not/ 
know before. She came into my room greatly agitated. Ju brief, 
this Avomau had lieen servant lo 3 our wile. J?he iiad airompmued 
her to my villa, and known of luu’ anxiety' to see me, as your I'ricnd. 
The goveniinent had assigned to your wife your palace at Alilmi, with 
;i competent inconu'. She had nfu>e(l to accept ca e.itiicr. hailing 
to see me, she had set oil’ lOAA-ards Lnglaud, resolved upon seeing 
yourself; for the jouriiaks had ^taI^d ihat to ICnghuul you had 
escaped.” 

“ Slie dared !— shameless ;! And see, hut a Moment, before, i had 
forgotten all but her grim; iu a foreign sod— and these fears liud for- 
given her,” murimmal the Ilaliau. • ^ 

“ Let tliem forgive her still,” said ITarley, with all his exquisite 
sweetness of look and tone. “I resume. On entering SAvitzcrland, 
vour Avife’s licalth, which you know was aLvays delicutc, gave way. 
To fatigue and anxiety succeeded fever* and delirium ensued. Site 
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attcndant--.tke sole one she 
lea^ home. She suspectfed Fcschiera to have 
the presence of this woman she raved of 
te maoeenoe— m accents of terror and aversion, denounced your 
jQnraa&j-mia ^lled on you to vindicate her name and your own.” 

^vin^s mdeed ! Poor Paulina ! ” groaned lliccabocca, covering 
pis face with both hands. 


' But m her delirium there were lucid inten^als. In one of these 
ebe rose, 4n spite of all her servant could do to restrain Iicr. took from 
her desk sevend letters, and reading them over, exclai.mcci piteousiv, 
‘But how to get them to him?— whom to trust ? And his friend is 
gone!’ Then an idea seemed suddenly tri flush upon lier, fop she 
uttered a joyous exclamation, sat dovim, and WTote long mid mpidJv; 
enclosed what slio MTote with all the letters, in one packet, wliicli she 
sealed carefully, and bade her seiwant carry to tlic posi, witinnmiy 
imunctions to take it witli lu^r own Jiaml, and piyiiie eharge on it. 
‘For oh !' said she (I repeat ih(‘ words as my inionnant told ilieiii to 
me) — ‘ for, oli ! this is my sole chance to prove to iny husband that., 
though I have erred, I a\n not the guilty thing lie believes me ; the 
sole chance, too, to redeem my error, and rest(p'e, i)orliaps, to mi' 
husband his country, to my cliild licr heritage.* The sei-vaiit took the 
letter to the post ; and when she nitunied, her lady was asli'cj^ wii.h 
a smile upon her face. But from that sleep, slic wok(^ again delirious, 
and before the next morning her soul had tied.” Here ]li(te.'’iboeea 
lifted one hand from his face and grasped J!a,rl(*y*s arm, as if mutely 
beseeching him io pause. The heart of the man struggled hard with 
his pride and his i)liilosophy ; and it was long befor(‘, Jlaricy could 
l^d iiim io regard the worldly prospects wliicii tins last coramunica- 
tipn from his Avife might o])cn to his ruined fortmies. Not, indeed, 
till lliccabocca had persuaded liimsell) and half-persuaded Harley (hu: 
strong, indeed, was all ]n*esumption of guilt against the dead! that liis 
wife’s protestations of innocence from aU but error had been but 


ravings. * 

“Be tiiis us it ma>’,” .szad liaiicy, “there seems evei 7 reason to 
suppose that the letters enclosed were Peschiera’s correspondence, 
and that, if so, these would establish the proof of Ills influence over 
your wife, and of his perfhlioiis macliinatious against yourself. I 
resolved, before coming liithtn-, to go round by Vienna. There I 
beard, with dismay, that I*eftchiera had not only obtained the imperial 
ssmetion to demand your daughter’s hand, but had Ijoastcd to liis pro- 
lligate chcle that he should succeed ; ana he was actually on his road 
to England. 1 saw at once that could this design, by aiiy fraud or 
artifice, be successful with Violante, (for of your consent, I need not 
say, I did not dream), the discovery of tiie packet, wliatever its 
contents, would be useless: Peschiera’s end would be secured. 1 
saw also that his success would suffice for ever to clear his name ; 
for his success must imply your consent (it would be to disgraci^ 
'yofur daughter, to assert that she had married without it), and your 
^oemsent wonJa be his acquittal. I saw, too, with alarm, that to all 
moanB for the aca)mplishinent of his project he would be urged by 
despair; for his debts are great, and Bis charact-cr nothing but nev’' " 
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wealth CBn support. 1 knew that he wfws ahlc, bold, determined, and 
that he mad taken '\Nath liim a large supnly of money borrowed upon 
usury ; — ^in a word, I trembled lor you both. 1 Iwve now seen your 
dangiitor, and I tremble no more. Accomplisliea seducer as 'Pcs- 
cliiera boasts liimseif, the first look upon her face so sweet, yet so 
noble, convinced me that she is proof against a legion of Pescliicras. 
Now, then, return avo t o this all-iniportaut snbjoct~to tliis packet. It 
never reached you. Long vears have pjisscd since then. Docs it 
exist- still ? Into whose huims would it have fallen y Try to summon 
up all your recollections. The servant could not reinembcr the name 
‘01 the person to whom it was addressed; she only msisted that the 
nai!ic began Tvith a 33, tliat it was directed to .LngWid, and that to 
England siie accordingly i)aid t lie. postage. AvTioin then, with a name 
that begins Avith 13, or (inca.se the servant’s memoiy here misled her) 
Avhom did you or your wife know, during your visit to England, with 
sullicicnt uitimacy to make it probable that she would select such a 
]>crsnn for her co’nfidaiil 

“'1 cannot (conceive,” said lliccabocea, hhaking his head. ‘*We 
came 1.0 Englaiiii siiortly after our marriage. Paulina wasailected by 
the climate. Slio spoke not a Avord of Eugii.sh, and indeed not ev'Cii 
Ercncli, as mlidit have been expected from Her birtii, for her father 
was poor, and tiioroiighly Italian, She refused all society, i went, 
it is true, somcAvhat into the London world -enough to induce inc to 
shrink from I he contrast that niy second vkil as a Ijcggared refugee 
Avould have iriadc tt)^ the reception i nicf. wiiii on my first; but I 
formed no intimate friciidflii])S. i ](;eali no one whom she could have 
AA'ritien to as iniimalc with me.” 

persisted llaricy, ‘‘ think .again. V.his rlicre no lady well 
acquainted Avith Italian, and vviin whom, jicrhups, for that V^ry 
reason, your Avife became familiar ‘r ” . 

“Ah, it is true. There was one old lady of retired habits, btit 
■ Avho had been much in Italy. Lads —Ijady-— J remember— Lady Jane 
Ijorloii.” 

“Horton — Lady Jime!” exchumed Harley: “again! thrice in one 
day~is thi.s AA^ound liover to sc.nr over ? ” Then, noting liiccabocca’s 
look of surprise, he said, “Excuse me, my friend; 1 listen to you 
Asitli reucAved interest. Lady Jane was a distant relation of my own; 
slic judged me, periiaps, harslily— and i have some painful associations 
wit-li her nanic ; but she aa'us a womaif of nuiny virtues, lour wife 
kucAv licr ?” 

“Not, however, intimately — still, better than any one else in 
London. Put. Paulina would not have Avritlen to her ; she knew that 
Lady Jane had died shortly after her own departure from England. 
1 myscll’ AAms summoned back to Italy on pressing business ; slie Avas 
too unwell to journey with me as rapidly as I was obliged to travel ; 
mdecd, illness detained her severs! weeks in England. In this 
interval she might have made acquaintances. Ah, now 1 see; I 
guess. You say the name began with E. Paulina, in my absence, 
engaged a companion— a Mrs. Jlcrtrain. This ladv accompanied her 
abroad. Pauljiia became excessively attacljed to her, she knew 
Italian so well. Mrs.* Bertram left her on the road, and retu?ntid 
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^-0 England, for some private affairs of her own. 1 forget why or 
wherefore ; if, indeed, 1 ever asked or learned. • Paulimi missed her 
sadly, often talked of her, wondered why she never heard from her. 
No doubt it was to this Mrs. Bertram that she wrote I” 

“And you don’t know the lady’s friends, or address?’* 

“No.” 

“ Nor who recommended her to your wife ?” 

••No.” 

“'Probably Lady Jane Horton?” 

“ It may be so. Ve^ likely.” 

“ I will follow up this track, sbglit as it is.” 

**But if Mrs. Bertram received Ihc communication, how comes it 
that it never reached myself— O, fool that I am, how should it! 1, 
who yarded so carcfidly my incognito ! ” 

“fine. This your wife could not foresee: she would naturally 
Imagine that your residence hi Ihigland would be easily disco verca. 
But many years must have passed since your wife lost sight of this 
Mrs. Bertram, if t heii* acqufuni.aucc^ ivas made so soon after your mar- 
-iage; and nowit is a long time to retrace—beforc even your Violante 
was bom.” 

“Alas! yes. I lost t\yo fair sons in the interval Violante was 
Dom to me as i he child of soitow.” 

“And to make sorrow lovely ! how beaulifiil she is !” 

The father smiled pipudly. 

“Where, in the loftiest houses of Lurope, iind a hiisbaud worthy 
of such a prize ?” 

“You forget that T a)n still an exile — she still dowerlt'ss. You 
"orget that 1 am pursued by Peschicra ; that 1 would rather se() her a 
oeggar’s wife— than— Pain the very thought maddens ni(', it is so 
foul. Corw dl Bacco ! I have been glad to lind licr a husband 
aireadjn” 

“ Already ! Then that young man symke tndy ?” 

“ What young man ? ” 

“E^dal Leslie, bfow! You know liiinF’ Here a brief ex- 
nlanation followed. Harley lu'ard with attimtive {‘ar, and marked 
vexation, the particulars of Iticcabocca’s connection and imph’cd 
en^^ement witli LesKe. 

“There is sonietliing very suspicious to me in Jili this,” said he. 
“Why should this young raajji Isavc so sounded me as to Yiolante’s 
ohance of losing fortune if she married an Lnglisiimau ?” 

“ Did he ? 0, pooh ! excuse him. It was but his natnnd \visli to 
seem ignorant of all about me. He did not know enough of m} 
intimacy with you to betray my secret.” 

“But he knew enough of it — ^must liave known enough to have 
made it right that he should tell you I was in England. Ho does not 
seem to have done so.” 

“No— is strange— yet scarcely strange; for, when we last, 
met, his head was full of other things— love and marriaget. Bcuita ! 
youth will be youth.” 

“He has no youth left in him!” exclaimed Harley, passionately. 
I doubt if he ever had any. He is one of tliosc men who come into 
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the world with the jiulse of a centenarian. You and i never shall be 
as old— as be was in long-clothes. Ah, you may laugh ; but 1 am 
never wi’ong in my instincts. I disliked him at the first— his eye, 
his smile, his voice, liis very footstep. It is madness in you to 
countenance such a marriage; it may desti’oy ail chance of your 
restoration.'* 

“ Better that than infringe my word once passed." 

“No, no,” exclaimed Harley; “your word is not passed— it shall 
not be passed. Nay, neiver look so piteously at me. At all events, 
pause till w^c know more of this young man. If he be worthy of her 
without a dower, why, then, let him lose you your heritage. I should 
have no more to say.** 

“But why lose me my heritage? There is no law in Austria 
which can dictate to a father what husband to choose for his 
ilaughtcr.” 

“ Certainly not. But you are out of th(>‘ pale of law it;sclf just 
at- present ; and it. would surely be a reasoji for state policy to 
withhold your pardou, audit would be to the loss of tiiat favour with 
your own countrymen, wiiich w'ould noy/ make that pardon so popnlar, 
ii it W'cre known that the representative of your name were dcDi^ed 
by your daughter’s alliance with an Enghsh adventurer— a chirk in a 
j/u)»lie oliicc ! 0, sage in tlieory, why arc you such a si mple ton in 
action ?” 

Nothing moved by this taunt, Iliccabocca rubbed bis hands, and 
then stretched theni comfortably over the lire. 

“ ;M’y friend,” said he, “ the representation of )ny name w'ould ptiss 
to my son.” 

'• Hut you Jiavc no son ?*’ 

“ Hush! I am going to have one; my ,}(;inima informed me of it 
yesterday morning; and it was upon that information that I resolved 
(o speak to Leslie. Am I a simpleieii now r*’ 

“ Going to have a son,** repeated Harley, looking very bewildered; 
“ how do you know it is to Ix' a sou r” 

“Physiologists arc agreed,” said the sage, positively, “that where 
the husband is much oldcu' tluiii the wufe, .md there, has been a long 
interval without children before; sht; condescends to incretise the 
po])ulation of the world — slu' (that is, it is at least as nine to 
four) — she brings into the world a male. I consider that point, 
tliercfore, as settled, according to t he cakiulations of statisticians and 
the researches of naturalists.” 

Harley could not help laughing, 1 bough in; was still angry and 
disturbed. 

“ T’hc sann; man as ever ; ahvays the fool (,)f philosophy.*’ 

“ Ce.N/W/ci.'” said Kiceaboeca. “1 am ratlier tiio philosopher of 
fools. And talking of that, shall T present you to my Jemima ?* 

“ Yes ; but in turn I must imesent you to one who remembers mth 
gratitude your kindness, and Avhom your philosophy, for a wonder, 
has not ruined. Some time or other you must explain that to me. 
Excuse me for a nioment ; I will go for him.” 

“Eor him for w’hom? In my position I naist be cautious 
and 
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“ 1 will answer for liis faith and discretion. MeflnwLiie, order 
dinner, and let me and my friend stay to sliare it.” 

“BinnerP Qorjio di Bacco!--TiQi that Bacchus can help us here. 
What will Jemima say 

'‘Henpecked man, settle that with your connubial tyi-ant. But 
dinner it must be.” , ^ 

3’ leave the reader to iuiasriue the dclipSit of .Ijconard at sccin^^ once 
more iliccabocca uncbaiisrcd and Violaute sc.improved ; and tlic kind 
Jemima too. And their wonder at him and Ins lii.slor 3 ’;,liis hooks and 
his fame. .He narrated liis struc^gies and adv{niiures witli a simpjicit.v 
that removed fru,n a sloiy so ])crsomil the characlcr of cgolisni. 
But when he came to speak of llcieii, he was brief and reserved. 

Violante would liave qm^stioned more closely; but, to LconarcFs 
relief, Harley interposed. 

“ You shall see her whom lie speaks of before loii" and question 
her yourscir,” 

Y^^itli tluiSe word.s, Harley tinnied the young man's narrative into 
new directions ; and Leonard's Avoids agaui iiowed frecl.\\ 'ihus the 
eA^eiiing jjassed away happily loidl save lliccaboeca. If or the thought 
of his dead wife rose- <w-ciaiid ajion iicfore the exile; bub when it did, 
and became loo painful, lie crept nearer i-o Jemima, and looked in her 
simple fficc. and pressed her eoidial liand. And y(.*t- the monster had 
implied to llarley lliat liis comforter \vas a fool— so sim was, to love 
sA contemptible a slanderer of herself and her sex. 

AHoiaiitc was in a state of blissful excitement* she could not 
anal, vac her owii joy. But her conversation avus cliieliy wi tii Leonartl ; 
and the most silent of all was Harley. He sat listening to Leonard’s, 
warm, yet imprctcndiug eloqueiuio — lliat eloquence; Aviiieh ilow.s so 
naturally from genius, Avhen thoroughly at its ease, and not chilled 
back on itself by hard, nnsympatliising hearers— listened, yet more 
charmed, to the sentiments less profound, yet no less ('anie-st—scnti- 
ments so feminine, vet so noble, with which Violautc’s fresh, virgin 
heart responded to tin; poel.’s kindling soul. Those sentimeni -s of hers 
were so unlike all he heard m the common world — so akin to hiinscll' 
in his gone youth ! Occasionally-- at some high thought of licr own, 
or some lofty line from It-alian song, that she cited with liglitod eyes, 
and in melodious accents — occasionally he reared his knightly Ijcad, 
and liis lip quivered, as if he had licard the sound of a iuunpei. 
The inertness of long years %vas shaken. The Heroic, ihat lay diaq? 
beneath all the humours of his temperament, was r(;Mehcd, ap))caic(^' 
to; and stirred within him, rousing up all the bright assf)ciatioiis 
connected with it, and long dormant. vVlu n ho arose to take leaA^c , 
suipriscd at the latcnes.s of the hour, Harley said, in a touc tliai 
bespoke the sincerity of the compliment, “I thank you for the; 
happiest hours I have known for years.” liis eye dwelt on 'Violante 
as he spoke. But. timidity returned to her witli his Avords— at his 
look ; and it was no longer the inspired muse, but the bashful girl 
that stood before him. 

“And when shall I see you again?” asked Iliccabocca, discon- 
soktely, following his ^ucst to the door. 

When? Why, of course, to-morrow. Adiea! my friend. Ho 
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wonder you have borne your eidle so patiently, — with such a 
cluld!^* 

He took Leonard’s arm, and walked with him to the inn where he 
had left his horse. Leonard spoke of Violante vdth enthusiasm. 
Harley was silent. 


CHi\PTEll lU. 

The next day a somewhat old-fashioned, but exceedin^^ly patrician, 
e(|uipuge stopjicd at Iticcaboccii’s ,crardcn-f^atc. Giacomo, who. from 
a hed-room window^, liad caught sip:ht of its Aviudiiig towards the house, 
was seized with uudefinable terror wd)eii he beheld it pause before 
tlieir Avails, and heard the shidli summons at the portal. He rushed 
into his master’s presence, and implored liiin not to stir^-not to allow 
aity oui; to iiiprrcss to tlic enemies the luadiine might disgorge. 
“ 1 have heard,” said he, “how a town in Italy — think it was 
lloloicna — was once taken and giA’Cu up to the sword, by incautiously 
admiiiiiig a Avooden horse, full of the troops of Larbarossa, and all 
manner of bombs and Congreve rockets.” 

“ Tlie story is differently told iu 'Virgil ” quoth Tiiccabocca, peeping 
out f tf the window\ “ evertheless, t he jnachiiic looks AU^ry large and 
suspicious ; unloose .Pompey.” 

“bather,” said Violante, coloiinng, “it is your friend Lord 
L’Estrangc ; 1 hear his voice.” 

"Arc you sure ?” 

“ Quite. ■ Hoav can 1 be mistaken r ” 

“ Go then, Giacomo : but take .Pompey with tlicc— and give the 
idarm if wc are deceived.” 

Hut Violaule Avas right ; aud in a. few nioineuts Lord L’Estrange 
Wi'is seen Av^ailving uj? the garden, ami giving the aim to two ladies. 

“Ah,” said Riecaborca, composing hb dressing-robe around him, 
“ go, my cliiJd, and suiniuou .) cjiiiniu. Alan tu man ; but, for Heaven’s 
sake, Avoniau to Avoman.” 

Harley had brought his mother aud Helen, in compliment to the 
ladies of his friend’s household. 

The proud Coun tess kncAV t hat she W 2 fo in the presence of Adversity, 
and her salute to KiccuhoceaAvas oiilyless respectful than thatAA^hich she 
would have rendered homage to her sovcixugip Hut liiccabocca, always 
gallant to the sex that lie x)reteiided to despise, was not to be outdone 
in ceremony ; and the boAv wliich replied to the ciu*tsey would hate 
ediffed the rising generation, and delighted such surviAmg reHcs of 
the old Court breeding us mav linger yet amidst the gloomy pomp of 
IhaEaubourg St. Germain. These dues paid to etiquette, the Countess 
brielly introduced Helen as Miss Dighy, and seated herself near the 
(^xile. In a fcAv moment s tlie two elder persoii^es became quite at 
home yvitli each other; and, really, perhaps lliccabocda had ilevcr. 
sinicS^ we have known him, sliowcd to such advantage as by the side of 
his polished, hut somcwliant fomial Ausitor. Hotb had lived so little 
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'with our modern ill-bred ag:e ! They tooic out their manners of a 
former race, with a sort of "pride in airing ojice more such fine 'lace 
and superb brocade. Eiccabocca gave truce to the shrewd but 
homely wisdom of his proverbs— perhaps lie remembered that Lord 
Chesterfield denoimccs proverbs as vulgar and gaunt though his 
figure, and far from elegant though his dressing-robe, there was that 
about him which spoke undemably of the (mnd moneiir—^i one to 
whom a Marquis tic Dangcau would have offered a foutenil by the 
side of the Eotians and Montmorencies. 

Meanwhile Helen and Harley seated themselves a little apart, and 
were both silent. — the first, from timidity, the second from alistrac- 
tion. At length the door opened, and Harley suddenly sprang to liis 
feet — ^Violante and Jemima entered. Ijady LansTnerc’s eyes first 
rested on tlic daughter, luid she coi'ild scarcely refrain froin an excla- 
mation of achniripg surprise • but then, when she caught siglit of 
Mrs. Kiccabocca’s somewhat humble, yet not obsequious mien — look- 
ing a little shy, a, little homely, yet still Ihoroiiglily a gentlewoman 
(though of your plain rand kind of that genus) — she turned from the 
aauglitcr, and with the mooir vkre of the ime old school, paid her 
first respects to the wife; respects literally, for her manner implied 
3 ‘cspect, — but it was inore kind, simple, and cordial than the respect 
she had shown to Kiccabocca; — as ilic sage himself had said, hero 
‘‘it was Woman to Woman.” AikI then she look Yiolante/s hand 
in both Iters, and gazed on her as if slic ct)uld not. resist the pleasure 
of contemplating so much beauty, “My son,” she said, soltl^', and 
with a luili-sigh— my son in vain told me not to be surprised. This 
is the fust time I have ever knowm reality exceed description ! ” 

Violante’s blush here made her still more beautiful ; find as the 
Countess returned to lliccabocca, she stole gently to Ilclcn’,^ 
side. ♦ 

“Miss Digby, my ward,” said llarlcy, poiiiledV}, observing 1h;i( 
his mother had neglected, her duty of pr(‘S(Md ing liehm to tin; hidie^ . 
He then reseated liimsclf, and conversed with Mrs. Itiecaiiocca; hiii 
his bright quick eye glanced over at the two girls. They were about , 
the same age— and youth was all that, to the siiperfieiai eye, they 
seemed to have in common. A greater contrast could not 'well be 
conceived ; and, wliat is strange, bol h gained by it. ViolanI e’s brilliant 
loveliness seemed yet more dazzling, and llelen’s fair gentle face 
yet more winning, " Neither ‘had mixed much with girls of her own 
age; each took to the other at first sight. Yiohmto, as the less shy., 
began the conversation. 

“ You arc his ward~Lord L’Estrana-c’.s ? ” 

“ Yes,” 

“Perhaps you came with him from Italy?” 

“No, not exactly. P>ut 1 have bt^en in Italy for some years.” 

“ All 1 you regret — nay, I am foolish — you reiurn to your native 
land. But the skies in Italy are so blue — licrc it seems ns if nature 
wanted colours.”- 

“Lord L^Estrangc says tliat you were very young when you left 
Italy : you roraember it avcU. He, too, prefers Italy to England.” 

''He ! Impossible ! ” 
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Wliy inijpossible, fair sceptic ? ” cried Harley, interrupting liiin- 
selt' in the midst of a speech to Jemima. 

Violante had not di'eamed that she could be overheard — she was 
speaking low; but, though visibly embarrassed, she answered dis- 
tuicily— 

“ Because in England tlierc is the noblest cai’cer for noble minds.” 

Harley was startled, and replied, with a slight sigh, “ At your age 
1 should liave said as you do. But this England of ours is so crowded 
with noble minds, tliut they only jostle each other, and the career is 
one cloud of dust.” 

“ So, 1 have read, j^eems a bailie to a coninion soldier, but not to 
the chief.” 

You have read good descriptions of battles, I see.” 

Mrs. iliccabocca, who thought this remark a taunt u]ion her step- 
daughter’s studies, hastened to Violaute’s relief. 

“Her papa made her read the history of Italy, and I believe that 
is full of battles.” * ‘ 

Hauley.—AU history is, and all women are fond of war and of 
warriors. 1 wonder wliy-? 

ViOTANTE (luruing to Helen, and in a very low voice, resolved 
that Harley should not liear tins time). — We can guess why — can 
we not ? _ 

Haiiley (heiiring every word, as if it had been spoken in St. 
Paurs 'Wliisnering Galler>).~ If you can guess, Helen, i^ray teU me. 

Helen (snaking iicr j)retty head, and answering, with a livelier 
smile than usual).- -But i am not fond of war and warriors. 

Haklev (to Violante). — Tlicii 1 must appeal at once to you, self- 
(^oiivicted Belloiia tliat you arc. Is it from the cruelty natural to the 
female disposition ’r" 

Violante (with a sweet nuisieul laugh).— -Eroiii two propensities 
still more natural to ij. 

IIarlev. — You puzzle me; ; what can they be ? 

A'JOlante. — Pity and adniirutioii ; wc pity the weak and admire 
the brav e. 

Harley inclined his heiid, and was sihmf , 

Lady Lansmorc had suspendivi her eonvcrsalion wiili llicoabocca 
to listen io this dialogue. ” Giiarming ! ” she cried. “You have 
explaiued what lias often perplexed ige. Ah, Harley, I am glad to 
see that your .satire is foiled; you have no reply to that.” 

“ ISio; 1 w'illingly own myself defeated, too glad to claim the Sig- 
norina’s ])iiy, since my cavalry-sword hangs on the wall, and I can 
have no longer a professional pretence to her admiral ion.” 

He tlien rose, and glanced towards the window. “But I see a 
•move formidable disputant for my (^ompicror to encomiter is coming 
into the field— one whose profession it is to substitute some other 
roimmce for that of camp and siege.” 

“Our friend Leonard,” said 'Biccabocca, turning liis e\c also 
towards the window. “ True ; as (^uevedo says wittily, ‘Ever since 
there* bus so great a demand for type, tlierc has been much less 
lead to spare for caiiiion-halls.’ ” 

Here Leonard entered. Harley had sent Lady Lausmere’s foot- 
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man to inm with a note, that prepared him to meet Helen. As he 
came into the room, Harley took him by the hand and led him to 
LadvLansmere, 

The friend of whom I spoke. Welcome him now for my sake, 
ever after for his own and then, scarcely JiUowing time for the 
Countess's elegant and gracious response, lie drew Lconai'd towards 
Helen. Childi*en,” said lie, with a touching voice, that tlirilled 
throngh the hearts of both, “^o and seat voiu’sclves yonder, and talk 
together of the past. Signorina, 1 invite you to renewed aiscussioii 
xmoh the abstruse mctapliysical subject you have started ; let us see 
if we cannot find gentler sources for pity and admiration than war 
and warriors.’' He took Violautc aside to the pundow. “You 
remember that Leonard, in telling you his history last night, spoke, 
you thouglit rather too briefly, of the little girl who- liad been his 
companion in the nidest time of liis trials. YVlien you would have 
questioned more, I interrupted you, and said, ' You should see her 
snortly, and question her yourself*.’ And now what think }Ou of 
Helen Higby Hiisli, speak low. But lier cars arc not so sliai-]) as 


■ViOLAjvTE. — Ah! that is the fair creature whom Leonard called 
his child-angel ? YVhat a lovely innocent face !—tlic angel is there 
still 

Harp^y (pleased both at the praise and with her who gave itl — 
Ion think so ; and you are right. Helen is not communicative. But 
fine natures are like fine poems, — a glance at the first two lines suffices 
for a guess into the beauty that waits you if you read on. 

Violante gazed on Leonard anti Helen, as they sat aparl. Leonard 
was the speaker, Helen the listener ; and though the former had, ir 
his narrative the night before, been indeed liriet as to the episode in 
his life cQiinected with the orphan, enough had been said to interest 
Violante in the pathos of their former position towm’ds each other, 
and in the happiness they must feel in their meeting again™ separated 
for years on liie wide sea of life, now both saved from the storm and 
shipwreck. The tears canuj into her eyes. “True,” she said, very 

softly, “ there is more here to move pity 'and admiration fhaii in 

She paused. 

Harley.— C omplete the sentence. Arc yon ashamed to retract? 
Fie on your pride and obstinacy'. 

Violante. —No ; but even here there have been war and heroism 
— ^the war of genius with adversitj", and heroism in the comforter who 
shared it and coiisohal. Ah ! wherever pity and admiration are both 
felt, somethuig nobler than mere sorrow must iiave gone before : the 
heroic must exist. 


“ Helen does not know what fhc word heroic means,” said llm-ley, 
rather sadly*; /‘you must teach her.” 

“Is it possible,” tliought he, as he spoke, “that a Handjil Leslie 
could havp charmed tlii.s grand creature? No nicroic,’ surely, in 
that sleek young placeman.” “Your father,” lir said aloud, and fixing 
his eyes on her face, “ secs much, lie tells mo, of a young man about 
Leonard’s age, as to date; but 1 never estimate the ajre of men by 
the parish register ; and I sho'«\ld speak of that so-eallcd young man 



VAHIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 12T , 

as a contemporary of my ^cat-grandlittber j—I mean Mr. Ilandai 
Leslie. D 9 you like hiyn ? ” ' 

“ Like him said Yiolaiitc, slowly, as if sounding her own mind — 

Like him ?— yes.” 

“ Wliy ?” asked Harley, with dry and curt indignation. 

"His visits seem to please my dear father. Certainly I like 
him.” 

“ Hum. He protecs to like jmu, 1 suiJ^)ose ? ” 

Yiolantc laughed unsuspiciously. Slic had half a mind to reply.— 

Is that so strange ? ” Hut lier respect for Harley stopped her. The 
woi’ds would have seemed to her pci*t. 

I am told he is clever,” resumed Harley. 

0 , certainly.” 

And be is rather handsome. But I like Leonard’s face better.” 

“ Better— that is not the word. Lconai'd’s face is as tliat of one 
who has gazed so often upon Heaven; and Mr. LesHe’s — there is 
.neither sunlight nor starlight rejected there.” 

“ My dem' Violante ! ” exclaimed Harley, overjoyed ; and he pressed 
her hand. 

Tlie blood rushed over the girl’s ehcck and brow; her hand trembled 
ill liis. But Harley’s familiar exclamation might have come from a 
lather’s lips. 

At this moment Helen softly approached them, and looldng timidly 
into her guardian’s face, said, “ Leonard’s mother is wuth him : he 
asks me to call and see her. May IV” 

May you I A pretty notion the Signorina must form of your 
enslaved state of pupilage, wheu' she hears you ask that question. 
Of course you may.’’ 

“ Will you come with us ? ” 

Harley looked embarrfissed. He thought of the widow’s agitation 
at his name : of that desire to shun him, which Leonard had coracssed, 
and of which ho thought he divined ibc cause. And so divining, he, 
too, shrank from such a meeting. 

“ Anotlier time, then,” said he, after a pause. 

Helen looked disappointed, but said no more. 

Violante was surprised at this ungracious answer. She w-ould have 
blamed it as unfeehug in another. But aU that Harley did was right 
in her eyes. 

Camiot I go with Miss Higby ? ” smd .she ; “ and ray mother will 
go too. VVe both know Mrs. Fairfield. \Vc shall be so pleased to. 
see her again.” 

""So be it,” said Harley; ""1 will wait here with your father till 
you come back. O, as to my mother, she will excuse ’the — excuse 
Madame Biecaboocii, and you too. See how charmed she is xvitli 
ijonr father. I must stay to waicli over the conjugal interests of 

But hlrs, lliccabocca had loo mucli good old country breeding to 
leave the Countess: and Harley was forced himself to appeal to 
liady Lansmere. VvTten he had explained llic case in point, the 
. Countess rose, and said, — 

“ But I Tvill call myself with Miss Dighy,” 
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** Na” said Harle\% gravely, but in a whisper — “ uo — I would rather 
not. I will explain later.” 

“Then,” said the Countess aloud, after a glance of surprise at her 
son, “ I must insist on your })erfonning this visit, niy dear madam, and 
yoti, Signorina. In truth, 1 have something to say confidentiaUj 
to ” 

“ To me 1 ” int ernipicd lliccabocca. “ Ah, ]\ladame la Comtcssc. 
you restore me to five-aiid4wciity. Go, quick— 0 jealous and injured 
wife go, both of you— quick ; and you loo, Harley.” 

“Nay” said Lady Lansmere, in the same tone, “ Harley must stay, 
for my design is not at present upon destroying your matrimoniai 
happiness^ w'hatever it may be later. It is a design so innocent, that 
my son will be a i)artner in it.” 

Here the Countess put her lips to Harley’s ear, and whispered. 
He received licr coinmimication in attentive silence ; but when she 
had done, ])resscd her hand, and bowed his head, as it‘ in assent to 
a proposal. 

in a few minutes the three ladies and Leonard were on them road 
to the neighbouring cottage. 

Violante, with her usual delicate intuition, thought that Ijeouard 
and Helen must have much to say to each other; and (ignorant, as 
Leonard himseK was, of Helen’s engagement to Harley) began 
already, in the romance natural to her age, to predict for them liappy 
and united days in the futmt. So she took her stepmother’s arm, and 
left Helen ana Leonard to foUow. 

“ I wonder,” she said, musingly, how Miss Digby became Lord 
L’Estrauge’s ward. I hope she is not very rich, nor very higli-bom.” 

“ La, my love,” said the good Jemima, “ that is not like you ; you 
are not envious of her, poor girl ?” 

“ Envious ! Hear mamma, wliat a word ! .But don’t you think 
Leonard and Miss Higby seem born for each other ? And 1 hen the 
recollections of their childliood — the thoughts of childhood are Sf) 
deep, and its memories so strangely soft !” The long lashes di‘oo])ed 
over Violante’s musing eyes as sho spoke. “ And therefore,” she 
said, after a pause — “ therefore. T hoped that Miss Higby might not 
be very rich nor very high-boni.” 

“ I understand you now, Violante,” exclaimed Jemima, her own 
early passion for match-making instantly ret urning tu her ; “ for as 
Leonard, how’ever clever aiul distinguished, is still the son of Mark 
Eairfield, the carpenter, it would spoil all if Miss Higby was, us you 
say, rich and higli-boru. I agree with you— a very pretty match— a 
very pretty match, indeed. I wish dear Mrs. Hale were here uoiv— 
she is so eWer in settling such matters.” 

Meanwhile Leonard and Helen walked side by side a few paces in 
the rear. He liad not offered lier his arm. Tliey had been silent 
hitherto since they left Riccabocca’s house. 

Helen now spoke first. In similar cases it is generally the woman, 
be she ever so timid, who does speak first. And here Helen was the 
bolder ; for Leonard did not disguise from himself the nature of his 
feelingly and Helen was eng^ed to another ; and her i^ure heai’t was 
fdftifiea by the trust reposed in it. 
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“ And have you ever heard more of the ffood Dr. Morgan, wlio had 
powders against sorrow, and who meant to be so kind to us~though,” 
she added, colouring, “ we did not think so thenP” 

He took my child-angel from me,” said Leonard, with visible 
(jmotion : “ and if she had. not returned, where and what should T 
be now? But 1 have forgiven him. iNo, I have never met liim 
since.” 

"" And that terrible Mr. Burley?” 

“ Boor, poor Burley ! He, too, is vanishea out of my present life- 
I have made many inquiries after liim ; all I can hear is that lie went 
abroad, supposed as a correspondent to some journal. I shall like so 
much to see him again, now tliat perhaps I could help him as he 
helped me.” 

Helped yoxL—ahr 

. Leonard smiled with a beating lieart, as he saw again the clear 
prudent, warning look, and involuntarily drew closer to Helen. She 
-.eemed more restored to him and to her former self. 

“ Helped me much by liis instructions ; more, perhaps, by his very 
Taults. lou cannot guess, Helen, — I beg pardon. Miss Ligby — but I 
!brgot that we are no longer children : you cannot guess how much 
we men, and more than all perhaps, we writers, whose task it is to 
.inravcl the web of human actions, owe even to our own past errors : 
ind if we learned nothing by the errors of others, we should be dull 
ndeed. We must know where the roads divide, and liavc marked 
where they lead to, before we can erect our sign-post ; and books are 
'.he sign-posts in human life.” 

“ Books ! and I have not yet read yours. And Lord L’Estrange 
'.ells me you are famous now. Yet you remember me still — the poor 
Di^han child, whom you lirst saw weeping at her fathers grave, and 
with whom you burdened your own young; il’e, over-burdened already 
No, still call me Helen — you must always be to me— a brother ! Lord 
^’Estrange feels that ; he said so to me when he told me that we 
were totmect again. He is so generous, so noble. Brother!” cried 
Helen, suddenly, and exttmding her hand, wdtli a sweet but sublime 
ook in her gentle face — “ brother, we will never forfeit his esteem ; 
we will both do our best to repay him I Will we not ? — say so !” 

Leonard felt overpowered by contending and unanalysed emotions, 
rouched almost' to tears by the affectionate address — ^thrilled by the 
mud that pressed his own — ^and yet with a vague fear, a conscious- 
less that something more than the words themselves was implied — 
something that checked all hope. Ancl this word “ brother,^' once 
o precious and so dear, why did he shrink from it now ? — why could 
le not too say the sweet w'ord “ sister P” 

“ She is above me now and evermore!” he thought, moumfuHv ; 
nd the tones of liis vpice, when he spoke again, were caanged. The 
ppeal to renewed intimacy but made him more distant ; and to that 
ppeal itself he made no direct answer; for Mrs. Eiccabocca, now 
iirning round, and pointing to the cottage which came in view, with 
Is picturesque gable-ends, cried out — 

/'But is that your bouse, Leonard? I never saw anytliing so 

m'iiy/’ 

K 
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“ You do not remember it then,” said Leonard to HeJen, in accent.'? 
of meianclioly reproach — “ there where I saw you last ! I doubted 
whether to keep it exactly as it was, and I said, ‘ No ! the association 
is not changed because wc try to surround it with whatever beauty 
we can create ; the dearer the association, the more the Beautiful 
becomes to it natui’al/ Perhaps you don’t understand tliis—pcriiaps 
it is only wc poor pool s who do/’ 

“ 1 understand it” Helen, gently. She looked wistfully at 
the cottage. 

“ So changed —I have so often pictured it to myself— never, never 
like this ; yet I loved it, common-place as it was to my recoUectipii ; 
and the garret, and tlie tree hi tlie carpenter’s yard.” 

She did not give tlicsc thoughts utterance. And they now entered 
the garden. 


CILVPTEll IV. 

Mks. Faiefield was aiiroud woman when she received Mrs. Ilicea- 
bocca and Yiolante in her grand house ; for a grand house to her waii 
that cottage to which her boy Lenny had brought her home. Proud, 
indeed, ever was Widow Fairfield ; but she thought then in her secret 
heart, that if ever she could receive in the drawing-room of tliat grand 
house the great Mrs. Hazcldeim, who had so lectured her for refusing 
to live any longer in the liumble tenement rented of the Semire, tiu^ 
cup of human bliss would be filled, and^ she could contentedly die of 
the pride of it. She did not mucli notice Helen— her attention was 
too absorbed by the ladies who renewed their old acquaintance witli 
her, and she carried them all over the house, yea, into the very 
kitchen ; and so, somehow or other, there was a short time whcii 
Helen and Leonard found themselves alone. It was in the study. 
Helen had unconsciously seated herself in Leonard’s own chair, and 
she was gazing with anxious 'and wistful interest on the scattered 
papers, looking so disorderly (though, in truth, in that disorder there ‘ 
was method, but method oruy known to the owner), and at the vener- 
able well-worn books, in all languages, lying on the floor, on the 
chairs— anywhere. 1 must confess that Helen’s first tidy wouum- 
like idea wa.s a great desire to arraimo the litter. “ Poor Leonard,” 
she thought to herself— “ the rest of the house so neat, but no one to 
take care of his own room and of him !” 

As if he divined her tliought, Leonard smiled and said, “It would , 
be a cruel kindness to the spider, if the gentlest hand in the world ' 
tod to set its cobweb to-riglits.’* 

Helen. — You were not quite so bad in the old days. 

Lbonaed. — Yet even then, you were obliged to take care of the 
money. I have more books now, and more money. My present 
housekeeper lets me take care of the books, but she is less mdulgcn^ 
..•VI to the money.' 

Helen (archly). — Arc you as absent as ever? 



VAEIETIJIS IN ENGLISH LIFE. i31 

Leonaed.— M uch more so, I fear: the habit is incorrigible.— 
Miss Bigby 

Helen. — Not Miss Bigby — sister, if you like. 

Leonaiu) (evading the word that implied so forbidden an affinity}. 
Helen, will you grant me a favour? Your eyes and your smile saj, 
“yes.” Wm you lay aside, for one minute, your shawl and bonnet r 
■What ! can you be surprised that I ask it ? Can you not understand 
that 1 wish lor one minute to think that yoitare at home again imdci 
this roof? 

Helen east down her eyes, and seemed troubled : then she raised 
t hem, w'itli a soft angelic candour in their dovelike blue, and, as if in 
shelter from all thoughts of more warm aiicetion, again murmured 
“ and did as he asked her. 

So there she sate, amongst the dull book^ by liis taldc, near the 
open window — her fair hair parted on her forehead — ^looking so good, 
so calm, so happy! Leonard wondered at his own self-command,' 
His lieart yearned to her with such inexpressible love — liis lips so 
longed to murmur — “ All, as now so could it bo for ever ! Is the 
liomc too mean?” But that word “brother” was as a talisman 
between her and liim. / 

Yet she looked so at home— perhaps so at home she felt ! — more 
certainly than she had yet learned to do in that stiff stately house in 
wiiich she was soon to have a daughter’s rights. ‘Was she suddenly , 
made aware of this, that she so suddenly arose, and with a look of 
alftrm and distress on her face — 

« “ But— wc are keeping Lady Lansmere too long,” she said, falter, 
ingiy. “ We must go now,” and she hastily took up her shawl and 
bomiet. 

Just then Mrs, Eairtieid entered with the visitors, and began making 
excuses for inattention to !Miss Bigby, w'hosc identity with Leonard’s 
child-angel she had not yet leamed. 

Helen received these apologies with her usual sweetness. “ Nay,” 
slie said, your son and 1 are such old friends, how could you stand 
on ceremony with me ? 

“ Old friends 1 ” Mrs. Fairfield stared amaz.ed, and then surveyed 
‘the fair speaker more curiously than she had yet done. “Pretty nice- 
spokeu thing,” thought the Midow ; “ as nioe-spokcu as Miss Yiolante, 
and humblcr-hmking like, — though, as to dress, I never see anything 
so elegant out of a pictcr.” 

Helen now appropriated Mrs, Kiccabocc.a’s arm ; and, after a kind 
Icave-t iikingwith the widow, the ladies returned towards lliccabocca’a 
house. 

, Mrs. Fairfield, however, ran after them with Leonard’s hat and 
gloves, wliicli he had forgotten. 

“ ’Beexl. boy,” she said, kindly, yet scoldingly, “but there’d be no 
more lino books, if the Lord had not fixed your head on your shoul- 
ders. You would not think it, marm,” she added to Mrs. lliocabocca, 
“ but sin’ he has left you, he’s not the ’cute lad he was ; very lielpless 
at times, marm ! ” 

* Helen could not resist turning round, and looking at Leonard, wi% 
a sly smile. 
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The widow saw the smile, and catching Leonard by the arm, wl^ 
pe^ed, “ But, where before liave you seen that pretty young lady f 
Old friends ! ” 

''All, mother,” said Leonard, sadly, “it is a long tale; you have 
heard the beginning— who can guess the end P”— and he escaped. 
But Hden still leant on the arm of Mrs. Biccabocca, and, in the 
walk back, it seemed to Leonard as if the winter had re-settled in 
the sky. 

Yet he was by the side of Violante, and she spoke to him with suen 
praise of Helen ! Alas ! it is not always so sweet as folks say, to hear 
the praises of one we love. Sometimes those praises seem to ask 
ironically, “And what right ha^t thou to hope because thou Jovest? 
All love ’ 


CHAPTER V. 

No sooner had Lady Lansmere found herself* alone with Ricca- 
bocca and Harley, than she laid her hand on the exile’s ann, and, 
addressing him by a title she had not before given Iiim, and from 
which he appeared to shrink nervously, said— “ Harley, in bringing 
me to visit you, was forced to reveal to me your incogmto, for I should 
have discovered it. You may not remember me, in spite of yotir 
gallantly. But 1 mixed more in the world than I do now, during yoiu' 
first visit to England, and once sate next to you at dinner at Carlton 
House. Nay, no compliments, but listen to me. Harley tcdls me you 
have cause for some marm respecting the designs of an audacious and 
unprincipled adventurer, I may call him ; for adventurers are of all 
laScs. Suffer your daughter to come to mc^ on a visit, as long as 
you please. With me, at least, she will be sale ; and if you too, and 
the — 

“Stop, my dear madam,” interrupted Biccabocca, with great 
vivacity, “ your kindness- overpowers me. I thank you most grate- 
fully for your invitation to my child ; but ” 

“Nay.” in his turn interrupted Harley, “no huts. I was not 
aware of my mother's intention when she entered this room. But 
since she whispered it to me, I have reflected on it, and am convinced 
that it is but a prudeut precaution. Your retreat is known to Mr. 
Leslie— he is known to reschicra. Grant that no indiscretion of Mr. 
Leslie’s betray the secret; still I have reason to believe that the 
Count guesses Randal’s acquaintance with you. Audiey Egerton 
tMs morning told me he had gathered that, not from the young man 
himself, but from questions put to himself by Madame di Negra : and 
Pescliiera might, and would, set spies to track Leslie to every house 
that he visits— might and would, still more naturally, set spies to 
track myself. Were this man an Englishman, I should laugh at his 
machinations ; but he is an Italian, and has been a conspirator. What 
he could dp I know not ; bnt an assassin can penetrate into a camp, 
•jid a traitor can creep through closed walls to one’s hearth. With 
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niv mother, Violante imist be safe ; that you cannot oppose. And 
whv not come yourself ? ” 

lliccabocca had no reply to these arguments, so far as they affected 
Violante; indeed, they awakened the almost superstitious terror willi 
which he regarded his enemy, and he consented at once that Violante 
should accept the invitation proffered. But he refused it for himself 
and Jemima. 

“ To say truth.^^ said he, simply, “ I made a secret vow, on re- 
entering Englancl, that 1 would associate with none who- knew tlie 
rank 1 had fdnnerly held in my own land. I felt that all my pliilo- 
sopliy was needed, to reconcile and habituate myself to my altered 
(urcuiubtances. In order to find in my present existence, however 
humble, those blessings whicli make all life noble — dignity andi)cace 
— ^it Wits micessarv ibr poor weak hiinian nature wholly to dismiss 
the past. It would unsettle me sadly, could 1 coine to your house, 
renew awhile, in your kindness and respect — nay, in the very atmo- 
sphere of your socicty—thc sense of Avliat I have been; and then 
(should the more than doubtful chance of recall from my exile fail 
me) to awake, and find myself for the rest of , life what I am. And 
though, were I alone, I might trust mysell' perhaps to the danger — 
j et my ^vifc ; she is nappy and contented now ; would she be so if 
j qu had once spoiled her for the simple position of Dr. Kiccabocca’s 
wife i* Should I not have to listen to regrets, and hopes, and fears 
that would prick sharp through my thin cloak of philosophy P Even 
fis it is, since in a moment of weakness I confided my secret to her, I 
liiave had ‘ my rank ’ tlirowh at me— with' a careless hand, it is true — 
but it hits liard nevertheless. No stone hurts like one taken from 
tiic ruins of one’s own home ; and the grander tlie home, w'hy, the 
heavier tlie stomi! Protect, dear madam— protect iny daughter, 
since her fatlier doubts his own power to do so. But — ask no more.” 

lliccabocca was immovable here. And the matter was settled as 
he decided, it being agreed that Violante should be still styled but 
tlic (laughter of Dr. lliccabocca. 

“ And now, one word more,” said Harlc^y. “ Do not confide to 
j\lr. Leslie tliese arrangements : do not let him know where Violante 
is placed— at least, until I authorise such confidence in him. It is 
sumcieut excuse, that it is no use to know unless he called to see her, 
and his movcmcj^ts, as I said before,- may be wat(;lied. You can give 
the. same rea.son to suspend liis visits to yourself. Suffer me, memi- 
wiiiic, to mature my jiuimnent on this young man. In the meffnwhile, 
also, 1 think that 1 shall have means of ascertaining the real nature 
oi' I’cschiera’s schemes. His sister has sought to know me ; I will 
give her the occasion. 1 liave heard some timms of her in my last 
residence abroad, which make me believe that ^e cannot be wholly 
Du; Count’s tool in any scliemes nakedly villaiious : that she has some 
liner cjualtiti(;s in her than 1 once supposed ; and that she can be won 
from liis intluenec. It is a state of war ; we will carry it iiito the 
(‘uemy’s camp. Yon will promise me, then, to refrain from all further 
confidence in Mr. Leslie.” 

, ‘'Eor the present, yes,” said. Puiccabocca, reluctantly. ' 

‘ “ Do not even say that you have seen me, unless lie first tell yotr 
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tliat I am in England, ana wish to leam your residence. I will give' 
him foil occasion to do so. Pish ! don’t hesitate ; you know your 
own proverb — 

* Boccba chiuBa, ed occhio apcrto 
Non fece mai nissan deserto.’ 

* The dose mouth and the open em’ &c.” 

“ That’s vei^ true,” said the JDoctor, much struck — “ very true. 

* In boccha chima non. c*en{rano mosche:* one can’t swallow flies if 
one keeps one’s mouth shut. Corpo di Bacco! that’s very true 
indeed/^ 


CHAPTER VI. 

ViOLANTE and Jemima w'ere both greatly surprised, as the reader 
may supix)sc, when they heard, on their retunij the arrangenjents 
already made for the. former. The Countess insisted on taking her 
at once, and Riccahocca briefly said, “ Certainly, the sooner th (5 
better,” Violante was stunned and bewildered. Jemima hastened 
to make up a little bundle of things necessary, \vith many a 
woman’s sigh that the poor wardrobe contained so few things 
befitting. But among the clothes she slipped a purse, containing tlic 
savings of months, perhaps of years, and with it a few aflVcI ionate 
lines, begging Violante to ask the Countess to buy her all that was- 
proper for her father’s child. There is always something hurried and 
uncomfortable in the abrupt and unexpected withdrawal of any 
member from a quiet household. The small party broke into still 
smaller knots. Violante hung on her father, and listened vaguely to 
Ills not very lucid explanations. The Countess approached Leonard, 
and, according to the usual mode with persons of quality addressing 
young authors, complimented him lughly on the books she had not 
read, but which her son assured her were so remarkable. She was a 
little auxious to know where Harley had first met noth Mr. Oran, 
whom he called his friend; but she was too higli-bred to inquire, or K;' 
express any wonder that rank should he friends with genius. Slie 
took it for granted that they had formed thc’i: acquaintance abroad. 

Harley conversed with Ilelen. — “You are not sorry that Vioianb^ 
is coming to us ? She will be just such a companion for you as 1 
could desire ; of your own years too.’* 

Helen (ingenuously). — It is hard to thirJ: I am not younger than 
she is. 

Harley.— Wliy, my dear Helen? 

Helen.— She is so brilliant. She talks so beautifully. And T 

ILoiley.— A nd von want but the habit of talking, to do justice to 
yonr own beautiful thoughts. 

Helen looked at him gratefully, but shook her head : it was a 
common trick of hers, and always when she wsis praised. 

At last the^ preparations were made— tlie farewell was said.^ 
Violante was in the carriage by Lady Lansmcrc’s side. Slowly 
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moved on the stately ecimpa^e with its £9121 horses and trim posti 
hons, heraldic badges on their shoulders, in the style rarely seen m 
the neighbourhood of the metropolis, and now fast vanishing even 
amidst distant counties. 

Eiccabocca, Jemima, and Jackeymo, continued to gaze after it from 
the gate. 

She is gone,” said Jackeymo, brushing his eyes with his coat- 
sleeve. “ But it is a load off one’s mind.” 

“ And another load on one’s heart,” murmured Eiccabocca. “ Don’t 
cry, Jemima ; it may be bad for you, and bad for /dm that is to come. 
It is astonishing how the humours of the mother may affect tlie un- 
born. I should not like to have a son who has a more than usual 
propensity to tears.” 

liie poor philosopher tried to smile ; but it was a bad attempt. 
He went slowly in, and shut himself with Ms" books. But he could 
not read. His whole mind was unsettled. And though, Kke all 
parents, he bad been anxious to rid himself of a beloved daughter for 
life, now that she was gone but for a while, a string seemed broken 
ill the Music of Home. 


CHAPTEE VII. 

The evening of the same day, as Egerton, who was to entertain a 
large party at tliiinor, was changing lus dress, Harley wfdked into his 
room. 

Egerton dismissed his vaJet by a sign, and continued liis toilet. 

“ Excuse me, my dear Harley, I have only ten minutes to give you. 
I expect one of lAie royal dukes, and punctuality is the stern virtue of 
men of business, and the graceful courtesy of princes.” 

Harley had usually a jest for liis friend’s aphorisms : but he had 
none now. He laid his hand kindly on Egerton’s shoulaer— “Before 
I speak of my business, tell me how you arc— better ?” 

Better —nay, I am always well. Pooh ! I may look a little tired 
— years of toil will tell on the countenance. But that matters little : 
tlie period of life has passod with me when one cares how one looks 
in the glass.” • 

As he spoke, Egert.on completed his dress, and came to the hearth, 
standing there, erect and dignified as usual, still far handsomer than 
many a younger mati, and with a form that seemed to have ample 
vigour to suppoii; for many a year the sad and glorious burthen of 
poAver. 

“ iSo now to your business, Hai’lcy.” 

“ In the first place, I Avant you to present me, at the earliest oppor* 
unity, to Madame di Negra. You say she wished to know me.” 

“Are you serious ?” 

“Yes.” 

“ IVcll, then, she receives this evening. I did not mean to go *. but 
when my party breaks uo ” 
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You can call for me at ' The Travellers. ’ Do 
Next— you hnew Lady Jane lloilon better even tJian I did, at 
least in the last year of her life.” Hai-ley sighed, and Egerton turned 
and stiiTcd the nre. 

‘'Pray, did you ever see at her house, or hear her speak of, a Mrs. 
Bertram ?” 

“ Of whom ?” said Egeilon, in a hollow voice, his face still turned 
towards the fire. 

“A Mrs. Bertram; but Heavens! my dear fellow, wliat is tlie 
matter ? Are you ill ?” 

"A spasm at the heart, that is all— don’t ring— I shall be heller 
prescmtly— go on talking. Mrs. why do you ask r ” 

“Why ? 1 have hardly time to cxplajii; but 1 am, as I told you, 
resolve(i on righting iny old Italian friciid, if Heaven will hcln me, as 
it ever does help the just when they bestir themselves ; and this Mrs. 
Bertram is mixed up in ray friend’s affairs.” 

“ ]^s I How is that possible ?” 

^ Harley rapidly and succinctly explained. ^ Audley listened atten- 
tively, with his eyes fixed on the lloor, and still seeming to labour 
under great difficulty of breathing. 

At last he answered, “ 1 reinom her somctliinj," of tliis Mrs. — Mrs. 
—Bertram. But your inquiries afttu* her would be useless. 1 think 
1 have heard that slie is long since dead ; nay, I am sure of it.” 

“ Dead !— that is most unfortunate. But do you know any of licr 
relations or friends ? Can you suggest any mode of tracing this 
packet, if it came to her hands ?” 

“No.” 

“And Lady Jane had scwcely any friend that 1 hmii ember, cxcc})t 
my mother, and she knows nothing of this Mrs. Bertram. How 
unlucky! 1 think I shall advertise. Yet, no. 1 coidd only dis- 
tinguish this Mrs. Bertram from any other of the same nanie, by 
stating with whom she had gone abroad, and that would catch liic 
attention of Peschiera, and sot liim to countenvork us.” 

“ And what avails it said Egerinn. “ She whom yon seek is 
more— no more!” He paused, and went on rapidly— “ The packet 
did not arrive in England till years after her death— was no doiiljt 
returned to the post-office— is destroyed long ago.” 

Harley lookeef very much disappointed. Egeilon went on in a sort 
of set mechanical voice, as ifvot thinking of what he said, but speak- 
ing from the diy practical mode of reasoning which was habitual to 
him, and by which the man of the world destroys the hopes of an 
entnusiast. Then starting up at the sound of the first tlnmderhig 
kuock at the street-door, he said, “ Hark ! yon must excuse me.” 

“Heave you, my dear Audley. But I must again ask— Arc you 
better now?” 

“Much, much— quite well. I will call for you— probably between 
eleven and twelve ” 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

Ie any one coiiid be more surprised at seeing: Lord L’Estranf?e at 
the house of Madame di Negrathat evening than the fair hostess 
herself, it 'was Randal Leslie. Something instinctively told him that 
this visit threatened inteiference witli whatever might be liis ultimate 
projects ill regard to Riccabocca and Violante. Rut Itandal Leslie 
was not one of those wlio shrink from an intellectnl combat. On tlic 
contrary, he was too courident of his powers of intrigue, not to take 
a ucliglit in their exercise. 11c could not conceive tliat the indolent 
Harley could be a match for his own restless activity and dogged 
})erscvormice. But in a very few moments fear crept on him. 
man of his day could proiluec a more brilliant eiiect than Lord 
L’Esiuuige, when he deified to desire it. Without much pretence 
to that 3 )crsonal beauty 'vimicli strikes at first sight, he still retained 
ail tlic charm of countenance, and all the gTacc of manner, which 
had made liim in boyhood the spoiled darling of Society. Matiaine di 
ISIegra had collectca but a small circle round lier, still it was of the 
elite of tlie great world ; not, indeed, those more precise and reserved 
damen da cjtdieauy whom the lighter and easier of me fair dispensers of 
fashion ridicLde as prudes ; but, nevt^rthcless, ladies were there, as nn- 
bic.mi.sboci in reputation as high in rank ; flirts and coquettes, perhaps 
— iiotliiiig more; in short, “charming women’* — the gay butterflies 
that hover over the stiff parterp. And there were ambassadors and 
ministers, and wits and brilliant debaters, and first-rate dandies 
(dandies, when first-rate, arc gentirally very agreeable men). Amongst 
all 1 hese various persons, Harley, so long a stranger to the Lomion 
world, seemed f o make liimsclf at home with the ease of an Alcibiades. 
J\Iaiiy of the less juvenile ladies remembered him, and rushed to claim 
hi.s fuuiuaintaiice, with nods, and becks, and wreatln^d smiles. He had 
readv compliment for each. And few indeed were tliere, men or 
women, for wliom Harley L’Lstrange had not appropriate attraction. 
Distinguished reputation as soldier and scliolar for the grave ; whim 
and i)!easantry for the gay; novelty for the sated; and for the more 
vulgar natures was he not Lord L’Es^raiigc, ♦unmarried, possessed 
already of a large independence, and heir to an ancient earldom, and 
some fifty thousands a year ? 

Not till he lii^ succeeded in the general effect — which, it must be 
owned, he did his best to create— -did Harley seriously and especially 
devote himself to his hostess. And then he seated himself by her 
side ; and, Jis if in compliment to both, less pressing admirers iiiscn- 
sibh' slipped away and edged oil*. 

h rank Hazeldean was liie last to quit liis ground behind Madanio 
di Negra’s chair; but uhen he found that the two began to talk in 
Italian, and he could not understand a word they said, ho t.oo-^faiicy- 
ing, poor fellow, that he looked foolish, and cursing liis Eton educa- 
tion that liad neglected, for languages spoken by tlic dead, of wfafth 
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he had learned little, those still in use among the living, of which he 
}jad learned naught— retreated towards llaudal, and asked wistfully, 
“ Pray, what age sliould you say L’Estrange was ? He must bo 
devilish old, in spite of his looks. Why, he was at Waterloo ! ” 

“ He is young enough to be a terrible rival,” answered Eandal, with 
artful trutn. 

Prank turned pale, and began to meditate dreadful bloodthirsty 
thoughts, of wliicJi hak-triggeis and Lord’s cricket-ground/omied the 
st^le. 

Certainly there was apparent ground for a lover’s jealousy: for 
Harley and Beatrice now conversed in a low tone, and Beatrice seemed 
agitated, and Harley earnest. Bandal himself grew more and more 
perplexed. Was Ijord L’Estrange really enamoured of the Marchesa P 
If so, farewell to all hopes of Ffauk’s marriage with her ! Or was he 
merely playing a part in Eiccabocca’s interest ; pretending to be the 
lover, in order to obtain an influence over her mind, rule her tlirough 
her ambition, and secure an ally against her brother? Was this 
fmme compatible ■v\ith Eandal’s notions of Harley’s character P Was 
it consistent with that chivalric and soldierly spirit of hononr which 
the frank nobleman affected, to make love to a woman in m(n*e ruse 
de guerre ? Could mere friendship for Eiccabocca be a sutlicient in- 
ducement to a man, who. whatever his weakness or his errors, seemed 
to wear on his^ very forehead a soul above deceit, to stoop to paltry 
means, even for a worthy end? At this ([uestion, a new thought 
fla^hed^ upon Eandal — might not Lord L’Estrange have speculated 
himself upon winning Yiolantc ? — would not that account for all Ihe 
exertions he had made on behalf of her inheritance, at the court of 
Vienna — exertions of which Peschiera and Beatrice had both com- 
plained? Those objections which the Austrian government might 
take to Violante’s marriage with some obscure Englishman woidd 
probably not exist against a man like Harley L’Estrange, whoso 
family not only belonged to the highest aristocracy of England, hut 
had mways supported opinions in vogue auiongst the leading govern- 
ments of Europe. Harley himself, it is true, had never taken part in 
politics, but his notions were; no doubt, those of a high-born soldier, 
who had fought, in alliance with Austria, for the restoration of the 
Bourbons. Ana this immense wealth — which Yiolante might lose, il’ 
she married one like Eandal himself— her marriage with the heir of 
the Lansmeres might actuary tend only to secure. Could Harley, 
with all his ov’toi expectations, be indifferent to such a prize?- and no 
doubt he had learned’ Violanto’s rare beauty in his correspondence 
witli Eiccabocca. 

Thus considered, it seemed natural to Eaua?il’s estimate of liuuM-n 
nature, that Harley’s more prudish scruples of honour, as regards 
•what is due to women, could not resist a temptation so strong. JVIcrc 
friendship was not a motive powerful enough to shake them, l)at 
ambition was. 

While Eandal was thus cogitating. Prank tlius suffering, and many 
a whisper, in comment on the evident flirtation between the beiuitiCul 
hostess and the acconipiislied guest, readied the ears both of the 
brooding schemer eind the jealous lover, the conversation between the 
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f.wo objects of remark and gossip had taken a new turn. Indeed, 
Beatrice had made an effort to change it. 

^ It is long, my lord,” said she, still speaking Italian, " since I have 
heard sentiments like those you ^dress to me ; and if I do not feel 
myself wholly unworthy of them^ it is from the pleasure I have felt in 
reading sentiments equally foreign to the language of the world in 
which 1 hvc.” She took a book from the table as she spoke : “ Have 
you seen this work?” 

Harley glanced at the title-page. “ To be sure I have, and I know 
the author.” 

“ I envy you that honour. I should so like also to know one who 
has discovered to me deeps in my own heart which I had never ex- 
plored.” 

“ Charming Marchesa, if the bodk has done this, believe me that I 
have paid you no false compliment— formed no overflattermg estimate 
of your natui'e ; for the charm of the work is but in its simple appeal 
to good and generous emotions, and it can charm none in whom those 
cm o<. ions exist not ! ” 

“ Kay, that cannot be true, or why is it so popular ? ” 

“ Because good and generous emotions are more common to the 
human lieaii than wc are awaro*of till the appeal comes.” 

“ l)onT ask me to lliink that ! I have found the world so base.” 

“ Pardon me a rude question ; but what do you know of . the 
world?” 

Beatrice looked first in surprise at Harley, then glanced round the 
room wdth significant irony. 

“ 1 thought ; you c^l this little room * the world.* Be it so. 1 

will venture to say^ that if the people in this room were suddenly con- 
vert ed into an audience before a stage, and you were as consummate 
in the actor’s art, as you are in all others that iilcase and command-^** 

‘‘Well?” 

“ And were to deliver a speech full of sordid and base sentiments, 
you would hissed. But let any other woman, with half your 
powers, arise and utter sentiments sweet and womanly, or’ honest and 
lofty — and applause would flow from every lip, and tears rush to 
many a worldly eye. I’he true proof of the inherent nobleness of our 
common nature is in the sympathy it betrays with what is noble 
wherever crowds are collected. Kever believe the world is base ; — 
ii‘ it were so, no society could hold together for a day. But you 
would know the author of this book ? 1 will bring him to you.” 

“Do.” 

“And now,” said Harley, rising, and with his candid, winning 
smile, “ do y ou think we shaii ever be friends ? ** 

“ You have startled me so, that 1 can scarcely answer. But why 
would you be friends witli me P ” ^ 

“ Because you need a friend. You have none ?** 

“Strange flatterer!” said Beatrice, smiling, though very sadly; 
and looking up, her eyes caught Kandal’s. 

“Pooh!” said Harley, “you arc too penetrating to believe th^ 

f ou inspire friendshij) ifiere. Ah, do yon suppoKse mat, all the while 
have been conversiug with you, I have not noticed the walPhful 
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fcaze of Mr. llaudal Leslie? What tie can possibly connect yon 
topretlier I know not yet ; but I soon shall.” 

“Indeed! you tallc like one of the old Council of Venice. Ycrj 
try hard to make me icar you,” said iJoafcrice, seeking to escape from 
tlie graver kind of impression IL'trley had made on her, by the 
affectation, partly of co(|uctry, partly of levity. 

“And I,” said L'.Kstrange, calmly, “tell you already, that I fear 
you no more.” He bowed, and passed though the crowd to rt'join 
Au^ey, who was seated in a comer whispering with some of his 
political colleagues. Before Harley reached the minister, he found 
tdmself close to Randal and young Hazeldcan. 

He bowed to the first, and extended his hand to the last. R:mdal 
felt the distinction, and his sullen, bitter pride was deeply galled— a 
feeling of hate to wa-rds Harley passed into his mind. He was ploased 
to see the eold hesitation with wjiich Prank just touched the hand 
offered to liim. But Randal had not been the only person whose 
watch upon Beatrice tlic keen-eyed Harley had noticed, Harley had 
seen the angry looks of Prank Hazcldeau, and divined the cause. So 
he smiled forgivingly at the sliglit he had received. 

“You are like me, Mr. Hazeldcan,” said he. “ You think somelhirig 
of the heart should go with all courtesy that bespeaks fricmdsliip— 

* The hand of Douglas is his own.’ ” 

Here Harley drew aside Randal. “Mr. Leslie, a word with you. 
If 1 M'ished to know the retreat of Dr. Riccabocca, in order to reader 
him a great service, w^ould you confide to me that secret ? ” 

“ Tliut woman has let out her suspicions that I know tlio (‘xilc’s 
retreat,” thought Randal ; and with (iiiick presence of mind, lie 
replied at once — 

“ My Lord, yonder stands a eoiHicction of Dr. Riccabocea’s. Mr. 
Hazeldcan is surely the person to whom you should address tiiis 
inquiry.” 

“Not so, Mr. Leslie; for I suspect that lie cannot answer il, and 
that you can. Weil, I will ask sometliing that it seems to me you 
may grant without hesitation. Should you see Dr. Riccaboccaj tell 
him iliat I am in England, and so leave it to him to communicate 
with me or not ; but perhaps you have iilrtvidy done so ? ” 

“Lord L’Estrauge,” said Riindal, bowing low, with pointed 
formality, “ excuse me if 1 decline cither to disclaim or acfiuicsce 
in the knowledge you impute to me. If I am acquainted with any 
secret intrusted to me by Dr. Riccabocca, it is for me to use my owii 
discretion how best to guard it. ‘ And for the rest, after the Scotch 
earl, wdiose words your lordsliip has just quoted, refused to touch the 
Aand of MarmioUj, Douglas could scarcely have called Marmion back 
in order to give him~a message !” 

Harley was not prepared for lliis tone in Mr. Egerton’s protege^ 
and his own gallant nature was rather pleased than irritated by a 
haughtiness that at least seemed to bespeak imhipendence of spiift. 
Nevertheless, L*Estrange’s suspicions of Randal were too strong 
to be easily set aside, and therefore he replied, civilly, but with 
covcit taunt — 
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1 submit to your rebuke, Mr. Leslie, though I meant not the 
offence you would ascribe to me. 1 regret my unlucky quotation yet 
the more, since the wit of your retort has obliged you to identify 
yourself with Mann ion, who, though a clever and briive fellou', was 
an uncommonly— tricky one.” And so Harley, certainly having the 
best of it, moved on, and joining Egerton, in a lew minutes more bdth 
left the room. 

‘^Wliat was L’Estrango saying to you?” asked Prank: “some- 
thing about Beatrice, 1 am sure.” 

“ No ; only quoting poetiy.” 

“ Then what made you look so angry, my dear fellow ? I know it 
was your kind feeling for me. As you say^ he is a formidable rival. 
But that can’t be his envn hair. Ho you think he wears a toupet f I 
ain sure he was praising Beatiice. lie is evidently very much smitten 
with her. But i don’t think she is a woman to be caught by mere 
rank and fortune ! Ho you ? Why can’t you speak P” 

“If you do not get her consent soon, *1 think she is lost to you,” 
said llaudal, slowly; and before Prank could recover his dismay, 
glided from the house. 


CHAPTEE IX. 

Violante’s first evening at the Lansmeres had passed moreliappily 
to her thjvn the first evening under the same roof had done to Helen. 
True that she missed her father nfuch — Jemima somewhat ; but she 
so identified her father’s cause with Harley, that she had a sort of 
vague feeling that it was to promote that cause tliat she was on this 
visit to Harley’s parents. And the Oouiil.ess, it must be owned, was 
more emphatically cordial to her than she had ever been to Captain 
Jlighy’s orphan. But perhaps the real diflerence in the heart of 
(dfchcr girl was this, that Helen felt awe of Lady Lansrnere, and 
Yiolante felt only loye for Lord L’Estraage’s mother. Violante, too, 
was one of those persons whom a reserved and formal person, like 
the Countess, ‘‘can get on with,” as the phrase goes. Not so poor 
little Helen— so shy herself, and so hard to coax into more than 
gentle monosyllables. And Lady Lftnsmere’s favourite talk was 
always of Harley. Helen had listened to such talk with respect and 
interest. Violante listened to it with inquisitive eagerness— with 
blushing delight. The mother’s hejut noticed tfip distinction between 
the two, and no wonder that that heart moved more to Violante than 
to Helen. Lord Lansrnere, too, like most gentlemen of his age, 
clumped all young ladies together, ^ a harmless, amiable, hut singu- 
larly stupid class of the genus Petticoat, meant to look pretty, play 
the piano, and talk to each other about frocks and sweethearts. 
Therefore this animated dazzling creature, with her infinite variety of 
look and play of mind, took him by surprise, charmed him into atten- 
tion, and warmed Jiim into gallantry. Helen sat in her quiet corner, 
at her work, sometimes hstening with almost mournful, tsho'^lBb 
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certainly luienviona, admiration at Violantc’s vivid, yet ever imam- 
scions, eloquence of word and tliouglit — sometimes plunged deep into 
her own secret meditations. And all the while the work went on Urn 
same, under the small noiseless fingers. This was ono of Helen''s 
habits that initated tlic nerves of Lady Lansmere. Slie despised 
young ladies who were fond of work. She did not comprehend how 
often it is the resource of ihe sweet womanly mind, not {‘rom want, of 
thought, but from the silence and the depth of it. Viohintc was 
surprised, and perhaps disappointed, that Harley had hd't the house 
before dinner^ and did not return all the evening, Lut Lady Lans- 
mere, in making excuse for his absence, on the plea of criga^eiiK'nts. 
found so good an oppoi^tunitv to tidk of his ways in general— of his 
rare promise in boyhood — of her regret at the inaction of his matiu’iiy 
—of Tier hope to see him yet do justice to his natural powers, iliat 
Violante almost ceased to miss him. * 

And then Lady Lansmere conducted her to her room, and, kissing 
her cheek tendei^j said, “ Eut you are just the person Hai‘lo> adniires 
—just the person to rouse him from rociancholy dreams, of whicli his 
wild humours are now but tlie vain disguise’’ — Violauic crossed her 
arms on her bosom, and her bright eyes, deepened into tcuderncs.s, 
seemed to ask, ”He melancholy — and wliy ?” 

On leaving violantc’s room, Lady Lansmere pausi^d before the door 
of Helen’s ; and, after miisiug a littli*. wliile, cntin’cd softly. 

Helen had dismissed her maid ; and, at t lie moment Lacly Lansmere. 
eiitered, she was kneeling at the foot of the bed, her hands clasped 
before her face. 

Her form, thus seen, looked so youthful aud child-like — I he attitude 
itself was so holy and so touching, that the proud and cold expression 
on Lady Lansmere’s face changed. She sliaded the light involuntariiy, 
and seated herself in silence that she might not uistnrb the act of 
pravor, 

When Helen rose, she was startled to sec the Countess seated by 
the fire; and hastily drew ijcr baud across her eyes. She had been 
weeping. 

Lady Lansmere did not, however, tnni to observe those traces of 
tears, which Helen feared were too visible. The Countess was loo 
absorbed in her own thoughts; and as Helen timidly approached, she 
said-still her eyes on the clear low fire—** i beg youi* pardon, 
Miss Digby, for my iiiti’usion; but my son has left it to me to prepare 
Lord Lansmere to learn the ofi’er you have done Harley the honoin' 
to accimt. 1 liave not yet spoken to my lord; it may be days 
before 1 find a fittin*^ occasion to do so ; meanwhile, I feel assured 
that your sense of propriety will make you agree with me that it is 
due to Lord L’Estrango’s father, that strangers should not learn 
arrangements of such moment in nis family, before his own consent be 
obtained.” 

Here the Countess came to a full pause : and poor Helen, finding 
herself called upon for some reply to this chilling spfeech, stammereo 
out, scarcely audibly — 

‘‘ Certainly, madam, I never dreamed of ” 

•'That is right, my dear” interrupted Lady Lansmere, rising 
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gaddenly, and as if greatly rclieveli. “ 1 could not doubt your supr- 
riority to ordinary girls of your age, with whom these matters arc 
never secret for a moment. Therefore, of course, von will not mentiou, 
at present, what has passed between you and Harley, to any of the 
friends with whom you may correspond.” 

“1 have no correspondents— no friends. Lady Lansmere,” said 
Helen, deprecatingly, and trying hard not to cry. 

I am very glad to hear it, my dear ; young ladies never should 
have. Eriends, especially friends who correspond, are the worst 
enemies they can have. Good night, Miss l)igby. I need not 
add, by the way, that though we are bound to sbpw all kindness to 
this young Italian lady, still she is wholly unconnected with our 
family • and you will be as prudent with her as you would liiivc 
been witii your correspondents— had you had the nusfortune to hare 
any.” 

Lady liansmerc said the last words with a smile, and left an 
ungenial kiss (the stepiiiotlicr’s kiss) on Helen’s bended brow. She 
then left ibc room, and Helen sat on the seat vacated by the stately 
imioving form, and again covered her face with her hands, and again 
wept. LutM'henshe rose at last, and the light fell upon her face, 
than soft lace was sad indeed, but serene — serene, as if with some 
imvard sense of duty— sad, as -with the resignation which accepts 
patience instead of hope. 


GHAPTEll X. 

The next morning Harley appeared at breakfast. He was in gay 
spirits, and conversed more treely ^yiih Violantc than he had yet done, 
lie seemed to amuse himself by attacking all she said, and provoking 
her to argument. Violaute was naturally a very earnest person; 
u'liethcr grave or gay, she spoke with her heart on her lips, and he: 
soul ill her eyes, ohc did not yet comprehend the light vein ot 
Harley’s irony, so slie grew piqued and chafed ; ^ and she was so 
loverly in anger ; it so brightened her beauty and animated licr words, 
that no wonder Harley thus maliciously teased her. But what, 
periiaps, slic liked still less than the leasing — though 'she could not 
Icil why—was the kind of familiarity tiiat Harley assumed with her 
—a familiarity as il‘ he iiad knoivn her all her hfc— that of a good- 
humoured elder brother, or a bachelor uncle. To Helen, on the 
contrary, when he did not address her apart, ^ his manner was more 
rcspectiul. He did not call her by her Christian namc^ as he diii 
Violaute, but “Miss Digby,” and softened his tone and inclined his 
head when he spoke to her. Wor did he presume to jest at the very 
few and brief sentences he drew from Helen, but rather listened to 
them with deference, and invariably honoured them ivith approvai. 
After breakfast he asked Violantc to play or sing ; and when slie 
frankly owned how little she had cultivated those accomnlishments, 
he persuaded Helen to sit down to the piano, and stood by her 
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while she did so, turning over the leaves of her music-nook with the 
ready devotion of an adiniring amateur. Helen always played well, 
but less well than usual that day, for her generous nature lelt abashed. 
It was as if she were showi^ off to mortify Violantc. But Violantc, 
on the other hand, was^lSSliassionately fond of music, that she had no 
feeling left for the sense of her own inferiority. Yet she sighed when 
Helen rose and Harley thanked ;Miss Higby for the delight she had 
given him. 

The day was line. Lady Lansniere proposed to walk in the garden. 
While the l^es went upstairs for their shawls and bonnets, Harley 
lighted his cigar, and stepped from the window upon the kwn. Lady 
Jjansmere joined liini betore the girls came out. 

“ Harley,” said she, taking his arm, “ what a cliarming companion 
you have introduced to us ! 1 never met with any that botli leased 
and delighted me like this dear Violante. Most girls who possess 
some power of conversation, and who have dared to think for them- 
selves, are so pedantic, or so masculine ; but she is always so simple, 
and always stul the girl. Ah,* Harley !” 

“Why that sigh, my dear mother 

”1 was thinlang how exactly she would have suited you — how 
proud I should have been of such a daughtcr-in-law~and how happy 
you would have been with such a wife.” 

Harley started. “ Tut,” said he, peevislily, ” she is a mere child ; 
you forget my years.” 

“Why,” said Lady Lansmerc, siupriscd, " Helen is quite as young 
as Violante.” 

“In dates— yes. But Helen’s character is so staid; — ^wliat it is 
now it will be ever ; and Helen, from gratitude^ respect, or pity, con- 
descends to accept the ruins of my heart while this bright Italian 
h^ the soul of a Juliet, and would expect in a husband all the passion 
of a Borneo. Nay^ mother, hush. Do you forget that 1 am engaged 
— and of my own free will and choice ? Poor dear Helen 1 Apropos, 
have you spoken to my father, as you undertook. to do?” 

“ Not yet. I must seize the right moment. You know that my 
lord requires management.” 

“My dear mother, that female notion of marrying u.s men, cosi« 
you ladies a great w^tc of time, and occasions us a great deal o! 
sorrow. Men are easily managed by plain tnath. JFe are brought 
up to reject it, strange as it Vnay seem to you ! ” 

Lady Lansmere smued with the air of superior wisdom, and the 
experience of an accomplished wife. “Leave it to me, Harley, and 
rek on my lord’s consent.” 

Harley knew that Lady Lansmerc always succeeded in obtaining 
her way with his father ; and he felt that the Earl might natur^y be 
disappointed in such an alliance, and, without due propitiation, 
evince that disappointineiit in his manner to Helen. Harley was 
bound to save her from all chance of such humiliation. He did not 
wish her to think that she was not welcomed into his family ; there- 
fore he said, “ I resign myself to ypur promise and your diplomacy. 
Meanwhile, as you love me, be kind to my betrothed.” 

'^'Amlnotso?” 
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“Hem. Arc you as kind as if she were the great litircss you be- 
!i eve Violantc to be ? ” 

“Is it/’ answered Lady Lansmere, evading the question, “is it 
because one is an heiress and the other is not, that you make so 
marked a difference in your own manner to the two ; treating 
Violante as a spoiled child, and Miss Higby as ” 

“ The destined wife of Lord L'Estrange, and the daughter-in-law 
of Lady Lansmere — yes.” 

The Countess suiiprcsscd an impatient exclamation that rose to 
her lips, for Harley’s brow wore that serious aspect which it rarely 
assumed, save w'hen he was in those moods in which m«n must be 
.soothed, not resisted. And after a pause he went on — “I atti,going 
to leave you to-day. I have engaged apart^ments at the Clarendon. 
1 intend to patity your wish, so often expressed, that 1 should enjoy 
what are called the pleasures of my rank, and the privileges of single- 
blessedness — celebrate my adieu to celibacy, ana blaze once more, 
with the splendour of a setting sun, upon Hyde Lark and May Fair.” 

“You arc a positive enigma. Leave our bouse, just when you 
are hetrolhed to its inmate ! Is that the natural conduct of a 
lover?” 

“ How can your woman eyes he so dull, and your -woman heart so 
obtuse ?” an.swcred Harley, Jialf-laugbing, half-scolding. “Can you 
not guess Unit. I wish that Helen and myself should both lose tlje 
association of mere ward and guardian ; that the very familiarity of 
our ini^ercoLirsc under the same roof almost forbids us to be lovers ; 
that we lose the joy to meet, and the pang to part. Don’t you 
h'cmember the story of the Frcncliman, who lor twenty years loved a 
lady, and never missed passing his evenings at her house. She 
heoame a widow. * I ^vish you joy,’ cried his friend ; ‘ you may now 
marry the woman you have so loiig adored.’ ‘ Alas,’ said the poor 
Frenchman, profoundly dejected ; ‘ and if so, where shall I spend my 
evenings ? ’ ” 

Hero Yiolantc and Helen were seen in the garden, walking affec- 
tionately arm in arm. , 

“I don’t, perceive the point of your witty, heartless anecdote,” 
said Lady Ijansmcr(?, obstinately. “ Settle that, however, with Miss 
Digby. Jlut, to leave the very day after your friend’s daughter comes 
as a guest ! — what wall she think of it ?” 

Lord L’Estrange looked steadfastly at hjs motlier. “Does it matter 
much what she thinks of me? — of a 'man engaged to another; and old 
enougli to be— — ” 

“i wash to Heaven you would not talk of your age, Harley; it k a 
reflection upon mine ; and I never saw you look so wxll iior so hand- 
some.” With that she drew him on towards the young ladies ; and, 
taking Helen’s arm, asked her, aside. “If she knew that Lord 
L’Estrange had engaged rooms at the Clarendon ; and if she under- 
stood w^hy?” As while she said this she moved on, Harley was left 
by Violanie’s side. 

“ You will be very dull here, I fear, my poor child,” said lie. 

“ Dull ! But wdiy will you caii me ciuld ? Am I so very— veiy 
tjhild-like?” 

VOL. n. 
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“ Certainly, you are to ine— a mere infant. Hare 1 not seen you 
one: have I not held you in my armsP’* 

VIOLANTE.- But that was a long time ago ! 

Habley.— T rue. But if years have not stood still for you, they 
have not been stationary for me. There is the same Merence be- 
^ tween us now that there was then. And, tlicreforc, permit me still 
to call you child^ and as child to treat you 1 

ViOLANTE.— 1 will do no such thing. Do you know that 1 
always thought I was good-temj)ered till this mormng. 

HABLEY.—And what undeceived you ? Did you break your doll ? 

ViOLANTE ('with an indignant flash from her dark eyes). —There !— 
again !— you delight in provoking me ! 

Harley. — It ms the doll, then. Don’t cry ; 1 will get you 
another. 

Violantc plucked her arm from him, and walked away towards thc' 
Countess in speechless scorn. Harle/s brow contracted, in thoiiglii 
and in gloom. * He stood still for a moment or so, and then joined 
thc ladies. 

“I am trespassing sadly on your morning ; but I wait for a visitor, 
whom I sent to before you were up. He is to be here at twelve. 
W'ith your permission, I wiU dine with you to-morrow, and you will 
invite him to meet me.” 

“ Certainly. And who is your friend ? I guess — the young 
author?” 

“Leonard Fairfield.” cried Vioiante, who had conquered, or felt 
ashamed of her short-lived anger. 

“Fairfield ! ” repeated Lady Lansuicre. “ I thought, Harley, you 
said the name was Oran?” 

“ He has assumed the latter name. He is thc son of Mark Fair- 
field, who married an Avenel. Did you recognise no family likeness ? 
—none in those eyes— mother ? ” said Harley, sinking liis voice into 
a whisper, 

“No,” answered the Countess, falteringly. 

Harley, observing that Violantc was now speaking to Helen about 
Leonard, and that neither was listening to him, resumed in thc same 
low tone,— “And liis mother— Nora’s sister— shrank IVom seeing me ! 
That is the reason why I ’svished you uot to call. She has not t old the 
young man why she shrank from seeing me ; nor have 1 explained it 
to him as yet. Perh^s I ne^er shall.” 

“ Indeedj dearest flarlcy,” said the Countess, with great gentle- 
ness, “ I wish you too much to forget the folly — well, 1 will not say 
that word— the sorrows of your boyhood, not to hope tliat you will 
rather strive against sucii painful memories than renew them by 
imecessary confidence to any one; least of all to the rclatioii 

“ Enough !— don’t name her ; thc very name pains me. And as 
confidence, there are but two persons in thc world to whom I ever 
bare the old wounds— yourself and Egerton. Let this pass, lla!— 
a ring at the bell ; tliat is he ! ” 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Leonard entered on the scene, and joined the party in the garden. 
The Countess, perhaps to please her son, was more than ci\dl'-~she 
was mjirkcdly land to him. She noticed him more attentively than 
she had hitherto done ; and, with all her prejudices of birth, was 
struck to find the son of Mark Eairfield the carpenter so thoroughly 
tlie gentleman, lie might not have the exact tone and plirase by 
which Convention stereotypes those bom and sc$[Ooled in a certain 
world ; but the aristocrats of Nature can dispCttSe with such trite 
minufhe. And Leonard had Hved— of late at least— in the best 
society that exists for the polish of language and the refinement of 
manners, — the society in which the most graceful ideas are clothed 
in the most graceful forms,— the society which really, though indi- 
rectly, gives the law to courts, — ^the society of the most classic authors, 
ill the various ages in which literature has flowered forth from civi- 
lisation. And if there was something in the exquisite sweetness of 
liconard’s voice, look^ and manner, which the Countess acknowledged 
to attain that perfection in high breeding, wliich, under the name of 
“ suavity,” steals its way into the heart, so her^ iaterejt in him was 
aroused by a certain subdued melancholy wJiich is rarely without dis- 
tinction, and ncvcir without charm. He and Helen exchanged but 
few words. There was but one occasion in which they could have 
spoken apart, and Helen herself contrived to elude it. His face 
brightened at Lady Lansmerc’s cordial invitation, and he glanced at 
Helen as he accepted it ; but hey eye did not meet his own. 

“ And now,” said Harley, whistling to Nero, whom his ward was 
silently caressing, “ I must take Leonard away. Adieu! all of you, 
till to-morrow at dinner. Miss "Violantc, is the doll to have blue eyes 
or black ? ” 

Violantc turned her own black eyes in mute appeal to Lady 
Lausincrc, and nestled to that lady’s side, as if in refuge from 
ujiwoiThy insult. 


CHAPTER XII. 

“Let the carriage go to the Clarendon,” said Harley to his 
servant ; “ i and Mr. Oran will walk to town. , Leonard, I tliirik you 
would rejoice at an occasion to serve your old friends. Dr. Ricca- 
bocca and his daughter ?” 

“ Serve them !— 0 yes.” And there instantly returned to Leonard 
the recollection of Violante’s words when, on leaving his quiet village, 
lie had sighted to part from all those he loved ; and the little dark-eyed 

f iri had said, m'oudly, yet consolingly, “ But to serve those you lovct^ 
fe turned toL’Estrange with beaming, inquisilivc eyes. 
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" I said to our friend,” resumed Harley, 1 would voucU for 
your honour as my own. I am about to prove my words, and to 
confide the secrets which your penetration has indeed divined our 
friend is not what he seems.” Harley then briefly related to Leonard 
the particulars of the exile’s history, the rank he had held in liis 
native land, the manner in which, partly through the misrtipresenta- 
tions of a kinsman he had trusted, partly through the influence of a 
wife he had loved, he had been drawn into schemes which he believed 
bounded to the emancipation of Italy from a foreign yoke, by tlui 
united exertions of her best and bravest sons. 

A noble ambition.” interrupted Leonai-d, manfully. “ And pardon 
me, my lordj I should not have thought that you would speak of it in 
a tone that implies blame.” 

" The ambition in itself was noble,” answ'cred Haiier ; “ but the 
cause to which it was devoted liecamc deflled in its dark channel 
through Secret Societies. It is the misfortune of all miscellaneous 
political combinations, that with the purest motives of their more 

f enerous members lire ever mixed the most sordid interests, and the 
ercest passions of mean confederates. When those combinations act 
openly, and in daylight, under the eye of Public Opinion, the healthier 
elements usually prevail ; where they are shrouded in mystery, — where 
they are subjected to no censor in the discussion of the impartial and 
dispassionate, — where chiefs working in the dark exact blind obe- 
dience, and every man who is at war with law is at once admitted as a 
friend of freedom, — the history of the world tells us that patriotism 
soon passes away. Where all is in public, public virtue, by the 
natural sympathies of the common mind, and by the wholesome con- 
trol of shame, is likely to obtain ascendancy ; where ail is in private, 
and shame is but for him who refuses the abnegation of his cousci(’uee, 
each man seeks the indulgence of liis private vice. And hence, in 
Secret Societies (from wluch may yet pj-occed great dmigcr to idl 
Europe), we find but foul and hateful Eleusiiua, affording pretexts to 
the ambition of the great, to tlie license of the penniless, to the pas- 
sions of the revengeful, to the anarchy of the ignorant. In a word, 
the societies of these Italian Carbonari did but engender sclicmes in 
which the abler chiefs disguised new forms of despotism, and in 
which the revolutionary many looked forward to the overthrow of all 
the institutions that stand between Law and Chaos. N aturalJ v, therc- 
fijre ” (added L’Estrange, drily), when their schemes were detected, 
the conspiracy foiled, it was for the silly honest men entrapped 
into the league to suffer— the leaders turned king’s evidence, and the 
common mercenaries became— banditti.” Harley then proceeded to 
state that it was just wlicn the soi-dimni Kiccabocca had discovered 
the true nature and ulterior views of the conspirators he had joined, 
and actually withdrawn from theiw councils, that he was denounced 
by the kinsman who had duped him into the enterprise and who now 
profited by his treason. Harley next spoke of the packet despatched 
oy Riccabocca’s dying wife, as it was supposed to Mrs. Bertram; 
and of the hopes he founded on the contents of that packet, if dis- 
covered. lie then referred to the design which had brought Pes- 
clnera to England— a design which that personage had avowed with 
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such effroiiteiy to his companions at Yienna, that he had publicly laid 
wafers on his success. 

*^But these men can know nothin^ of England— -of tlie safety of 
English laws/’ said Leonard, naturally. “ wc take it for gnuited 
timt Eiccabocca, if I am still so to caU him, refuses his consent to the 
marriage between his daughter and his foe. Where, then, the danger P 
This Count, even if Violante were not under your mother’s roof, could 
not get an opportunity to see her. He could not attack the house 
and carry her off like a feudal baron in the middle a^es.” 

“All this is very true,” answered Harley, “let I have found 
llirough life that we cannot estimate danger by external circum- 
stances, but by the character of those from whom it is threatened. 
Tiiis “Count is a man of singular audacity, of no mean natural talents 
— talents practised in every art of duplicity and intrigue ; one of those 
men whose boast it is tliat they succeed in wljatcver they undertake ; 
and he is, here, urged on the one hand by all that can whet the 
avarice, and on the other, by all that can give invention to despair. 
Therefore, though I camiot guess what plan he may possibly adopt, 
I never doubt that some plan, formed witli cunning and pursued With 
daring, will be embraced the moment he discovers Yiolante’s retreat, 
imless, indeed, we can forestall all peril by the restoration of her 
father, and the detection of the fraud and falsehood to which Pesehiera 
owes Ihc fortune ho appropriates. Tims, while we must prosecute 
to the utmost our inquiries for the missing documents, so it should 
be our care to possess ourselves, if possible, of such knowledge of 
the Count's machinations as may cminlc us to defeat them. Now, it 
was with satisfaction that I learned in Germany that Peschiera’s 
sister was in Ijondou. 1 knew enough bot h of his disposition and of 
t he int imaey between himself and this lady, to make me think it probable 
he will seek to make her his instrmneat and accomplice, should he 
require cue. Pesehiera (us you may sujjpose by his audacious w^ager)^ 
is not one of those secret villains who would cut off their right hand if 
it could betray the knowledge of what was done by the left — rather 
one of those self-confident,, vaunting knaves (jf high animal spirits, 
and conscience so obtuse that it clouds their intellect — ^who m^t 
have some one to whom they can boast of their abilities and confide 
their projects. And Pesehiera has done all he can to render this 
poor woman so wholly dependent on him, us to be his slave and his 
tool. But 1 have learned certain traii.s in her character that slmw 
it to be iiiipressioiiable to good, and with tendencies to honour. 
Pesehiera had taken advantage of the admiration she excited, S 9 me 
years ago, in a rich young Englishman, to entice tliis admirer into 
gambling, and sought to make his sister both a decoy and an inst.ru- 
iiumt in his designs of plunder. She did not encourage tlic addresses 
of our countryman, but she warned him of the snare laid for him, and 
entreated him to leave the place, lest her brother should di^over and 
pimisli liQr honesty. The Englishman told me this iiimself. In line, 
my ]iop(5 of detaching tliis lady from Peschiera’s interests, and in- 
ducing her to forewarn us of his purpose, consists but in the innocent, 
and, I hope, laudable artifice, of redeeming herself— of appealing to^ 
and calling into disused exercise, the better springs of her nature.” 
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Leoxiord listened with admimtion and some surprise to the 
l&rly suhilo and saf^acious insight iulo character which Harley evinced 
in tne brief clear strokes by wliich he had thus depicted rcschicra 
and Beatrice, and ^yas struck by the boldness with w’hich Harley 
rested a whole system of action upon a few deductions drawn from 
ids reasoning on human motive and characteristic bias. Leonard had 
not expected to find so much practical acuteness in a man who, iiow- 
ever accomplished, usually seemed indifferent, dreamy, and abstracted 
to the ordinary tilings of life. But Harley L’Estrange was one of 
those whose powers lie dormant till circumstance supplies to them all 
they need for activity— the siiinulaut of a motive. 

Harley resumed— “After a conversation I had with the lady la 
night, it occiuTcd lo me that in tliis part of our diplomacy you could 
render us essential service. Madame di Negra —such is the sister’s 
name— has conceived an admiration for your genius, and a strong 
desire toknow vou personally. 1 have promised to present yop to 
her: and I shall do so after a preliminary caul ion. Tiic lady is VC17 
honasomc, and very fascinating. Jt is possible that your heart and 
your senses may not be proof against her attractions.” 

“ph, do not fear that!” exclmmed Leonard, with atone of con- 
viction so eame t tliat llai'ley smiled. 

“Forewarned is not always forearmed against the might of luai'*’., 
my dear Ijeonard ; so 1 cannot at once accept your assurance. Ihil 
listen to me I Watcli > ourself narrowlv, and if you find that vou am 
likely to be captivated, promise, on your lionoiir, to retreat at ojiec 
fromtbefield. I have no right, for the sake of another, to expose vou 
to danger ; and Madame di K eera, \i hat ever may be her good (luabt ics, 
is the last person I should wish lo see you in love with.’! 

“ In love with her ! Impossible ! ” 

“Impossible is n strong word,” returned Harley; “still, 1 own 
faii-ly taud this beli<‘f alone warrants me in tru.‘«tiiig you to her 
fasemations) that 1 do think, as far as one man can judge of anotlicr, 
that she is not the woman to attract jou; and, if filled by one pure 
and generous object in your intercourse vyith her, vou will sec her 
with purged eyes. Still X claim >our jiromise as one of honour.” 

“1 give iv* said Leonard, positively. “But how can I serve 
ILccabocca? How aid in ” 

“ Thus,” interrupted Ilarlcv.— “Tlic spell of your writings is, lliat, 
unconsciously to ourselves, wicy moke us better and nobler. Ajid 
your writings are but the impressions slnick oil’ from ,vour mind. 
Your conversation, when you arc rodsed, has the same efieet. And 
as you grow more familiar with Madame di Kegra, T wish you to 
sjieak of your boyhootl, vour youth. Describe the exile as you have 
seen him — so touching amidst his foibles, so grand amidst ilic petty 
privations of bis frdhm fortunes, so benevolent while juiring over liia 
aateful Machiuvelli, so stinglcss in bis wisdom of the serpent, so 
playfully astute in his iimocence of the dove— 1 leave the picture to 
your knowledge of Iminour and pathos. Describe Violanic brooding 
aver her Italian poets, and fiiiea witii dreams of her fatherland ; 
describe her witli all tlic Hashes of her princely nature, shiniiij^ forth 
‘inrougli iiumbie circumstance and obscure position ; waken in vour 



VAKIETIES IK ENGLISH LIEE. ISI 

iistcnw* compassion, respect, adxmration for her kindred exiles;— 
and I think our work is done. She will recognise evidently those 
whom her brother seeks. She will question you closely where you 
met with them— where they now are. Protect that secret; say at 
once that it is not your own. Against your descriptiohs and the feel- 
ings they excite, she will not be yarded as against mine. And there 
are other reasons why your influence over this woman of mixed 
nature may be more direct and effectual than my own.” 

I cannot conceive tliat.” 

“Believe it, without asking me to explain,” answered Harley. 
For he did not judge it necessary to say to Ileonard- “lam high- 
born and wealthy — ^you a peasant’s son, and living by your exer- 
tions. This woman is ambitious and distressed. She might have 
projects on me that wotdd counteract mine on her. You she would 
()ut list(ni to, and receive, through the sentiments of good or of 
])ootical that are in her — ^you she would have no interest to subjugate, 
no motive to ensnare.” 

“And now,” said Harley, turning the subject, “I have another 
object in view. This foolish sage fnend of ours, in his bewilderment 
{]ud fears, has sought to save Violante from one rogue b> promising 
licr hand to a man who, unless my instincts deceive me, I suspect 
much disposed to be another. Sacrifice such exuberance of life aiid 
spirit, to that bloodless heart, to that cold and earthward intellect ! 
By ilea^em it shall not be! ” 

“ But whom can the exile possibly have seen of birth and fortunes 
to render him a fitting spoui^C for his daughter? Whom, my lord, 
except yourself ? ” 

“Ale!” exclaimed Harley, angrily, and changing colour. “I 
AvortJjy of such a creature ? I — ^with my habits ! I — silken egotist 
that J am ! And you, a poet, to form such an estimate of one who 
might be the queen of a poet’s dream ! ” 

“ My lord, w hen we sat the other night round Eiccabocca’s hearth 
—when I hoard her speak, and observed you listen, I said to myself, 
from such knowledge of human naturdSss comes, we know not how, 
TO us poets — 1 said, ' Harley L’Estrange lias looked long and wist- 
l ully on the heavens, and he now hears the murmur of the winp that 
(.•nil waft him towards them.’ And then I sighed, for 1 thought hpw 
tlie world i*ulcs us ail in spite of ourselves, and 1 said, ‘What pity 
ior both, that the exile’s daughter iS not the worldly equal of the 
peer’s son ! ’ And you too sighed, as I thus thought ; and 1 fancied 
1 hat, while you listened to the music of the wing, you felt^he iron of 
the chain. But the exile’s daughter is your equal m birth, and you 
are her equal in heart and in soul.” 

“My poor Leonard, you rave,” answered Harley, calmly. “And 
if Violante is not to be some young prince’s bride, she should be some 
young poet’s.” 

“Poet’s! 0, no!” said Leonard, with a gentle laugh. “Poets 
need repose where t/iep love ! ” 

Haiicy was struck by the answer, and mused over it iji silence. 
“I comprehend,” thought he: “it i.s a new light that dawns on me. 
What is needed by the man, whose whole life is one strain after gli£^ 
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— whose soil! sinks, in latij^c, to the companionship of earth — is not 
<hc love of a nature like his own. He is right — ^it is repose ! 'While 
1 !— it is true™boy that he is, his intuitions are wiser than all niy 
experience ! It is excitement — energy — elevation, that Love should 
bestow on me. But I have chosen ; and, at least, with Helen, my 
life will be cahn, and my hearth sacred. Let the rest sleep in the 
same grave as my youtli.” 

“But,” said Leonard, wishing kindly to arose his noble friend 
from a reverie which he felt was mournlul, though he did not divine 
its true cause— “ but you have not yet told me the name of the Sig- 
norina’s suitor. May I know ?” 

“ Probably one you never heard of. Randal Leslie— a placciuan. 
You refused a place won were right.” 

“ Randal Leslie ? Heaven forbid ! ” cried Leonard, revealing Ids 
surprise at the name. 

“ Amen ! But what do you know of him ? ” 

Leonard related the story of Burley’s paniphlet. 

Harley seemed delighted to hear his suspicions of Randal confirmed. 
•* The paltry pretender I—and yet I fancied that he might be formid- 
able ! However, we must dismiss him for the present ;— we are ap- 
proaching Madame di egra’s house. Prepare yourself, and remember 
your promise.” 


CHAPTER Xin. 

Some days have passed by. Leonard and Beatrice di Negra have 
already made friends. Harley is satisfied with his young friend’s 
report. He himself has been actively occupied. He has sought, but 
hitherto in vain, all trace of Mrs. Bertram ; he has put that investi- 
gation into the hands of his lawyer, and his lawyer has not been more 
fortunate than himscli'. Moreover, Harley has blazed foi'lli again in 
the London world, and promises again dc faire fureur ; but he lias 
always found time to spend some hours in the twenty-foui* at Jus 
father’s liouse. He has continued much the same tone w itli Violantc, 
and she begins to accustom herself to it, and reply saucily. His calm 
courtship to Helen Hows on in silence. Leonai'd, too’, has been a 
frequent guest at the Lansiil’eres: aU welcome and like liim there, 
Peschiera has not evinced any sign of the deadly nmclimatious 
ascribed to liim. He goes less into tlie dra^^ring-room world; for 
in that world he meets Lord L’Estrange ; and brilliant and handsome 
though Peschiera be, Lord L’Estrange, like Rob Roy Maegregor, is 
“on his native heath,” and has the decided advantage over the 
foreigner. Peschiera, however, shines in the clubs, and jilays high. 
Still scarcely an evening passes in which he and Baron Levy do not 
meet. 

Audiey Egerton has been intensely occupied with affairs Only 
seen once by Harley. Harley then was about to deliver himself 
jrf his sentiments respecting Randal Leslie, and to communicate ihc 
Sfory of Burley and the pamplilet. Egerton stopped him short. 
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“ My dear Harley, don’t tiy to set me against this youu" man. I 
wish to liear iiothin^? in liis disfavour. In the first place, it would not 
alter the line of conduct I mean to adopt with regard to him. He is 
my wife’s kinsman ; I charged myself with his career, as a wish of 
hers, and therefore as a duty to myself. In attaching liim so >oung 
to inv own fate, I drew liim necessarily away from the professions in 
whicli his industry and talents (for he has both in no conjmon degree) 
would have secured his fortunes ; therefore, be he bad, be he good, 
1 shall try to provide for him as I best can ; and, moreover, cold as i 
am to him, and worldly though perhaps he be, 1 have somehow or 
other- conceived an interest in him— a liking to him. He has been 
under my roof, he is dependent on me ; he luis been docile and pru- 
dent, and I am a lone childless man ; therefore, spare him, since in so 
doing you spare me; and ah, Harley, 1 have so many cares on me 
that ” 

0, say no more, my dear, dear Audley,” cried the generous friend ; 

how little people know you !’* 

Audley’s hand trembled. Certainly his nerves began to show wear 
and tear. 

Mi'anwhile, the object of this dialogue— the type of perverted in- 
tellect — of mind without heart— of knowledge whicli had no am but 
power— was in a state of anxious perturbed gloom. He did not 
know whether wholly to believe Levy’s assurance of bis patron’s 
ruin. He could not believe it when he saw that gi;eat house in 
(jTosvenor Square, its hall crowded with lacqueys, its sideboard 
blazing with plate ; when no dun was ever seen m the antechamber ; 
when not a tradesman was ever known to cidl twice for a bill. He 
hinted to Levy the doubts all these phenomena suggested to him; 
but ihc Baron only smiled ominously, and said — 

“ True, the tradesmen arc always paid ; but tlic hm is the ques- 
tion! Randal, mo^i c/ier^ you are too innocent. I have but two 
pieces of advice to suggest, in the shape of two proverbs — ‘Wise 
rats rim from a falling house,’ and, ‘ Make hay while the sim shines.’ 
Apropos, Mr. Avcncl likes you gi’eatly, and has been talking of the 
f)oroug]i of Lansmere for you. lie has contrived to get together a 
great interest there. Make much of him.” 

llandal liad indeed been to ^Irs. Avenel’s f^oiree dansmte, and 
callt‘d twice and found her at home, and been very bland and civil, 
and admired the children. She liad two, a boy and a girl, ve^' like 
their lather, with open faces as bold as brass. And as all- this had 
won Mrs. Avenel’s good graces, so it had propitiated her husband’s. 
Avcnel shrewd enough to see how clever Randal was. He called 
him “ smart,” and said he would have got on in America,” which 
was tlic highest praise Dick Avenel ever accorded to any man. But 
Dick liimsclf loolced a little careworn; and this was the first year in 
which he liad murmured at the bills of liis wife’s dressmaker, atid 
said with an oath, that “ there was such a thing as going too much 
ahead.” 

Randal had visited Dr. Riccabocca, and found Yiokintc floum. 
Tnie to his promise to Harlev, the Italian refused to say where, and 
suggested, as was agreed, that for the present it would be moi^ 
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prudent if Randal suspended his Tmts to Leslie, not liking 

this proposition, attempted to. make himself still necessary, by work- 
ing on lliccabocca’s fears as to that espionage on his retreat, which 
had been among the reasons that had hurried the sage into offering 
iiandal Violante’s hand. ^ But liiccabocca had alreadj^ learned that 
the fancied spy vas but his neighbour Leonard ; and. without so say- 
ing, he cleverly contrived to make the supposition of such espionage 
an additional reason for the cessation of Leslie’s visits. Randal 
then^ in liis own artful, qmet, roundabout way, had sought to find 
out if any communication liad passed between L’Estrange and Ricca- 
bocca. Brooding over Harley’s words to him, he suspected there 
had been such communication, with his usual penetrating astuteness. 
Riccabocca, here, was l^s on his guard, and rather parried the side- 
long questions than denied their inferences. 

Randal began already to surmise the truth. Where was it likely 
Violante shoiilcl go but to the Lausmeres ? This confirmed his idea 
of Harley’s pretensions to her hand. With such a. rival what chance 
had he ? Jfoindal never doubted for a moment that the pupil pf 
Macliiavelli would tlirow him over,” if such an aUiance to his 
(laughter really presented itself. The schemer at once discarded 
from his projects all further aim on Violaiitc ; cither she would be 
poor, and lie \vould not have her; or she would be rich, and her 
father would give her to anotlu^r. As his heart had never been 
touched by the fair jtaJiaii, so the moment licr inheritance became 
more doubtful, it gave him no pan.g to lose her ; but lie did ft;ci very 
sore and resentfiil at tiic thought of being supplanted liy Lord 
L’Estrange, — the mnii who had insulted him. 

Neither, as yet, had Randal made any way in his dc'signs on Frank. 
For several days Madame di Negra had not b(^en at home either to 
himself or young llazeldcan ; and Frank, tliough very unhappy, was 
piqued and augr}"; and Randal suspected, jmd smspeoted, and sus- 
pected, lie knew not exactly what, but that the devil was not so kind 
TO him there as that father of lies ought to have been to a son so 
dutiful. Tet, with all these discouragements, there was in Randal 
Leslie so dogged and determined a conviction of his own success 
there was so great a tenacity of purpose under obstacles, and so vigi- 
lant an eye upon all chances that could be turned to his favour, that 
ghe never once abandoned hope, nor did more than change the dctfiiis 
in his main schemes. Out «>f calculations apparently the most far- 
fetched and improbable, he had constructed a patient jiolicy, to which 
he obstinately clung. How lar his reasonings and patience served to 
his ends, rcmain.s pt to be seen. But could our contempt for the 
baseness of Randal himself be separated from the faculties wiiioh he 
elaborately degraded to the service of that bfuseiiess, one might allow 
that there was something one could scarcely despise in this still self- 
reliance, 'this inflexible resolve. Had such qualities, aided as they 
were by abilities of no ordinjvry acuteness, been implied to objects 
commonly lionest, one would havQ backed Iiandal Leslie agaiiisi any 
tiftj^ picked prize-men from the colleges. But there are judges of 
weight and metal who do that now, especially Baron Levy, who says 
tb Imitsclf, as he eyes that pale face alt intelJect, and that spare form 
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ill nerve, This is a man wlio must make way in life ; lie is worth 
helping/* 

By tiie words “ worth lielping,’* Baron Levy meant “ worth get- 
ting into my power, that he may help me.’* 


ClIAPTEll XIY. 

But Parliament had met. Events that belong to history had con- 
tributed yet more to weaken the administration. Raudm Leslie’s 
interest became absorbed in politics ; lor the stake to him was his 
whole political career. Should Audlcy lose office, and for good, 
Audley could aid him no more; but to abandon his patron, as Levy 
recommended, and pin liimself, in the hojie of a seat in Parliament, to 
a stranger— lui obscure stranger, like l)ick Avcnel— that was a policy 
not to be adopted at a brcatii. Meanwliile, almost every night, when 
the House met, that pjile face and spare form, which Levy so identi- 
iied with shiwdncss and energy, miglit be seen amongst the benches 
appropriated to those more select strangers who obtain the Speaker’s 
order of admission. There, Kaiidal Inward the gi'eat men of that day, 
and with the half-contemptuous &in*]:)risc at tlieir fame, which is com- 
mon enougli amongst clever wcll-ediicatcd young men, who know 
not w'hat it is to speak in the House*, of Commons. He keard much 
slovenly English, much trite reasoning, some eloquent thoughts, and 
close argument, often delivered in a jerking tone of voice (popularly 
called the Parliamentary twang), and often accompanied by gesticula- 
tions that would have shocked the manager of a provincial theatre. 
He thought how mucli better than tliosc great dons (with but one or 
two exceptions) he himself could speak — with w'hat more refined 
logic— with what more polished periods — how much more like Cicero 
and Burke ! Very probably he might liave so spoken, and for that 
^ ery reason have made t hat deadest of all dead failm*cs— a pretentious 
imitation of Burke and Cicero. One thing, however, he was obliged 
to own, viz,, that in a popular re})rcscntativc assembly it is not pre- 
cisciy knowledge >vhich is power, or if knowledge, it is but the know- 
ledge of that pai-ticular assembly, and wdiat will best take with it ; — 
passion, invective, sarcasm, l)old (lecianmtion, slxrewd common sense, 
tiiC readiness so rarely found in a very profound m'ud— he owned that 
all these were the qualities that told; when a man who exhibited 
notJiing but ‘‘knowledge,” in the ordinary sense of the word, stood an 
iimniuent chance of beiiiff coughed down. 

There at his loft— last out one iii the row of the ministerial chiefs— 
Tlandal watched Audlcy Egerton, his anns folded on liis breast, his 
hat drawn over his brows, liis eyes fixed with steady courage on what- 
ever speaker in the Opposition held possession of tlie iioor. And 
twice Bundal heard Egerton spe^wand marvelled much at the effect 
that minister produced. Eor of those (jualitics enumerated above, 
and whicli Randal had observed to be most sure of success, Audley 
I'lgertou only exhibited to a marked degree— the common sense and 
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tlie readiness. And yet, though but little appkuded by noisy cheers, 
no speaker seemed more to satisfy friends, and command respect 
from foes. The true secret was this, hich llaudal miglit well not 
divine, since that young person, despite Jiis ancient birth, his Eton 
rearing, and his refined air, was not one of Nature’s gentlemen; — ^the 
true secret was, that Audlcy Egcrtoii moved, looked, and spoke like 
a thorough gentleman of England. A gentleman qt more t^n ave- 
rage talents and of long cxj)crieiice, speaking his sincere opinions — 
not a rhetorician aiming at edect. Moreover, Egci*ton was a con- 
summate man of the woi'ld. He said, with nervous simplicity, what 
Ids paiiy desired to be said, and put wdiat his opponents felt to be the 
strong points of tlie case. Cjilm and decorous, yet spirited and ener- 
getic, with little variety of tone, and action subdued and rare, but yet 
signalised by earnest vigour, Audlcy Egerton impressed tlie iiudcr- 
stauding of the dullest, and pleased tlie taste of the most fastidious. 

But once, wlien allusions were made to a certain popular question, 
on which the premier had announced his resolution to refuse aU con- 
cession, and on tlie expediency of wduch it was ounoimccd that the 
cabinet was nevertheless divided - and wdien such allusions w'crc 
coupled with direct appeals to Mr. Egerton, as “the enlightened 
member of a great commercial constituency,” and with a llattcring 
doubt that “that Bight Honourable gentleman, member for that great 
city, identified the with cause of the Burgher class, could be so far 
bclund the spirit of the age as his official chief, Bandal observed that 
Egerton drew his hat still more closely over his brows, a*nd turned to 
whisper with one of his colleagues. lie could not be ffol 2 /p to speak. 

Tliat evening Biindal wallccd home with Egerton, and intimated 
his surprise that the mmister had declined wiiat seemed to him a good 
occasion for one of those brief, weighty replies by winch Audlcy was 
chiefly distinguished—'an occasion towdiicli he hud been loudly invited 
by the “ hears” of the House. 

“Leslie,” answ'ercd the statesman, briefly, “I owe all my success 
ill Parliament to this rule— 1 have never spoken ughinst my convic- 
lions. I intend to abide by it to the last.” 

“But if the questional issue comes before the House, you will vote 
against it ?” 

“ Gertaiuly, I vote as a member of the cabinet. But since I am hot 
leader and mouthpiece of the party, I retain as an individual the privi- 
lege to speak or keg? silence<’^ 

“Ah, my dear Mr. Egerton,” exclaimed Banda], “forgive me. 
But tliis question, right or wrong, has got such hold of tin; public 
mind. So little, if conceded in time, would give content ; and it is so 
clear (if I may judge by the talk I hear evcryw^hcrc I go) that by 
refusing all concession, the Government must fail, that 1 wish ” 

“ So do I wish,” intermpted Egerton, with a gloomy, impatient 
sigh — “so do I wish ! But what avails it ? If my advice had been 
taken but three weeks ago— now it is too late— we could have doubled 
the rodk ;■ we refused, we must spht upon it.” ^ 

This speech was so unlike the discreet and reserved minister, that 
Bandal gathered courage to proceed with an idea that had occurred to 
jf i£s own sagacity. And before I state it, 1 must add that Ege?ion had of 
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late shown much more personal kindness to liisprotegS^ whether his 
spirits were broken, or that at last, close and compact as his nature 
ot bronze was, he felt the imperious want to groan aloud in some 
loving ear, the stem Audley seemed tamed and softened. So Eandal 
went on. 

“ May I say what I have heard expressed with regard to you and 
^ your position— in the streets — in the clubs V* 

“ Yes, it is in the streets and the clubs that statesm^a should go to 
school. Say on.” 

“ Well, then, I have heard it made a matter of wonder why you, 
and one or two others I will not name, do not at once retire from the 
Tninistry, and on the avowed ground that you side uith the public 
feeling on this irresistible question.” 

“Eh!” 

“ It is clear that in so doing yon would become the most popular 
man in the country— clear that you would be summoned back to 
power on the shoulders of the people. No new cabinet could be 
formed without you, and your station in \i w^ould perhaps be higher, 
for life, than that which you may now retain but for a few weeks 
loiger. Has not this ever occurred to you?” 

“ Never,” said Audley, udth dry composure. 

Airiiized at such obtuscncss, Kjindal exclaimed, “ Is it possible ! 
\ud yet, forgive me if I say I think j^ou arc ambitious, and love 
/-•ower.” . . 

^ “No man more ambitious; and if by i)ower you mean office, it 
has gi'own the habit of my life, and 1 shall not know what to do 
without it.” 

“ And how, then, has what seems to me so obvious never occurred 
to you?” 

“ ]3(icause you are young, and therefore I forgive you ; but not the 
gossips who could wonder why Audley Egerton refused to betray the 
friends of his whole career, and to i)rofit by the treason.” 

“ Hut one should love one’s country before a party.” 

“ No doubt of that ; and the first interest of a country is the lionotir 
of its public men.” 

“ But men may leave thfir paiiy without dishonour !” 

“ Who doubts that ? Do you suppose that if 1 'were an ordinary 
inde})ondcnt member of Parliament, headed with no obligations, 
charged with no trust, I could hesitate fi)r a moment what course to 

pursue? Oh^ that 1 were but the member for ! Oh, that I 

had t,he full nght to be a free apnt ! But if a member of a cabinet, 
a chief in whom thousands confide, because he is outvoted in a council 
of liis colleagues, suddenly retires, and by so doing breaks up the 
whole party whose coiifidcrice he has enjoyed, whose rewards he has 
reaped, to whom lu? owes the very position wdiich he employs to their 
ruin— own that though his choice may he honest, it is one whirS 
requires all the consolations of conscience.” 

“But you will have those cousohilions. And,” added Pumdul, 
energetically, “ the gain to your career will be so immense I” . , 

“ That is precisely what it cannot be,” answered r^gcfion, gioomhy. 
“ I gra)i( that 1 may, if 1 choose, resign office with tlu' ])rcscnt G(.\ cm- 
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ment, and so at once destroy that Government ; for my rcsiffnaticn 
on such gro^md would suffice to do it. I grant this ; but for that 
very reason 1 could not tlie next day take office with another adminis- 
tration. I could not accept wages for desertion. No gentleman 

could ! and therefore ” Audley stopped short, and buttoned his 

coat over his broad breast. The action was signilicant ; it said that 
the man’s mind was made up. 

In fact, whether Audl(iy Egerton was right or \vTong in his theory, 
depends upon much subtler, and perhaps loftier views m the casuistry 
of political duties, than it w'as in liis character to take. And I guard 
niyself from saying anytliing in praise or disfavour of his notions, or 
implying that he is a lit or unfit example in a parallel case. I am but 
describing the man as he was, and as a man like himw'ould inevitably 
be, imder the influences in which he lived, and in that peculiar world 
of which he was so emphatically a member. “ Ce n'est pas moi qni 
park, ckst Marc AurHeJ* 

He speaks, not I. 

Banoal hid. no time for further discussion. They now readied 
Egerton’s house, and the minister, taking the chamoer candlestick 
frpm his servant’s hand, nodded a silent good-night to Leslie, and 
with a jaded look retired to his room. 


CHiVPTER XV. 

Btjt not on the threatened question was that eventful campaign oi 
Party decided, Tlie. Government fell less in liattlc than skirmish. 
It was one fatal Moiiday—a duU question of finance and figures. 
Proi^ and few were tlic speakers. All the Government silent-, save 
the Chancellor of the Exchec^ucr, and another business-like personage 
connected with the Board ot Trade, whom the House would hardly 
condescend to hear. Tlie House was in no mood to think of facts 
and figures. Early in tlie evening, between nine and ten, the Speaker’s 
sonorous voice souiid('.d, “ Strangers must withdraw !” And llandal, 

■ anxious and foreboding, descended from his scat and went out of the 
fatal doors. He turned to take a last glance at Audley Egerton. 
The whipper-in was whispering to Audley ; and the minister pushed 
back liis hat from liis brows, and glanced round the House, and up 
into the galleries, as if to calculate rapidly the relative numbers of the 
two armies in the field ; then he smiled bitterly, and threw himself 
back into his seat. That smile long haunted Leslie. 

Amongst the strangers thus banished wdlh llandal, wliilc the 
division was being taken, were many young men, like himself, con- 
nected with the administration — some by blood, some by place. 
Hearts brat loud in the swarming lobbies. Ominous mournful whis- 
pers were exchanged. “They say the Government will have a 
majority of ten.” “No; I hcai’ they will certainly be beaten.” 

, 3 says by fifty.” “ I don’t beliijve it,” said a Lord of the 

Bedchamber; “it. is impossible. I left five Government members . 
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diiiing at tue ‘ Travellers.’ ” No one thought the division would be 
so early.” “ A trick of the WliigS'—shameful.” “ Wonder some one 

\iiKis not set up to talk for time ; very odd P did not speak ; 

hDwevei\ he is so cursedly rich, he does not care whether he is out or 
in.” ‘^Yes; and Audley Egerton too, just such another; glad, nd 
doubt, to be set free to look after his property ; very different tactict 
if we had men to whom ollicc was as necessary as it is — to me ! ’’ said 
a* candid young placeman. Suddenly the silent Leslie felt a friendly 
grasp on nis arm. He turned and saw Levy. 

“ Did I not tell you ?” said the Baron, with m exulting Sin:'e. 

‘‘You are sure, theig that tlie Government will be outvoted r” 

“I spent the morning in going over the list of members with a 
parlianieiilary client of mine, who knows them all as a shepherd does 
his sheen. Majority for the Opposition at least twenty-five.” 

“And in that case must the Govenuneiit resign, sir?” asked the 
candid young placeman, who had been listening to the smai*t well- 
dressed Baron, “ his soul planted in his ears.” 

“ Of course, sir,” replied the Baron, blandly, and offering Ids snuff- 
box (true Louis Ouinze, with a miniature of Madame de Pompadour, 
set in pearls). “You iure a friend to the present ministers r You 
could not wisli them to be mean enough to stay in ? ” Bandal drew 
aside the Baron. 

“ If Audlcy’s affairs are as you state, what can he do ?” 

“1 shall ask hmi that question to-morrow,” answered the Baron^ 
witli a look of visible hate. “And 1 have come here just to see 
how lie bears the prospect before him.” 

“ You will not discover that in his face. And those absurd scruples 
of his ! If he had but gone out in time— to come in again with the 
New Men ! ” 

“Oh, of course, our llight Honourable is too punctilious for that !” 
answ(ired the Baron, sucerin" 

Suddenly the doors opened— in rushed the breathless expeci ants. 
“ What arc the numben s ? Wiat is the division ? ” . 

“ Majority against iriinisters,” said a member of Opposition, peeling 
an orange, “ twenty-nine.” 

The Baron, too, had a Speaker’s order ; and he came into the House 
with. Bandal, and sat by his side. But, to their disgust, some 
member Avas talking about the other motions before the House. 

“What! has notbing been said as fo the division?” asked the 
Baron of a young county member, who wa.s talking to some non-pai*lia- 
mentarv friend in Die hench,before licvy. The county member was one- 
of the Baron’s jjet eldest sons — had dined oiUin with Levy — wiis under 
“ ohiigations ” to Imu. The young legislator looked vciy much 
ashamed of Levy’s friendly pat qii his shoulder, and aiisw'crcd, hur- 
riedly, “ Oyes; H-; — asked, ‘if, d'ter such au expression of the 
House, it was the intention of ministers to retain their places, and 
carry on the business of the Government ? ’ ” 

“Just like H 1 Very inquisitive mind! And what was Die 

answer he got P ” 

“None,” said the county member; and returned in haste to lii? 
proper tjeat in the body of the House;. 



J60 MY K0VE1>; on 

“ There comes Egerton/’ said the Baron. And, indeed, as most of 
the members were now leaving the House, to talk over affairs at clubs 
or in saloons, and spread through town the* great tidings, Andley 
Egerton’s tall head was seen towering above the rest. And Levy 
turned away disappointed. Por not only was the minister’s hand- 
some face, though pale, serene and cheerful, but there was an obvious 
courtesy, a marked respect, in the mode in which that assembly-r 
heated tiiough it was— made way for the fallen minister as he passed 
through the jostling crowd. And tiie frank, mrbane nobleman, wlio 
afterwards, from the force, not of talent but of cliaracter, became the 
leader jji that House, pressed the hand of his old opponent, as they 
met in the throng near llic doors, and said tJoud, ‘‘ i shall not be a 
proud man if ever I live to have office ; but I shall be proud if ever 1 
leave it with as little to be said against me as youi* bitterest opponents 
can say against you. Egerton.” 

“I wonder,” exclaimed the Baron aloud, and leaning over the ])ar- 
tition that divided him from the throng below, so that his voice reached 
Egeifon — and there was a cry fix)m formal indianant mcmbcj-s, 
“ Order in the strangers’ gallery !” 1 w^onder what Lord L’Estrange 

will sav 1 ^ 

Andley lifted his dark brows, sun-(‘yed the Baron for an instant 
with flashing eyes, then walked down the narrow deiilc between the 
last benches^ and vanished from the scene in wliich, alas ! so few of 
the most admired performers leave more thim an actor’s shoH-lived 
tmme ! 


CHAPTEll XVI. 

Baron Levy did not execute his threat of calling on Eprion the 
next morning. Perhaps he shrank from again meeting the flash of 
those indignant eyes. And indeed Egerton was too busied all t.lu; 
forenoon to see any one not upon public aflairs, except Harley, wlio 
hastened to console or cheer him. W^heii the House met, it was 
announced that the ministers liad resigned, only Jiolding their offices 
till theii- successors were appointed. But already there w^as somereai;- 
tion in their favour ; and wlion^it became generally known that tlic new 
administration was to be formed of men, few indeed of whom had eye^* 
before held otlice, the common superstition in the public mind, that 
government is like a trade, in which a regular apprenticeship must he 
served, began to prevail ; and the talk at the clubs was, that the new 
men could not stand ; that the former ministry, with some modilic;:!- 
tion, would be back in a month. Perhaps that too might be a reasijii 
why Baron Levy thought it prudent not prematurely to offer vindic- 
tive condolences to Mr. Egerton. llandal s])cnt part of his moniiiig 
in inquiries as to wliat gentlemen in his situation meant to do with 
regard to their places : he lieard with great satisfaction that very ftw 
intended to volunteer retirement from tlieir desks. As llandal him- 
, M-lf had observed to Egerton, “their country before their parly ! ” 
Bandal’s place was of great moment to him ; its duties were easy. 
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iis salary amply sufficient for iiis wants, and defrayed sticli expenses 
as were bestowed on the education of Oliver and liis sister. For I am 
bound to do justice to this yonnj? man— indiilerent as lie was to\vai*ds 
liis species in f,^enerul, the tics of family were stron;ovith and 
lie stinted himscll* in many temptations most allurin?? to his aj?e, mthe 
endeavour to raise the dull honest Oliver and the loosc-haircd ]^etty 
Juliet sonicwJiat more to his own level of culture and rciinement. 
Men ess(miialiy griping and unscinpulons often do make the care for 
their family an apology for tJieir sins against the world. Jhlvcn 
llichard ill., if tlui chroniclers are to lie trusted, cxcuscid j^ic murder 
of his iiephcvv.s by his passionate affection for his son. With the loss 
of (hat place, llrtiidal lost all means of snppoit., save wliat Audiey 
(•ould give him ; and if Audh'y \ycrc in truth mined ! Moreover, 
Jlandal liad already established at the office a reputation for abilit.v 
and industry. It was a career in which, if he abstained from paity 
Tiolitics, he miglit ris(i to a fair station and to a considerable income. 
Thcndbrc, much contented witli what he learned as to the gcnc!*al 
ilctcnninatiou of his fidlo\v-officials, a determination wari’anted by 
ordinary precedent in such cases, llandal dined at a club with good 
rolisli, and much Christian resignation for the reverse of his patron, 
and then w'alkccV to Grosvenor Square, on the chance of finding 
Audiey witliin. LeariHiigthat he was so, from the porter wdio opened 
the iloor, Uandal cntcvcdllic library. Three gentlemen were seated 
ther(j with Fgcfrtou : ou(3 of the three was Lord L’Estnuige; the 
•aiher two were members of the j-eally defunct, though nominally still 
rxisting, Govermneut. Hti w'as about to wdthekaw from intruding on 
tills conciavc, when Egt^rlon said to him gently, “Come in, Leslie; 1 
w as just speaking about yoursell?* 

“ About me, sir 

“ Yes ; aboiii; you aud the place yon hold. 1 had asked Sir 

(pointing to a fellow-miuisti'r) wdiethcr I miglit not, with pro 
pi icty, recjuest your chief to leave some note of ids opinion of your 
talents, w'liich 1 know is liigli, and W’hich might serve you with lus 
sueeessor.” 

“Oh, sir, at such a time to think of me!” exclaimed Uandal, and 
iie w as genuinely touched. 

“ J)ii1,’’ resunuul Audiey, with his usual dryness, “ Sir , to my 

sinqirise, itiinks that it would better bocomc }ou that you should 
resign. Unless his reasons, whitdi he lias not yet stated, are very 
riiroug, such would not lie iny advice.” 

“My veasoijs,” said Sii- -■ — , with official formality, “are simply 
thosiv. 1 h.avc a liophew in a similar situation; he will resign, as a 
mai-l (*r of course. J'lvcry one in the public offices whose relations and 
Mi'ar eomiectioiis hold higli appointments in the Government, wiQ do 
.so. J do not think Mr. Leshe will like to feel himself a solitary 
exception.” 

“ Mr. Leslie is no relation of minp— not even a near connection,” 
answered Egerton. 

“ But his name is so associated witli yom* own—Iie has resided so 
long in your house— is so well known in society (and don’t think 1 
compliment when I add, that we hope so well of him), that 1 can'» 
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think it worth his while to keep this paltry place, which incapacitat 
him too from a seat in Parliament/* 

Sir was one of those terribly rich men, to whom all con&id;' 

rations of mere bread and cheese are paltry. But 1 must add that hr 
supposed Egerton to be still wealthier than himself, and sure to pro- 
vide handsomely for Kandal, whom Sir - — rather liked than nol ; 

and fdr Ilandal’s own sake. Sir thought it would lower him in 

the estimation of Egerton himself, despite that gentleman’s advo- 
cacy, if he did not follow the example of hh avowed and notorious 
patron. • 

“You sec, Leslie,” said Egerton, cliecking Ilandal’s meditaktl 
reply, “ that nothing can be said against your honour if you stay 
where you are ; it is a mere question of expediency ; 1 wiU judge that 
for you ; keep your place.” 

unhappily the other member of tbe Government, who had hillierto 
been silent, was a literary man. Unhappily, while this talk liad pro- 
ceeded, he had placed his hand upon Kmidal Leslie’s celebrated 
pamphlet, which lay on the library table ; and, turning over the 
leaves, the whole spirit and matter of that masterly composition in 
defence of the administration (a composition steeped m all the 
essence of party) recurred to his too faithful recollection. He, too, 
liked Randal ; he did more — ^lie admired the author of that striking 
and effective pamphlet. And therefore, rousing himself from the 
sublime indifference he had before felt for the fate of a subaltern, 
he said, with a bland and compbmentary smile, “No; tbe writer of 
this most able publication is no ordinary placeman. His opinions 
^0 are too vigorously stated; this fine irony on the ve^ person who 
in all pro^bikty will be the chief in his office, has excited too lively 
an attention to allpw him the sedet (Btermmqne sedehit on an official 
stool. Ha, ha ! this is so good ! Read it, L’Estrange. What say 
you ? ** 

H^ley glanced over the page pointed out to him. The orig^inal 
was in one of Burley’s broad, coarse, but teUing bui’lesques, strained 
fine through Randars more polished satire. It was capital. Harley 
smiled, and lifted his eyes to Randal. The unlucky plagiarist’s 
face was flushed~the beads stood on bis brow. Harley was a good 
hater ; he loved too warmly not to err on the opposite side; but he 
was one of those men who , forget hate when its object is distressed 
and humbled. He put down the pamphlet and said, “I am no poli- 
tician ; but Egerton ds so well luiown to be fastidious and over- 
scrupmous in all points of official etiquette, that Mr. Leslie cannot 
follow a safer counsellor.” 

“Read that yourself, Egerton,” said Sir ; and he pushed t!ie 

painphlet to Audley, 

Now Egerton had a dim recollection that that pamphlet was un- 
lucky; but he had skimmed over its contents hastily, and at that 
moment had forgotten afl about it. He took up the too famous 
work with a reluctant hand, but he read attentively the passages ' 
pointed out to him, and then said gravely and sadly— 

“ Mr; Leslie, I retract my advice. I believe Sir is right ; 

that the nobleman here so keenly satirised will he the chief in your 
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office. I doubt whether ho will not compel your dismissal ; at all 
events, he coidd scarcely be expected to promote your advancement* 

Under the ciroumstances, I fear you have no option as a ** 

Egerton imsed a moment, and, with a sigh that seemed to settle the 
question, concluded with—" as a gentleman.” 

Never did Jack Cade, never did Wat Tyler, feel a more deadly 
hate to that word " gentleman,” than the well-bom Leslie felt then ; 
but he bowed his head, and answered with his usual presence or 
mind — 

" You utter my own sentiment.” 

"You tliiuk we are right, Harley?” asked Egerton, with an irre- 
solution that surprised all present. 

" I think,” aoswered Harlev, with a compassipn for Bandal that 
was almost over-generous, ana yet with an equivoque on the "words, 
despite the compassion — "I think whoever has served Audley 
Egerton, never yet has been a loser by it ; and if Mr. Leslie wrote 
tins pamphlet, he must have well served Audley Egerton. If he 
undergoes the penalty, wc may safely trast to Egerton for the 
comnensation.” 

“ JVly compensation has lorg since been made,'* answered Eandal, 
with grace ; “ and that Mr. Egerton could thus have cared for my 
fortunes, at an hour so occupied, is a thought of pride which " 

" Enough,^ Leslie ! enough ! ” interrupted Egerton, rising and press- 
ing liis protegees hand. " See me before you go to bed.” 

llicn the two other ministers rose also and shook hands with 
Leslie, and told him he had done the right thing, and that they 
hoped soon to see him in Parliament ; and hinted, smil^ly, that the 
next administration did not promise to be very long-lived. ; and one 
asked him to dinner, and the other to spend a we^ at his country 
seat. And amidst these congratulations at the stroke that left hiin 
penniless, the distinguished pamphleteer left the room. How he 
cursed big John Burley ! 


CHAPTEE XVn. 

It was past midnight when Audley Egerton summoned Randal. 
The statesman was fhen alone, seated iJbfore his great desk, with its 
manifold compartments, and engaged on thp task of transferring 
various papers and lettersj some to the waste-basket, some to the 
flUmes, some to two great iron chests, with patent locks, that stood, 
open-mouthed, at his feet. Strong, stem, and grim, looked those 
iron chests, silently receiving the relics of power departed ; strong, 
stem, and grim as the grave. Audley lifted his eyes at Randal's 
entrance, signed to him to take a chair^ continued his task for a few 
moments, and then turning round as if by an effort he plucked him- 
self from his master-passion— Public Life,— he said, with deliberate 
tones — 

" I know not, Randal Leslie, whether you thought me needlessly 
cautious, or wantonly unkind, when I told you never to expect from 

xS 



IG4 MV *\*otel; Oft, 

me more Uuin such advance to your career as my then i)osilioii could 
effect — never to expect from my liberality in life, nor from my testa- 
ment in devtith— an addition to your prival.e fortunes. I see by yo\ir 
gesture what would be your reply, and 1 thaiilc yt)u for it. I now tell 
you, a& yet in confidence, though before long it can be no secret to 
the world^ that my pecuniary affairs have been so neglected by me iu 
mv devotion to those of the State, tluit I am somewhat like the man 
who portioned out his capital at so much a day, calculating to live 
just long cnougli to make it last. Unfortunately he lived too long.*' 
Audley smiled— but the smile was cold as a suubeam upon icc-^auu 
went on with the same firm unfaltering accents: “^TLe pr()spcc(s 
that face me I am prepared for* they do not take me by surprisi'. I 
knew long since how this would end, if 1 survived the loss of ollice. 
I knew it before you came to me, and therefore I spoke to yon. as I 
did, judging it miuiliil and right to guard you against hopes wliieli you 
might otherwise have naturally entertained. On this head, I need say 
no more. It may excite youi* surprise, possibly your blame, that J, 
esteemed methodicid and practical enough in the affairs of the Stai,c, 
should be so imprudent as to my o\vui.” 

** Oh, sir ! you owe no account to me.” 

To yon, at least, as much as to any one. I iim a soHtary man : 
my few relations need nothing from me. I had a right to spend what 
I possessed as I pleased ; and if I have spent it recklessly as regards 
myself, 1 have not spent it ill in its effect on others. It lias been 
my object for many years to have no ^rkaie Ltf e~io dispense with 
its sorrows, joys, affections : and us to its duties, they did not (jxist 
for me. — I have said.” Mechanically, as he ended, the minister’s 
•hand closed the lid of one of the iron boxes, and on the closed lid he 
rested his fini^ foot, “^ut now,” he resumed, ''1 have failed to 
advance your career. True, I warned you that you drew into a 
lottery ; but you had more chance of a prize than a blank. A blank, 
Jiowcv^, it has tumijd out, and tlic question becomes grave— What 
ur^outodo?” 

acre, seeing that Ugerton came to a full pause, liandal answered, 
readily— ' 

“ Still, sk, to go by your advice.” 

“My advice,” said Audley, with a softened look, “would perhaps 
he* rude and unpalatable. 1 ^ould rather place before you an option. 
On the one hand, recommence life again. 1 told you that i would 
keep your name on your coEege books. You can return— you can 
take your degree— after that, you can go to the bar— you have just 
the talents calculated to succeed in that prolcssion. Success will be 
slow, it is true : but, with perseverance, it wiE be sure. And, behove 
me, Les lie^ Ambition is only sweet whEe it is but the loftier name for 
Hope, Who would care for a fox’s brush E‘ it had not been rendered 
a prize by the excitement of the chase ?” 

“ Oxford— again ! It is a long step back in life,” said Randal, 
toarily. and httle heeding Egerton’s imusual indulgence of iEustra- 
tion. “A long step back--^d to what ? To a profession in which 
n one never begins to rise tEl one’s hair is grey P Besides, how Eve in 
tbs meanwhile P” 
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"Do not let that thought disturb you. The modest income tiiat 
suffices for a student at the bar, I trust, at least, to insure you from 
the wrecks of my fortune.” 

“ Ah, sir, I would not burthen you farther. WJ)<!it right Lave I to 
such kindness, save my name of Leslie ?” And in spite of himself, as 
Eandal concluded, a tone of bitterness, that betrayed reproach, broke 
forth. Egerton was too mucli the man of the world not to compre- 
hend the reproach, and not to pardon it. 

" Certainly,” he answered, calmly, “ as a Leslie you are entitled to 
my consideration, and would have been entitled perhaps to more, had I 
not so explicitly warned you to tlie contrary. But the bar does not 
scorn to please you ? ” 

“What is tlic alternative, sir? Let me decide when I hear it,” 
finswcred Kandal, sullenly. He began to lose respect for the man 
Avlio owned he could do so little for him, and who evidently recom- 
Mionded him to shift for himself. 

If one could have pierced into Egerton’s gloomy heart as he noted 
1 lie young man’s change of tone, it may be a doubt whether one would 
Lave seen there, pain or pleasure — pain, for merely from the force of 
habit he had begun to like Bandal—or pleasure, at the thought that 
iu' miglit have reason to withdraw^ that liking. So lone and stoical 
had grown the man, wlio had made it his object to have no private 
life! .Revealing, however, neither pleasure nor pain, but with the 
composed calmness of a judge upon ttie bench, Egerton replied — 

“ The alternative is, to continue in the course you have oegun, and 
still to rely on me.” 

Sir, my dear Mr. Egerton,” exclaimed Randal, regaining aU his 
usual tenderness of look and voice, “rely on you! But that is all I 
ask! Only ” 

“ Only, you would say, I am going out of power, and you don’t see 
the chance of my return?” 

“ I did not mean that.” 

“ Permit me to suppose that you did : very true ; but the party I 
belong to is as sure ot return as the pendulum of that clock is sure 
to obey the mechanism that moves it from left to right. Our suc- 
cessors profess to come in upon a popul^ question. All administra- 
1 ions who do that arc necessarily ^lort-lived. Either they do not go 
far enough to please present supporters, or they go so far as to arm 
new enemies in the rivals who outbid them with the people, the 
history of all revolutions, and of all reforms. Our own administra- 
1 ion in reality is dost royed for having passed what was called a popular 
measure a year ago, w^hich lost us half our friends, ^d refusing to 
propose another popular measure this year, in the which we are out- 
stripped by the men who halloo’d us on to the last. Therefore, what- 
ever our successors do, wc shall, by the law of reaction, have another 
experiment of power aflbrded to ourselves. It is but a question of 
time ; you can wait for it ; whether I can is uncertain. But if I die 
before that day arrives, I have infjuence enough still left with those 
who will come in, to obtaib a promise of a better provision for you than 
that which you liavc lost. The promises of public men are provarbialljj 
imcertain. But 1 shall intmst your cause to a man who never failed • 
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a Mend, and whose rank will enable him to see that justice is done 
to yon— I speak of Lord L’Estrange.” 

** Oh, not him ; he is unjust to me ; he dislikes me ; he ” 

“ May dislike you (Ijc has his whims), but he loves me * and though 
for no other human being but you would I ask Harley L’Estrangc a 
favour, yet for pou I will,” said EgeHon, betrajdn^ for the first time 
in that dialogue, a visible emotion — “ for you, a Xeslic, a kinsman, 
however remote, to the wifie from whom I received my fortune! 
And despite all my cautions, it is possible that in wasting that fortune 
I may have wronged you. Enough ! You have now before you the 
two options, much as you had at first; but you have at presemt more 
experience to aid you in your choice. You are a man, and with more 
brains tlian most men; think over it well, and decide .for yourself. 
Now to bed, and postpone thought till the morrow. Poor Kandal, 
you look pale I” 

Audley^ as he said the last words, put his hand onEandal’s shoulder, 
almost with a father’s gentleness ; and then si^denly drawing himself 
up, as the hard inflexible expression, stamped on that face by years, 
retomed, he moved away ana resettled to Public Life and the iron 

box. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

. Eaklt the next day Randal Leslie was in the luxurious business- 
room of Baron Lev 5 % How unlike the cold Doric simplicity of the 
statesman’s Ubrary ! Axminster carpets three inches thick, portieres 
a la Frangaise before the doors ; Parisian bronzes on the chimney- 
piece ; and all the receptacles that lined Die room, and contained 
title-deeds, and post-obits, and bills, and promises to pay, and lawyer- 
like japan boles, with many a noble name written thereon in large 
white capitals — ‘‘making min pompous”— aU these sepulchres of 
departed patrimonies veneered in rosewood tliat gleamed witli ErencL 
polish, and blazed with ormolu. There was a coquetry, an air of 
mtit-maUre, fo diflused over the whole room, that you could not, for 
the life of you, recollect you were with an usurer ! Plutus wore the 
^pect of liis enemy Cupid ; and how realise your idea of Harpagon 
in that Baron, with his easy Erench Mott cher” and his w hilc warm 
hands that pressed yours so genially, and his dress so exquisite, even 
at the earliest mom P No man ever yet saw that. Baron in a dressing- 
gown and slippers 1 As one fancies some feudal iiaroii of old (not 
half so terrible) everlastiiigly clad in mail, so all one’s notions of this 
gmni marauder of civilisation were inseparably associated with 
ramiahed boots and a camclia in the button-hole. 

And this is that he does for you !” cried the Baron, pressing 
together the points of his ten ianer fingers. “ Had he but let you 
canchide your career at Oxford, I nave heard enough of your scholar- 
•hip to know that you would have taken, high lioiioiirs — been 
ceemre of a fellowship — have betaken yourself with content to a 
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slow and laborious profession, and prepared yourself to die On the 
Avoolsack/’ 

“ lie proposes to me now to return to Oxford,” 6aid Eandal. “ It 
k not too late!” 

“ Yes it is,” said the Baron. " Neither individuals nor nations ever 
"0 back of their own accord. There must be au earthquake before a 
river recedes l,o its source.” 

“ Yon speak well,” answered Randal, “and I cannot gainsay you. 
But now ! ” 

“ All, the poto is the gfand question in life — ^thc t/ie?i is obsolete, 
gone by— out of fashion ; and now, rnoti cher, you come to ask my 
advice V” 

No, Baron, I come to ask your explanation.” 

“Ofwliat?” 

‘^1 want to know wliy you spoke to me of Mr ij^erf on’s I'uin : why 
you spoke to me of the lands to be sold by Mr. Thornhill; aud why 
you &i)oke to me of Count Pcschiera. You toadh^^:*^; of 
tliose points within ten minutes — ^j^ou omitted to indicat)e what link 
can connect them.” , , , , ^ ^ 

“ By Jove,” said the Baron, rising, and with more arawation in his 
face lhaii you could have conceived lhat face, so smUing ana so 
cynical, could exhibit— “hy. love, Randal Leslie, nut your shrewdness 
is wonderfu]. You really arc the first young mtui of your day ; and I 
will ‘ help you/ as 1 helped Audley Egertou. Berliaps you will be 
more grateful.” 

Randal thought of Egerlon’s ruin. The parallel implied by the 
Baron did not suggest to liim the rare enthusiasm oi gratitude. 
However, he merely said, “Pray, proceed — I listen to you with 
interest.^* 

“ As for politics, then,” said the liaron, “we will discuss that tmuc 
later. I am w'aiting myself to .see how these new men got on. The 
lirst consideration is for your privaie fortunes. Y^ou should buy this 
ancient Leslie juoperty — Uood and Luhnansherry — only £20,000 
df)wn ; the rest may remain on mortgage for ever — or at Jeasi till I 
find you a rich w ife — as in fact I did for Eger! on. TliomliiU wants 
tiu' £20,000 now — w*anfs llicm very mucli.” 

“Ancl where,” said Kandal, with an iron smile, “arp the £20,000 
you ascribe to me to come from r” 

“ Ten thousand shall come to vou tk* day Count Peschiera marries 
ilic daughter of his kinsman wil.b your help and aid— the remaining 
ten thousand 1 will leiul you. No*scru])le — 1 sliall hazard nothing— 
the estates w'ill licar t lual. additiomd burden. "What say you — shall it 
be so P ” 

“Ten thousand pounds from Count Peschiera!” said Randal^ 
breathing hard. “You cannot be serious ! Such a sum— for^what.^ 
— for a mere piece of information P How otherwise can I aid iiiiu? 
There must bo trick and deception intended lierc.” 

“My dear fellow,” answered Lcyy, “I will give you a hint. There 
is such a thing in life as being over*suspicious. If you liave a fault, it 
is that. The inform at ion you allude to is, of course,*! he first iissistance 
you are to give. Ikuhaps more may be needed— perhaps not. Of that 
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you vili judgfo yourself, since tlic £10,000 are contingent on the mar- 
we aforesaid. 

‘^Over-euspiciofus or not/' answered Eandal, tlio amount of tlie 
sum is too impiobable^ and the security too bad, for me to listen lu 
this proposition, even if I could descend to 

“ Stop, mon cher. Business first, scruples afterwards. The security 
too bad— what security?'* 

The word of Count di Pcschiera.” 

**He has nothing to do with it — ^lic need know nothing about it; 
TKs my word you doubt. I am your security.'* 

Randal thought of that dry witticism in Gibbon, '‘ Abu Rate says 
he will be witness for this lact, but who will be witness for Al)n 
RafeP** but he remained silent, only fixing on Levy those dark 
observant eyes, with their contracted wary pupils. 

“The fact is simply this,'* resumed Levy: “Count di Pcschiera 
has promised to p^ his sister a'dowry of £20,000, in case he has IIk^ 
money to spare. He can only have it to spare by the marriage u c; 
are discussmg. On my part, as I manage his ailairs in England Ibi' 
him, I have promised that, for the said sum of £20,00(.), 1 will 
guarantee the expenses in the way of that marriage, and settle wii !i 
Sladame di Negra. Now, though Peschiera is a very liberal, warm- 
hearted fcUow, 1 don’t say that he would have named so large a .sum 
for his sifter’s dowry, if in strict truth he did not owe it tr^ her. 
It is the amount of her own fortune, wliich, by some arrangements 
with her late husband, not exactly legal, he possessed himsell of. If 
Madame di Negra went to law with liim for it, she could gf‘t it back. 
1 nave explained this to him ; and, in short, you now understand why 
the sum is thus assessed. But I have bought up Madame di Negra's 
debts. 1 have bought up young Hazcldcan's (for wc must make 
a match between these two a iiart of our arrangements), I shall 
present to Peschiera, and to these excellent young persons, an 
account that will absorb the whole £20,000. That sum wiU come 
into niy hands. If I settle the claims against them for half the. 
money, which, making myself the sole creditor, 1 have the right to 
do, the moiety will remain. And if I choose to give it to you in 
return for the services which provide Pcscliiera with a princely 
fortune — discharge the debts of las sister— and secure her a husband 
in ray promising young client Mr. Hazeldean, tliat is my look-out 
all parties are satisfied, and iig one need ever Ijc the wiser. The sum 
is large, no doubt; it answers to me to give it to you ; does it answer 
to you to receive it ? ” 

Banda] was greatly m^itated; but, vile as he was. and systematically 
as in thought he had brouglit himself to regard otliers merely as tlicy 
could be made .subservient to his own interest, still, with all who li}i\ m 
not hardened themselves in iictual crime, there i.s a Avide dislinctioii 
between the thought and the act; and though, in the exercise or 
ingjenuity and cunning, he would have had few sciniples in that moral 
swindling which is mildly called “outwitting another,” yet thu . 
nakedly and openly to accept a bwbe for a deed of treachery towarci-‘ 
the poor Italian who had so g:ciierously trusted him — ^be recoiled. 
He was nemng himself to refuse, when Levy, opening his pocket- 
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book, daaced over the memoraada therein, and said, as to liim- 
self, '^Bood Manor — Dulmansben^, sold to the Thornhills by Sir 
Gilbert Leslie, knight of the shire ; estimated present net renta’i 
£2,250. 7s. Od. It is the greatest bargain I ever knew. And with 
this estate in hand, and your talents, Leslie, I don’t see why yob 
should not rise higher than Audley Lgerton. He was poorer than 
you once!” 

The old. Leslie lands~a positive stake in the country — the re- 
storation of the fallen family; and on the other hand, either Ion;? 
drudgery at the bar,— a scanty allowance on Egerton’s bounty— his 
sister wasting her youth at slovenly, dismal 'Hood— Oliver debasedj 
into a boor I — or a mendicant’s dependence on the contemptuous 
pity of Harley L’Estrauge — Harley, who had refused liis hand to him 
— Hai’ley, who perhaps would become the husband of Violante 1 
Hfige seized him as these contrasting pictures rose before his view. 
He walked to and Iro in disorder, striving to recollect his thoughts, 
and reduce himself from^ the passions of the human heart into the 
mere mechanism of calculating intellect. “ I caimot conceivcj” said 
Ik;, abruptly, “ wliy you sliould tempt me thus — what interest it is to 
\ou!” 

Baron Levy smiled, and put up his pocket-book. He saw from 
Tlii'it moment that the victory was gained. 

‘'My dear boy,” said he, with the most agreeable bonhomie^ 
'‘it is very natural that you should think a man would have a 
persontd interest in whatever he does for another. I believe that 
view of human nature is called utilitarian philosophy, and is much in 
fashion at present. Let me try and explain to you. In this affair 1 
shan’t injure myself. True, you will say, if I settle claims, which 
amount to £20,000, for £10,000, 1 might put the surplus into my own 
})ockct instead of yours. Agreed. But I shall not get the £20,000, 
nor repay myself Madame di Kegra’s debts (wind ever I may do as to 
llazclaean’s), unless the Count gets tliis heiress, l^ou can helj> in 
tills. I wane you ; and I don’t think 1 coiild get you by a less offer 
than I make. 1 sliall soon pay myself back the £10,000 if the Coimt 
get liold of the lady and her fortune. Brief— 1 see my way here to 
my own interests. I)o you want more, rejisoiis — you shall have thenu- 
1 "am now a very rich man. liow have 1 became so ? Throng 
atiucliiiig myself from the first to persons of expectations, whctjjp* 
from fortune or. trileut. I have made connections in society, and 
society has enriched me. 1 have still a passion for making money. 

voukzH'ousi It is my profession, luy hobbj . It will be useful 
to me in a thousand ways, lo secure as a friend a young luan who 
will have inilaence with o1 her young men, heirs to something better 
than Kood Hall. You may succeed in ])iiblic lil'e. A man in public 
lilb may attain to the knowledge of slate secret.s iluit arc very pio- 
fitable to one who dabbles a little in tlip Bunds. We can pcrhaiis 
hereaft er do business together that may ])ut yourself iii a Avay uf 
clearing off all mortgages on these estates — on the encumbered po.s- 
se.ssiou of which 1 .shall soon congfatulate ycni. You see 1 «iiu frank , 
’tis tiic only way of coming to the point with so clever a fellow as 
you. And now, since the less we rake up tlm mud iu a pond froiui 
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wliich we have rcsoived to drink, the better, let us dismiss all otiber 
thouirhts but that of securing our end. Will you tell Peschiera 
where the young lady is, or shall I ? Better do it yourself ; reason 
enough for it, that he has confided to yon his hope^ and asked you to 
help him ; why should not you ? Not a word to him about our little 
arrangement ; he need never know it. You need never be troubled.” 
Levy rang the bell : “ Order my carriage round.” 

Randal made no obiectioii. He was dcath-like pale, but there wus 
a sinister expression of firmness on his tliin bloodless lips. 

‘'The next point,” Levy resumed, “is to hasten the match between 
Frank and the hiir widow. How does that stand ? ” 

“ She will not sec me, nor receive him.” 

“ Oh, learn why ! And if you find on either side there is a liitch, 
just let me know ; I will soon remove it.” 

“ Has Hazeldean consented to the post-obit ?” 

"Not yet; I have not pressed it; I wuit the right moment, if 
necessary.” 

“ It will he necessary.” 

“ Ah, you vdsh it. it shall be so.” 

Ranaal Leslie again paced the room, and after a silent self-com- 
mime, came up close to the Baron, and said — 

“Look you, sir, 1 am poor and ambitious; you have tempted me 
at the right moment, and with the right inducement.. 1 succ\unb. 
But what guarantee have I that this money %vill be jiaid— these 
estates made mine upon the condition stipulated ?” 

“Before anything is settled,” replied the Baron, “go and ask my 
character of any of our young friends, Boriwell, SpcnSquick — ^Avhom 
you please ; you will hear riic abused, of course ; but they will all .say 
this of me, that when I pass my w'ord, I keep it. If I say, ^Mok, chcr, 
you sliall have the money,* a man has it; if I say, ‘1 renew your 
bill for six months,* it is renewed. *Tis my way of doing business. 
In all cases my word is my bond. In this case, where no \mting can 
pass between us, my only bond must be my word. Go, llicn, make 
vour mind clear as to your security, and come here aiid dine at eight. 
We will call on Pesclucra afterwards.** 

“ Yes,” said Randal, “1 will at all events take the day to consider. 
Hcanwhilc, I say tliis — ^I do not disguise from myself the nature of the 
proposed transaction, but what I have once resolved 1 go through 
with. My sole vindication t(f myself is, that if 1 play hero with a 
false die, it w’ill be for a. stake so grand, as, once W'oii, tlie magnitude 
of the prize will cancel the ignomiiiy of the play. It is not this sum 
of money for wdiich I sell myself— it is for w hat that sum will aid me 
to achieve. And in the mairiagc of young Hazeldean with the Italian 
woman, I have another, and it may* be, a larger interest. I have slept 
on it lately — ^I w^uke to it now. Tinsru'e that marriage, obtain the 
post-obit from Hazeldean, and whatever tlie issue of the more direct 
scheme for which you seek my services, rely on my gratitude, aud 
believe that you will liave put met in the way to render gratitude of 
avail. At eight I will be with you.” 

Randal left the room. 

The Baron sat thoughtful. “ It is true,** said lie to himself, “thia 
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young man is the next of kin to the Hazeldean estate, if‘ Prank 
displease liis father sufficiently to lose his inheritance ; that must be 
the clever boy’s desi^. Well, in the long run, I should make as 
much, or more, out ofliim than out of the spendthrift Frank. Fr^"s 
faults are those of youth. He will reform and retrench. But this 
man ! No, I shall have him for life. And should he fail in this pro- 
ject, and have but this encumbered property — a landed proprietor 
mortgaged up to his ears— why, he is my slave, and 1 can foreclose 
wlicn 1 wish, or if he prove useless ; — no, I risk notliing. And if I 
did— if I lost ten thousand pounds— what then ? 1 can afford it for 
revenge !— afford it for the luxtuy of leaving Audley E^rton ^one 
with penury and ruin, deserted, in his hour of meed, by the pensioner 
of liis bounty— as he will be by the last friend of his youth— when it so 
pleases me — me whom he has called ‘ scoundrel ! * and whom he—” 
Levj-’s soliloquy halted there, for the servant entered to announce the 
carnage. And the Baron hurried his hand over his features, as ff to 
sweep away all trace of the passions that distorted theii* smiling 
effrontery. And so, as he took up liis cane and gloves, and glanced at 
Ihe glass, the face of the fashionable usurer was once more as var- 
nished as his boots. 


CHAPTER XIX. 


When a clever man resolves on a villaiious action, he hastens, by 
the exercise of liis clevemess, to get nd ot the sense of his villany. 
With more than his usual alertness, Randal employed the next hour 
or two in ascertaining how far Baron Levy meritea the character he 
boasted, and how far liis word might be his bond. He repaired to 

B men whom he esteemed better judges on these points than 
uick and Borrowell— young men who resembled tlie Merry, 
;h, inasmucli as 

“ They never said a foolish thing:. 

And never did a wise one,** 


There are manv such young men about town — sharp and able in all 
affairs except their own. No one knows the world better, nor judges 


of character more truly, than yourlialffliieggared roue. From all these 
Baron Levv obtained ranch tlic same testimonials : he was ridiculed as a 
would-bc dandy, but respected as a very responsible man of business, 
andjrather liked as a friendly, accommodating species of the Sir Epictore 
Mammon, who very often cud what were thought handsome, nberal 
things ; and, " in short,” said one of these experienced referees, “ he is 
the best fellow going— for a money-lender ! You may always rely on 
what he promises, and he is gencrjuly very forbearing and mdulgent to 
us of good society ; perliaps for the same reason that our tailors are to 
send one of us to prison would hurt his custom. His foible is to be 
thought a gentleman. I believe, much as I suppose he loves money; 
he would give up half his fortime rather than do anything for which ^ 
we could cut him. He allows a pension of three hundi’ea a year to 
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Lord S . True; he was his man of business for twenty vears, 

and before then S wap rather a .prudent fellow, and had fifteen 

thousand a year. He had nelped on, too, many a clever young man ; 
— ^the best boroughmonger you ever knew. He likes having mends 
in Parliament. In fact, of course, he is a rogiie ; but if one wants 
a rogue, one can’t find a pleasanter. I should like to see him 9n tlio 
French stage— a prosperous Macaire; Le Maitre could hit him olf 
to the life.” 

From information in these more fashionable qiiai-ters, gleaned with 
his usual tact, Kandal turned to a source less elevated, out to which 
he attached more importance. Dick Avencl associated with the 
Baron— Dick Avcncl must be in his clutches. Now Bandal did 
justice to that gentleman’s practical shrewdness. Moreover, Avcnel 
was by profession a man of ousiness. He must know more pf Levy 
than tliese men of pleasui’e could ; and, as he was a plain-spoken 
ppson, and*cvidcntly honest, in the ordinary acceptation of the word, 
Sandal did not doubt that out of Dick Aveiiel he should get the 
truth. 

On arriving in Eton Square, and asking for Mr. Avcncl, Randal 
was at once ushered into the drawing-room. The apartment w as not 
in such good, solid, mercantile taslc as had characterised Avenel’s 
more humble bachelor’s residence at Screwstown. The taste now 
was the Honourable Mrs. Avenel’s;' and, tmth to say, no tastfj 
could be worse. Furniture of all epochs heterogeneously clumped 
together here a sofa a In repamauce in Gohelin-~i\\tvo. a rosewood 
console from Gillow — a tall mock-Elizahethan chair in black oak, by 
the side of a modem Florentine tabic of mosaic marbles. All kinds 
of colours in the room, and aU at war with each other. Very bad 
copies of the best-known pictures in ibc* world, in the. most gaudy 
frames, and impudently labelled by the names of their murdered originals 
— “Raffaele,” Corregio,” ‘"Titian,” “Sebastian del Piombo.” Never- 
theless, there had been plenty of money spent, and there was plenty 
to show for it. Mrs. Avcncl was seated on her sofa a la renaissance^ 
with one of her children at her feet, who was employed in reading a 
new .^nual in crimson silk binding. Airs. Avcncl was in an attitude 
as if sitting for her portniit: 

Polite society is most capricious in its adoptions or rejections. You 
see many a vulgar persop firmly established in the beau monde : 
others, with very good pretensions as to birth, fortune, &c., either 
rkorouslv excluded, or only permitted a peep over the pales. The 
Honourable Airs. Avencl belonged to families unquestionably noble, 
both by her own descent and by her first marriage ; and if poveiTy 
had kept her down in her earlier career, slic now, at least, did not 
want w^ealtli to back her preteusions. Nevertheless, all the dis- 
pensers of fashion concurred in refusing tlujir support to the Honour- 
able Mrs. Avcnel. One miglit suppose it was solely on account of 
her plebeian husband ; Imt indeed it was not so. Alany a woman of 
high family can marry a low-born,man not so presentable Avcnel, 
and, by the help of his money, get the fine world at her feet. But 
Mrs. Avencl had not that art. She was still a very handsome showy 
woman ; and as for dress, no duchess could be more extravagant. 
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Yet these very circumstauccs had perhaps fyoue against h(jr ambition ; 
for your quiet little plain woman, provoking no envj^, slips into the 
coterm, wlien a handsome flaunting lady—who, once seen in your 
drawihg-room, can be no more overlooked tlian a scarlet poppy amidst 
a violet bed— is pretty sure to be weeded out as ruthlessly as a poppy 
Avould be in a similar position. 

Mr. Avenel was sitting by the fire, rather moodily, his hands in his 
pockets, and whistling to himself. To say tnitli, that active mind of 
his was very much bored in London, at least during the fore part of 
the day. He hailed Kaudal’s entrance with a smile of relief, and 
rising and posting himself before the fire— a coat-tail under each arm 
— he scarcely allowed Handal to shake hands with Mrs. Avenel, and 
pat the child on the head, niurmuriiig, “ Beautiful creature.” (Randal 
was ever civil to children — ^that sort of wolf in sheep’s clotlung always 
is — don’t be taken in, 0 you foolish young mothers ! ) LicK, I say, 
scarcely allowed his visitor these preliminary courtesies, before he 
plunged far beyond depth of wife and child, into the political oceaiL 

Things now were coiniinr right —a vile oligarchy was to be destroyed. 
British respectability andllritish talent were to liave fair play.” To 
have lieard him, you would have thought the day fixed for the millen- 
nium ! “ And what is more,” said Avenel, bringing down the fist of 
his right liand upon the palm of his left, “ if there is to be a new 
parliament, we must have new men— not worn-out old brooms that 
never sweep clean, but uuiii wlio understand *how to' govern tlie 
country, sir. I intend to come in myself!” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Avenel, hooking in a word at last, " I am sure, 
Mr. Leslie, you will think I did right. 1 persuaded Mr. Avenel tliat, 
with his talents and property, he ought, for tLe sake of his country, 
to make a sacrifice ; and then you know his opinions now are all the 
fashion, Mr. Leslie ; formerly they Yvould have been called shocking 
andvulgivr!” 

Thus saying, she looked with fond pride at Dick’s comely face, 
which at tliut moment, however, was all scowl and frown. I must do 
justice to Mrs. Avenel ; she was a weak, silly woman in some things, 
and a cuiming one in others ; but she was a good wile, as wives go. 
Scotchwomen generally arc. 

“ Bother I” said Dick ; “what do women know about politics? I 
wisii you’d mind the child —it is cruinphng up, and plajdng idmighty 
smash with that flim-llam book, which tost me one pound one.” 

Mrs. Avenel submissively bowed her head, and removed the Amiual 
from the hands of the young destructive : tlie destructive set up a 
squall, as destructives usually do when they don’t liave their own 
way. Dick clapped his hand to his cars. “ vYhe^e-ew, I can’t stand 
this ; come and take a walk, Leslie : I want stretetog [” He stretched 
himself as lie spoke, first half-way up to the ceiling, and then fairly 
out of the room. 

Handal, wdth his May Fair manner, turned towards Mrs. Avenel as 
if to apologise for her husband and, himself. 

“Poor Kichard!” said she, “be is in one of bis humours—all 
men have fliem. Come and see me again soon. When does Almack’a 
open?” 
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" Nay, I ought to ask you that question, you who luiow everythma 
that goes on in our set,” said the young serpent. Any tree planted 
in “ our set,” if it had been but a crab-tree, would have tempted 
Mr. Aveners Eve to jump at its boughs. 

** Are you coming, there?” cried Dick, from the foot of the stairs. 


CHAPTER XX. 

“ X just been at our friend Levy’s,” said Randal, when he 
and Dick were outside the street-door. “ He, like you, is full of, 
I)olitics — pleasant man— -for the business he is said to do.” 

"Well,” said Dick, slowly, "I suppose he is pleasant, but make 
the best of it— and stiU ” 

" Still what, my dear Avenel ?” (Randal here for the first time dis- 
carded the formal Mister.) 

Mk. AvBifEL. — Still the thing itself is not pleasant. 

Randal (^th his soft hollow laugh) .—You mean borrowing money 
upon more than five per cent. 

“ Oh, curse the iier-centage. I agree with Bentham on the Usuiy 
Laws— no shackles in trade for me, whether in money or anything 
else. That’s not it. But when one owes a fellow money even at two 
per cent., and ’tis not convenient to pay him, wlyr, somehow or 
other, it makes one feel small ; it takes the British Liberty out of a 
man !” 

" I should have thought you more likely to lend money than to 
borrow it.” 

"Well, I guess you are right there, as a general rule. But I tell 
you what it is, sir; there is too great a mania for competition getting 
np in this old rotten country of ours. 1 am as liberal as most men. 
Ilike competition to a certain extent, but there is too much of it, 
sir— too much of it.” 

Randal looked sad and convinced. But if Leonard had heard Dick 
Avenel, what would have been bis amaze ? Dick Avenel rail against 
competition ! Think there conld be too much of it ! Of course, 
"heaven, and earth are coming together,” said the spider, when the 
housemaid’s broom invaded it# coDweb. Dick was all for sweeping 
away olEer cobwebs; but he certaii^ thought heaven and cartfs 
commg^together when he saw a great Turk’s-head besom poked up at 
his own. 

Mir.^ AveneL in his genius for speculation and improvement, had 
established a lacto^ at Screwstowi^ the first which had ever eciinsed 
the church spire with its Titanic chimney. It succeeded well at first. 
Mr. Avenel transferred to this speculation nearly all his capital. 
" Nothipg,” quoi^ he, " paid such an interest. dM[anchester was get- 
ting worn out— time to ^ow whaj Screwstown could, do. Nothing 
like competition.” But by-and-by a still greater capitalist than Dick 
Avenel, nncbng out that Screwstown was at the mmii^ of a coal-mine, 
'and that Dick^s profits were great, erected a still uglier edifice, with 
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a still taller diimney. Aiad having been brought up to the businesii, 
and maldng his residence in town, while Dick employed a foreman 
and flourished in London, this infamous competitor so mani^d. first; 
to share, and then gradually to sequester, the profits which Dioli: had 
hitherto monopolised, that no wonder Mr.. Avenel thought compe 
tition should have its limits. “ The tongue touches where the tooth* 
aches,” as Dr. lUccabocca would tell us. By little and little our 
juvenile Talleyrand (I beg the elder great man’s pardon) wormed ou: 
from Dick this grievance, and in the grievance discovered the origin 
of Dick’s connection with the money-lender. 

“ But Levy,” said Avenel, candidly, “ is a decentish chap in his 
way — ^friendly too. Mrs. A. finds liim useful ; brings some of youi- 
young highflyers to her soirees. To be sure, they don’t dance— stand 
aU in a row at the door, like mutes at a fuueral. Not but what they 
have been uncommon civil to me lately — Spendquick particularly. By 
the bye, I dine with him to-morrow. The aristocracy are behindhand 
—not smart, sir — not up to the mark ; but when a man knows how 
to take ’em, they beat the New Yorkers in good manners. I’ll say 
that for them. 1 have no prejudice.” 

“ I never saw a man with less ; no prejudice even against Levy.” 

“No, not a bit of it! Every one says he’s a Jew;- he sayshe^s 
not. I don’t care a button what he is. His mon^ is EngHsh—- that’s 
enough for any man of a liberal turn of mind. His charges, too. are 
moderate. To be sure, he knows I shall pay them ; only what I don’t 
like in him is a sort of way he has of mon^cher-mg and my good-fellow- 
ing one, to do things quite out of the uatural way of that sort of 
business. He knows I have got Parliamentary influence. I could 
return a couple of members for Screwstown, and one, or perhaps two, 
for Lausmere, where 1 have of late been cooking up an interest j and 
he dictates to— no, not dictates— hnt tries to humbug me into putting 
in his own men. However, in one respect, we are likely to agree. 
He says you want to come into Parliament. You seem a smart young 
fellow ; but you must throw over that stiff red-tapist of yours, and go 
with Public Opinion, and— Myself.” 

“ You are very kind Avenel ; perhaps when we come to compare 
opinions, we may find tliat we entirely. Stih, in Egerton’s pre- 
sent position, delicacy to him— however, we’ll not discuss tlmt now. 
But you really think I might coihe in for Lansmere — ^against the 
L’Estrange interest, too, which must bo» strong there P ** 

“ It was very strong, out Pve smashed it, I calculate.” 

“ Would a contest there cost very much ?” 

“ Well, I guess you must come down with the ready. But, as you 
say, time enough to discuss that when you have squar^ your account 
with ‘ delicacy come to me then, and we’ll go into it.” 

ilauda^ having now squeezed his orai^e dry, had no desire to waste 
his time in brushing up the rind with his coat-sleeve, so ho unhooked 
his arm from Avenerspuid, looking at his watch, discovered he should 
be just in time for an appointment of the most urgent business- 
hailed a cab, aaad drove off. 

Dick looked hipped and disconsolate at being left alone ; he yawned 
very loud, to the astonishment of three prim old maiden Belgraviana 
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distance. “But, smoe she is walking, I will not disturb her at 
present. I will call another day.” 

The lodge-keeper bo^ed respectfully, Bandal jumped into his cab 
—“ To Curzon Street — quick ! ” 


CHAPTER XXII. 

Harley had made one notable oversight in that appeal to Beatrice’s 
better and gentler nature, which he intrusted to the advocacy of 
Leonard,—- a scheme in itself very characteristic of Harley’s romantic 
temper, and either wise or foolish, according as liis indulgent theory 
of human idiosyncrasies in general, and of those peculiar to Beatrice 
di Negra in especial, was the dream of an enthusiast, or the inductive 
conclusion of a sound philosopher. 

Harley 4 iad warned Leonard not to fall in love with the Italian, — 
he had forgotten to warn the It*alian not to fall in love with Leonard; 
nor had he ever anticipated tlie probability of that event. TJiis is 
not to be very much wondered at ; for if there be anytliing on which 
the most sensible men are duli-e5"ed, w 1 u;re those eyes are ntt lighted 
by jealousy, it is as to the probabilities of another male creature 
being beloved. All, the least vain of the wiiiskei^d gender, think it 
prudent to guard themsclues against being too irresistible to the fair 
sex; and each says of his friend, “Good fellow enough, hut the last 
man for tluit woman to fall in love with ! ” 

But certainly there appeared on the surface more than ordinary 
cause for Harley’s blindness in the special instance of Leonard. 

Whatever Beatrice’s l^etter qualllties, she was generally esteemed 
worldly and ambitious. She was pinched in circumstances, —she was 
luirariaiit and extravagant ; how was it likely that she could distin- 
guish any aspirant of the humble birth and fortunes of the yoimg 
peasant author ? As a cocmette, she might try to win his admiration, 
and attract his fancy: but her own heart would sui*ely be guarded in 
the triple mail of pride, poverty, and the colivcntional opinions of the 
world in which she lived. Had Harley thought it possible that 
Madamd di Negra could stoop below her station, and love, not wisely, 
but too well, he would rathei^have thought that Ihe object would be 
some brilliant adventurer of fashion, — some one wlio could turn 
ajgainst herself all the arts of deliberate fascination, and all the expe- 
rience bestowed by frequent conquest. One so simple as Leonard — 
80 young and so new ! Harley L’Estrangc would have smiled at 
himself, u the idea of that image subji^ating the ambitious woman to 
the disinterested love of a village maid, had once crossed his mind. 
Nevertheless, so it was, and precisely from those causes which w ould 
have seemed to Hailey to forbid the weakness. 

It that fresh, pure heart, — ^ was that simple, earnest sweetness, 
— ^it was that contrast in look, m tone, in sentiment, and in reason- 
ii^s^ to all that had jaded and disgusted her in the circle of her 
amnixers,— it was all this that captivated Beatrice at the lirst inter- 
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view with Leonard. Here was wLat she had confessed to the seep* 
deal liaiidal she Imd dreamed and sif?hed for. Her earliest youth had 
passed into abhorrent marriage, without the soft, hmooent crisis of 
liujuaii life — virgin love. Many a wooer might have touched her 
\aiiity, jileased her fancy, excited her aTuhition — ^lier heart liad never 
been awakened : it woke now. The world, and the years that the 
world had wasted, seemed to licet away as a cloud. She was as if 
restored to the blush and the sigh of youth — the yCuth of tlie Italian 
niaid. As m the restoration of our golden age is the spell of poetry 
with us all, so such was the spell of the poet himself on her. 

Oh, how exciuisite was that brief episode in the life of the woman 
])alled with the “hack sights and soimds” of worldly life! «How 
strangely happy were those hours, when, lured on by her silent sym- 
pathy, the young scholar spoke of his early struggles between ciroum- 
stance and impulse, niusmg amidst the flowers, and hearkoamg to 
the iountain; or of his wanderings in the desolate, lamp-lit streets, 
while tiie vision of Chatterton’s ghttering eyes shone dread through 
the friendless shadows. And as he spoke, whether of his hopes or 
Ills fears, her looks dwelt fondly on the young face, that varied be- 
tween pride and sadness— pride ever so gentle, and sadness ever so 
nobly touching. She was never weary of gaadug on that brow, wift 
its quiet power ; but her hds dropped before those eyes, with their 
serene, unfathomaljle passion. She felt, as they haunted her, what 
a deep and hol^ thing love in such soius must be. Leonard never 
spoke to her of Helen— that reserve every reader can comprehiodL 
'io natures like his, first love is a mystery ; to confide it is to profaae. 
But he fulfilled his commission of interesting her in the exile and his 
daughter. And his description of them hroiight tears to her eyes. 
She inly resolved not to aid Peschiera iu his designs on Violante. 
She forgot for the moment that her own fortune was to depend on 
the success of those designs. — Levy liad arranged so that she was* 
not remind(*d of her poverty by creditors— she knew not how ; she 
knew nothing of business : she gave herself up to the delight of the 
present hour, and to vague prospects of a future, associated with 
that young image— with that face of a guardian angel that she saw 
before her, fairest in the moments of absence : for in those moments 
cauic the life of fairy-lanil, when we shut our eyes on the world, and 
s(‘e through tlie haze of golden reverie. Dangerous, indeed, to 
Leonard would have been the soft soclbty of Beatrice di Hegra,^ had 
not his heart been wholly devoted to one object, ^d 1^ not Eis ideal 
of w^oinan been trom that obiect one sole and indivisible reflection. 
But Beatrice guessed not this barrier between herself and him. 
Amidst the shadows that he conjured up from his past life, she beheld 
no lival form. She sawliim lonely in the world as she* was herself. 
And in his lowly birth, his youth, iu the freedom from presumption 
which characterised him in all things (save th«t confidence in his 
intellectual destinies, which is the essential attribute of genius), she 
hut grew the bolder by the belief that, even if he loved her, he would 
not dare to hazard the avowal. 

And thus, one day, yielding, as she had ever been wont to yiei^i 
to the impulse of her quick Italiau heart— how she never remembered 

N 2 
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— itt wiuit woVdii she could novel* recall “~shc si)oke-^shc owned hei 
love---shc pleaded, with tears and blushes, for iovc? in return. All 
that passed 'was to her as a dream — a dream fi’om whicii she woke 
with a herce sense of asony, of lnunilia.tion-- woke as the woman 
‘^scorned.” No matter how ^^raiefully, how tenderly Leonard had 
I’^eidied— ;tho reply was i-eiusal. For the lirst time she learned she 
h^ a rival; that all he could give of love was long since, from 
his boyhood, given to another. For the first time hi her lile that 
ardent nature knew jealousy, its torturing stings, ii.s thirst for 
vengeance, its tempest of loving hate. But, to outward ai)j)earaiice, 
silent aud cold she stood as marble. Words that sought to soollie 
fell on licr ear unheeded : they were drowmjd by t he storm within. 
Pride was the first h'cling vhich dominated the warring clement^ 
that raged in her sonl. She tore her liand iVom tiuit which clasped 
hers with so loyal a respect. She could have spurned the fonn that 
knelt at her feet, not for love, hut for pardon. She pointed to the 
door with the gestui-c of an insulted (pieeii. SIk; knew no more till 
she was alone. "Then came that rapid flash of conjecture peculiar to 
the storms of jealousy ; that whicli seems to single iVoni all nature 
the one object to dread aud to dfistroy ; the conjecture so often false ; 
yet received at once by oiu convictions as the revelation of instinctive 
truth. ^ He to whom she had humhled herself loved another ; wliom 
hut Yiolante f^whoin else, young luid beautiful, had he named in the 
record of his life? — ^None! And he had sought to iuterest her, 
Beatrice di Negra, in the object of his love; -hinted at daubers, 
which Beatrice knew too well implied trust in Beatrice’s will to 
protect. Blind fool that she had been ! This, tlien, was th(i reason 
why he had come, day after day, to Jlcatriee’s house ; tin’s -was the 
ohanii that had drawn him iliither; this -she pressed her hands to 
^her bui’ning temples, as if to stop the toHure of tbouglit. Suddenly 
*a voice was heard below, the door opened, and Bimdiil Leslie 
entered. 


CHAPTEll XXI LI. 

Punctually at eight o’clock that evening, Baron Levy welcomed 
the new ally he had secured. •The pair dined e/i tete’h4tte, discussing 
^neral matters till the servants left them to their wine. Then said 
the Baron, rising and sliiring the Arc —tlien said the Baron, briefly 

“ As regards ilie propeity you spoke of,” answered Bandal, “ I am 
Avilling to purchase it on the terms you name. The only point that 
perplexes me is how to account to Audley Egerton, to my parents, to 
the world, for the poWer of purchasing it.” 

^‘’True,” said the Barom without even a smile at the ingmiious and 
truly Greek manner in which Randal had contrived to denote hks 
meaning, and conceal the ugliness of it--^ true, we must think of 
that. If we could manage to conceal the real name of the purchaser 
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for H } car or it niifrlit he easy — ^you may be suimosed io have 
tfpecukted in the funds ; or Egerton may die, and people may believe 
t liat be had secured to you somclliin^ liandsonie from the ruins of his 
fortune,” 

Little cliauce of E^rertmi’s dyin.jr.” 

“Humph!'’ said the Earou. “However, this is a mere detail, 
res(U'vcd for eoiisidoration. \ou can now tell us where the youns: 
lady is 

“ Gei'lainly. 1 could not tin's n)oi-nin" — I can now. 1 will go with 
you to the (kunt.. Meanwhile, 1 liave seep Madame di Negra; she 
will aeeent frank Hazoldean if he will but offer himself at once.” 

- Will he not?” 

“ No ! I have been to him. He is overjoyed at my representations, 
i u1, considers it his duty to ask the consent of his parents. Of course 
* h(‘v will not give it y and if there be delay, she udR retract. She is 
itinler llm influence of passions, on the duration of which there is no 
rebaue(*.” . 

“ Whet passions? Love?” 

“Jjov(‘ ; ])ut not for Hazcldcan. The passions that- bring her to 
accept Ills hand arc pique and jealousy. Sluj believes, in a word, 
1 hat one, who seems f.o have gained the mastery over her ajftcctions 
wilh a strange siuldcuncss, is hnt blind to Jier charms because da<zzled 
by y iolaiite’s. She is prepared to aid in all that can give lier rival to 
Pescbicra : and yet, sncli is tlie inconsistency of woman,” added the 
yoiing jdiilosopher, Avith a slirug of the slioulders, “ that slic is ^so 
prepared to lose all chnne-c of securing him slie loves, b,\' bestowing 
herself Oil another ! ” 

“ Woman, indeed, all over!” said the Ear()U, tap}mig Hk* snuff-box 
(Louis Qninze), and reeling his nostrils with a, scornful pinch. 
“ Eut aaLo is the man whom the fair Ecatrici'. has thus honoured ? 
Superb creature ! 1. had some idea of her myself when I Imught up 
h('r dcbl-s ; but it miglit have', embarrassed me, in mori^ general plans, 
as regards the Count. All for the best. "Who’s tlie man? Not 
Lord \ /Estrange ? ” 

“ 1 do not think it is ho ; hut 1 liavc lud, yet ascerfaiued. 1 have 
fold >oa ,'dl 1 know. I found her in a slate so excited, so unlike her- 
seif, tliat J. had no little ditliculty in soothing her into confidence so 
f;ir. I could not venture more.” 

“ And she will accept frank ? ” 

“ Mad lie offered to-day she A\'ould have accepted him I” 

“ it may be a great help to your fortunes, mon cher^ if frank Hazel- 
dean inarry lliis lady Avithont liis latlicr’s consent. Perhaps ho may 
he (lisinhorited. "You ai’c next of kin.” 

“ How do you know that ? ’’ asked Eandal, sullenly. 

“ It is my business to knoAv all about the chances mid connectmuA 
of any one with wJioin I do money matters. 1 do money matters 
with young Mr. Hazcldean ; so I know that the Hazeldean property 
is not entailed ; and as the Squirc’« half-brother has no Hazeldean 
blood in him, you have excellent expectations.” 

“ Did frank tell you 1 was next of kin ?” 

“I rather think so ; but I am siQ*e you did.” 
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wben?” 

“ Wlien you told me how important it was to you that Frank i^ould 
marry Madame di Negra. rede! mon cher, do you tliink Tm a 
blockhead?” 

** WeU, Baron, Frank is of age, and can marry to please himself. 
You imijued to me that you could help him in this.” 

will try. See that he call at Madame di Negra’s to-morrow, at 
twoprecisely.” 

“I would rather keep clear of ail apparent interference in this mat- 
ter. Will you not arrange that he call on her ? And do not forget to 
<'n tangle him in a poet obit!* 

‘‘Leave it to me. Any more wine P No then let us so to the 
Oount’s.” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

The next morning Frank Hazeldcan was sitting over his solitary 
breakfast-table. It was long past noon. The young man had risen 
early, it is true, to attend his military duties, but he had contracted 
the habit of breakfasting late. One^s appetite does not come early 
when one lives in London, and never goes to bed before daybreak. 

There was nothing very luxurious or effeminate about Frank’s 
rooms, though they were in a very dear street, and he paid a mon- 
strous high price for them. Still to a practised eye, they betrayed an 
inmate who can get through his money; and make very little show for 
it. The walls were covered with coloured prints of racers, and 
steeple-chases, interspersed with the portraits of opcra-dancers— all 
smirk and caper. Then there was a semi-circular recess covered with 
red doth, and fitted up for smoking, as you might perceive by simdry 
stands full of IVkish pipes in cherry-stiok and jessamine, with amber 
mouthpieces ; while a great serpent hookah, from which Frank could 
no more have smoked than he could have smoked out of the head of 
a boa-constrictor, coiled itself up on the floor ; over the chimney-piece 
was a collection of Moorish arras. Wliat use on earth, ataghan and 
scimitar, and damasquined pistols, that would not cany straight three 
yards, could be to an officer in his Majesty’s Guards, is more than 1 
can conjecture, or even Frank* satisfactorily e^laiu. 1 have strong 
suspicions that this valuable arsenal passed to Frank in part payment 
of a bill to be discounted. At all events, if so, it was an improvement 
on the bear that he had sold to the hairdresser. No books were to be 
seen anywher^ except a Court Guide, a Racing Calendar, an Army List, 
a Sporting Magazine complete (whole-bound in scarlet morocco, at 
about a gmuea per volume!, and a small book, as small as an Elzevir, 
on the chimney-piece, by the side of a cigar-case. That small book 
had cost Frank more than all the rest put together; it was his Own 
Book, his book par excellence ; book made np by himself— his Bet- 
ting Book I 

On a centre table were deposited Frank’s weU-brushed hat— a satin- 
wood box, containing kid gloves* of various delicate tints, from prim- 
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rose to lilac— a ti*uy full of cards and tbrce-comered notcs—aii opera- 
glass, and an ivory sul)scription-tickct to liis opera stall. 

In one comer was an ingenious rccei)tacle for canes, sticks^, and 
whips — 1 should not like, in these bad times, to liave paid the bill for 
them ; and mounting guard by that receptacle, stood a pair of boots 
IIS bright as Baron L(’vy*s — “the force oi brightness could no further 
go,*’ IVank was in his dressing-^own — very good taste— quite Orien- 
tal — guaranteed to be, true India cashmere, and charged as such. 
Nothing could be more neat, though perfectly simple, Hlian the appur- 
tenances of liis breakfast-table; — silver tea-pot, ewer and basin— aU 
fitting into* bis drcBsiug box— (for the which may Storr and Mortimer 
be now praised, and some day paid 1) Frank looked very handsome— 
rather tired, and exceedingly bored. He had been trying to read the 
Morning Post, but the effort had proved too much for him. 

Poor dear Prank Hazel dean ! — tme tjqicof many a poor dear fellow 
who has long since gone to the dogs. And if* in this road to ruin, 
there had been the least thing to do the traveller any credit by the 
way ! One feels a respect for the ruin of a man like Audley Egerton. 
He is ruined cri roi ! Prom the wrecks of his fortune he can look 
down and see stately monuments built from the stones of that dis- 
mantled edifice, lu every institution which attests the humanity of 
England, was a record of the princely bounty of the public man. In 
those objects of party, for wliich the proverbial sinews of war ate 
necessary — in those rewards for service, whicli private liberality cto 
confer— the hand of Egeidon had been opened as with the heart of a 
king. Many a rising member of Parliament, in those days when 
talent was brought forward through the aid of wc^dtli and rank, owed 
his career to the seat which Audley Egerton’s large subscription had 
secured to him ; many an obscure supporter in letters and the press 
looked back to tno day when he had been freed from tlie gaol by the 
j^ratitude of the patron. The city he represented was embellished .at 
his cost; througli the shire that licld lus mortgaged lands, which he 
liad rarely ever /vdsited, his gold had flowed as a Pactolus; aH that 
could animate its public spirit, or increase its civilization, claimed 
kindred with liis muiiificoucc, and never had a claim disallowed. 
Even in liis grand, careless household, with its large retinue and 
superb hospitality, there was something wortliy of a representative of 
that time-honoured portion of our trpe nobility— the untitled gentle- 
men of the land. The Great Commoner had, indeed, ” somcming to 
show” for the money he had disdained and squandered. But for 
Prank Hazeldean’s mode of getting rid of the dixiss, when gone, what 
Avould be left to tell the tale ? Paltry prints in a bachelor’s looging ; 
a collection of canes and chcny-sticks ; naif a dozen letters in ill-spelt 
French from ^figurante ; some longdegged horses, fit for nothing out 
to lose a race ; that damnable Betting-Book ; ana — sic transit gloria 
—down sweeps some hawk of a Levy, on the wings of on I 0 U, and 
not a feather is left of the pigeon ! 

Yet Prank Hazeldean 1ms stnf in him— a good heart, and strict 
honour. Pool though he seem, there is sound sterling sense in some 
odd corner of his brains, if one could but get at it. All he wants to 
save him from perdition is, to do what he nas never yet done— 
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pause and think. But, to be sure, that same operation of thinking la 
not so easy for folks iinaccnstoiued to it, as people who 1 hint- 
think! 

“ I can’t bear this,” said Frank, suddenly, and springing to his 
feet. Tliis woman, I cannot get her out of my liead. I ought 
go down to the governor’s; but then if he gets into a passion, anri 
refuses his consent, where am I ? And lie will too I fear. I ^vish .1 
could make out vi%at Jlaiidal advises. He seems to roeommeud lhai 
I should marry Beatrice at once, and trust to iny mother’s influenci^ 
to make ail nght afterwards. But when 1 ask,’** Js that your ad 
vice?’ he backs out of it. Web, 1 su^i?osc he is right there. J can 
understand ihat he is uuwiUing, good fellow, to roeommeud anything 
that my father would disaimrove. But still ” 

Hero Frank stopped in his soliloquy, and did make his first des- 
perate effort to— think ! 

Now, 0 dear reader, I .wmie, of course, lhai, thou art one of the 
class to which thought is familiar; and, perhn]is, tliou hast smiled in 
disdain or incredulity at that remark oii tlu! diliiculty of thinking 
which preceded Frank Hazeldcan’s discourse to himself. But art 
'^ou quite sure that when thou hast tried to /hlf/l’ tliou hast always 
iflxcceeded? Hast thou not often been duped by that pale visionar.v 
simulacnim of thought which goes by the name of reverie ? Honest 
old Montaigne confessed that lie did not understand that processor 
sitting down ‘to think, on wliich some folks express themselves so 
gbbly. He could not think unless he had a pen in his hand, and a 
sheet of paper before him ; and so, by a marimd operation, seized ami 
connected the links of ratiocination. Yvry often lias it liappencil t(i 
myself, when 1 have said to Thought peremptorily, “Bestir ihysell'- 
a serious matter is before thee— ponder it well — think of it,” tli;:! 
that same Thought has behaved iii the most refractory, rebellious 
manner conceivable— and instead of concentrating its rays into a 
single stream of light, has broken into all llie, desnljory tints of tlie. 
rainbow, colouring senseless clouds, and running otf into iJie scvciitli 
heaven— so that after sitting a good hour by the eloek, with brows as 
knit as if I was intent on srinaring the circle, I liavc suddenly dis- 
covered that I might as well Ixavc gone comfortably to sleep — 1 lia^ 
been doing nothing bat dream— and the most noiLsensiciu dreams ! 
So when Frank Hazeldeaii, as lie stopped at that meditative *' Bui 
stbl” — and leaning his iinn on the chimncy-piccc, and restiqg ids 
face on his hand, lelt himself at the grave (visis of life, and fancicii 
he was going “ to think on it,” there only rose; before him a succes- 
sion of shadowy pictures : llandal Leslie, witi) ' an unsatisfactory 
•coimtenance. from which he ccmld extract nothing;— the Squire, 
looking as black as thunder in his study at Hazeldean;— his mother 
ti'ymg to plead for him, and gettinj^ herself properly scolded for her 
pains ;— and then off went that Will-o’-thc-wisp wliich pretended to 
call itself Thou^t, and^ began playmg round the pale charming fac(^ 
of Beatrice di Negra in the drawing-room at CSirzon Street, and 
irepcati^, with small elfin voice, llandal Leslie’s assurance of the 
preceding day, as to her affection for yon, Frank, there is no doubt 
► of that; shq only begins to think you a^e trifling with her.” And 
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then there was a rapturous vision of a young: gentleman ou liis knee, 
and the fair pale lace bathed in blushes, and a clergj^man standing by 
the Jiltar, and a carriage-and-fmtr with white favours at the churcli- 
door ; and of a honeymoon, which would have astonished as to honey 
all the bees of Hymettus. And in the midst of these phantasma- 
i^qria, which composed wliat Prank fondly slyied “ iruxking up his 
mind,” there came a single man’s elegant ra14aldat at the street- 
door. 

One never Jiax a pioment for thinking^'’ cried hi'aiik, and ho called 
out to his valet, “ Not at home.” 

But it was too late. Lord Spendnuick was in the hail, and pre- 
sently within the room. How d’ye do’s were exchanged and handt 
.shaken. 

Lord Spendquick;. - 1 have a note for j’ou, Hazeldcnn. 

Prank (lazily). — ^Proniwhom? 

Loj?d SrENDQUTCK. — ^Le\^'. Just come from him — never saw him 
in siicli a tidget. He xvas going into the city — I suppose to sec X.Y. 
Dashed off this note for you— and would Imvc sent it by a servant, 
but I said T would bring it. 

Prank (looking fearfully at the not.(0. — T hope lie docs not want 
-his moiK'y yet. Privatp aud looks bad. 

Spendqu I CK. — Devilish bad, indeed . 

Frank opens the note and reads, half aloud, “ Dear Hfiieldean,”' 

8peni)qittc;k (interrupting).— Good sign ! lie always “ Spend- 
rpiicks” mo when lie lends me money; and ’tis ‘‘ Aly dear Lord” 
when he wants it back. Capital sign ! 

Frank reads on, but to liimsclf, and with a eliaiighig comitcnaiicc — 

Dear Hazeldean.— I am very sorry to tell you that, in consc- 
riuciice ot‘ the sudden failure of a house at Paris w^ith whicdi I had 
large dealings, I am pressed, on a sudden, for all the ready money 1 
can get. I don’t w'aiit to inconvenience yon ; hut do try and see if 
you can take up those bills of yours which I hold, and which, as 
you know, have been due some little time. T had hit on a way of 
arranmng your affairs ; but when T hinted at it, yon seemed to dislike 
the idea; and Leslie has since told me that y(ju have strong objcc- 
lious to giving any security on your prospective property. So no 
more of that, my dear feUoxv. 1 am called out in haste to try" what I 
can do for a very charming client of mine, who is in groat pecuniary 
distress, tJiough she has for her brothei'*a foreign Count, as lich as a 
Croesus. There is an execution in her house. I am going dowm to 
iho tradesman who put it in, but have no hope of softening him ; and 
1 fear there Avill be others before tlic day is out. Another reason for 
wanting inonej^, if you can help nic, raon chcr ! — An execution in the 
house of one of the most brilliant women in London — an execution in 
Curzon Street, May Pair ! It will be all over the towm, if 1 (^an’t 
stop it. — Yours in haste. 

Lew. 

P.»V.— Don’t let w^hat 1 have said vex ypu too much. I should 
not trouble you if Spendquick and Borroweil would pay me some* 
^ing. Perhaps you can get them to do so.” 
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ijfcruck by Prank’s silence and paleness, Lord Spendqiiick here, m 
tbe kindest way possible, laid liis band on the y'onng Guardsman’s 
sbonlder, and looked over the note with that freedom which gentle- 
men in difficulties take with eacli other’s private and confia{mtial 
correspondence. His eye fell on the postsenpt. “ Oh, damn it,” cried 
Spendqnick, “but tluit’s too b.id— employing you to get me to pay 
him! Such horrid treachery. Make yourself easy^, my dear Frank ; 
I could never suspect you of aiiytliiiig so unhandsome. 1 could as 
soon suspect myself ol^paying him ” 

“ Curxon Street I (x)uut!” muttered Frank, as il‘ waking from a 
dream, “It must be so.” To thrust on liis boots — ciiangc liis 
di’essing-robe for a frock-coat — snatch nt his liat, gloves, and cane — 
break from Spcndquick— descend the stairs— a flight at a leap— ^ain ‘‘ 
the street— throw himself into a cabriolet ; all this was done before 
his astounded visitor could even recover breath enough to ask “ What’s 
the matter P” 

Left thus alonCj Loi’d Spcndquick shook his head— shook it twice, 
as if fully^ to convince himself that there was nothing in it ; and tlicn 
re-arrangiug his hat before the looking-glass, and drawing on his 
gloves deliberately, he walked downstairs, and strolled into \Vliite’s. 
But with a bewildered and absciit air. Standing at the cclchratea 
bow-window, for some moments in musing silence, Lord Spcndquick 
at last thus addressed an exceedingly cynical, sceptical, old rou&— 

“ Pray do you tliink there is any tnith in the stoiies about people 
in former times selling themselves to the devil ?” 

“ Ugh,” answered the much too uise ever to be surprised. 

“ Have you any personal interest in the question?” 

. “ I ! — no ; but a friend of niiiie has just received a letter from Levy, 
and he flew out of the room in the most^ ex-tra-or-di-na-ry manner— 
just as people did in those days when their time wjis up I And Lev5\ 
yon know, is ” 

“ Not qmte as great a fool as tlie other dark geuileman to vdiom 
vou would compare him: for Levy never made such bad bargains for 
himself. Time up ! No doubt it is. I should not like to he in youri 
friend’s shoes.” 

“Shoes!” said Spendquick, with a sort of shuddci*; “you never 
saw a neater fellow, nor one, to do him iustice, who takes more time 
in dressing than he does in seneral. Ana talking of shoes— he rushed 
out with the right boot on the left foot, and the left boot on the right. 
Very mysterious ! ” And a third time Lord Spcndcmick shook his 
head— and a third time that head seemed to him w’ondrous emnt y. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

But Frank had arrived in Cimzon Street— leapt from the cabriolet 
—knocked at the door, which w*as opened by a strange-looking man 
in a bufl waistcoat and corduroy smalls. Frank gave a glance at this 
personage— pushed him aside— and rushed upstairs. He burst into " 
the drawing-room— no Beatrice was there. A thin elderly man, witu 
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a manuscript book in his hand, appeared engraged in examining the 
furniture and making an inventory, with the aid of Madame di Negra’s 
uipper servant. The thin man stared at Frank, and touched the hat 
winch was on his head. The servant, who was a foreigner, approached 
IVank, and said, in broken English, that his lady did not receive— 
that she was unwell, and kept her room. Frank thrust a sovereign 
into the servant’s hand, and begged him to tell Madame di Negra 
that Mr. Hazeldean entreated the honour of an interview. As soon 
as the servant vanished on this errand, Frank seized the thin man by 
the arm— “ What is this ?— an execution 

‘‘Yes, sir.” 

, “For what sum?” 

■ “Fifteen hundred and forty-seven pounds. We are the first in 
possession.” 

“ There are others, then ? ” 

“ Or else, sir, we should never have taken this step. Most pamful 
to our feelings, sir ; but these foreigners are here to-day, and gone 
to-morrow. And ” 

The servant re-entered. Madame di Negra would see Mr. Hazel- 
dean. Would he walk upstairs? Fraiik hastened to obey this 
summons. 

Madame di Negra was in a small room which was fitted up as a 
boudoir. Her eyes showed the traces of recent teai’s, but her face 
was composed, and even rigid, in its haughty^ though mournful 
expression. Frank, however, did not pause to notice her countenance 
—to hear her dignified salutation. All his timidity was gone. He 
saw but the woman whom he loved, in distress and humiliation. As 
the door closed on him he fiung liimself at her feet. He caught at 
her hand — the skirt of her robe. 

“Oh! Madame di Negra 1 — Beatrice!” he exclaimed, tears in his 
eyes, and his voice half-broken by generous emotion ; “ forgive me — 
forgive me ; don’t see in me a mere acquamtance. By accident I 
learned, or, rather, guessed— this— this strange insult to which you are 
so unworthily closed. 1 am here. Think of me— but as a friend— the 
truest friend. Oh ! Beatrice,” — and he bent his head over the hand 
he held— “ I never dared say so before— it seems presuming to say it 
now— but I cannot help it. 1 love you, 1 love you with my whole 
heart and soul;— to serve you — ^if only but to serve you!— I ask 
nothing else.” And a sob went from his warm, young, foolish heart. 

The Italian was deeply moved. Nor was her natni’c that of tho 
mere sordid adventuress. So much love, and so much confidence ! 
She was not prepared to betray the one, “and entrap the other. 

“ Kise— rise,” she said, softly ; “ 1 thank you gratefully. But do 
not suppose that I ” 

“ Hush-hush ! — ^you must not refuse me. Hush ! don’t let your 
pride speak.” 

“ No— it is not my pride. You ex^gerate what is occurring here. 
You forget that I have a brother. 1 nave sent for him. He is the 
, only one I can apply to. Ali ! that is liis knock ! But I shall never, 
never forget that I have found one generous, noble heart in this hollow 
world.” 
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“Fr anlc would liavc replied, but lie heard the Count’s voice on ill?* 
stairs, a^d liad only time to rise and withdraw to the windov', 
hard to repress his agitation and compose his countenance. Conut cli 
Pesohiera entered — entered as a very personation of the beauty snt! 
magnificence of careless, luxurious, pampered, egotistical wealtn. 
His surtout, trimmed with the costliest sables, flung back from his 
splendid chest. Amidst the folds of the glossy satin that enveloped 
bis throat, gleamed a turquoise, of such value as a jeweller miglit 
have kept for fifty rears before ho could find a customer rich and 
frivolous enough To buy it. The very head of his cane was a mastiM - 
piece of art, and the man himself, so elegant despite his strength, and 
so fresh despite^ his years 1 — It is astonishing now weU men wear 
when they think of no one but tlumi selves ! * 

“ Pr-rr !” said the Conni, not obsi'rving Prank behind the draperies 

of the window ! “dh-n* ! It seems to ni(i that you must have*. 

passed a very unpleasant quaner of an hour. And novr—Dieii wr 
damite — qmifidrr ! ” 

Beatrice pointed i,o the window, and felt as if she could liave sunk 
into the earth for shame. But as the Count spoke in Prench, and 
Prank did not very I'cndily comprehend that language, tlic w'ords 
escaped him ; tliough his car was shocked by a ccriain satirical levity 
of tone. 

Pranlc came foi’ward. The Count held out his hand, and wdtJi a 
rapid change of voice and manner, said, “ One whom my sister admits 
at such a moment must he a friend to me.*’ 

“Mr. Hazeld(mu,” said Beatrice, witJi meaning, “woidd inde(‘[l 
have nobly pressed on me the olfer of an aid which I need no more, 
since you, my brother, are here.” 

“ Certainly,” said the Count, with liis superb air of mpyeur ; 

“ I will go down and clear your house of this impertinent nhudllr. 
But I thought >our allairs w^erc with Baron tevv. He should he 
here.” 

“I expect him every’ moment. Adieu ! MV. Ilazeldcan.” Beatrice 
extended her hand to her young lover witli a frankness w hich w'as not , 
without a certain patlietic and cordial dignity, itestraiued from 
further words by the Count’s presence. Prank bowed over the lair 
hand in silence, and retired. He w^as on the stairs when he was joineil 
by Peschieriu 

“Mr. Hazcldean,” said Ih^ latter, in a low tone, “will you come 
into the drawing-room 

I'rank obeyed. The man employed in his e.xaminatiou of the furni- 
ture was still at his task : but at a short wdiispcr from tlie Count- he 
withdrew. 

“ My dear sir,” said Peschiera, “I.am so unacquainted with your 
Englisli laws, and your mode of settling embarrassments of this 
degrading nature, and yon have evidently shown so kind a sympathy . 
in my sister’s distress, that I venture to ask you to stay here, and aid 
me in consulting with Baron Levy." 

Prank was just expressing his unfeimed pleasure to be of the 
slightest use, when Levy’s knock resounded at the street-door, and in ^ 
another moment the Baron entered. 
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Ouf ! ” said Levy, wiping his brows, and sinking into a chair as if 
he had been engaged in toils the most exhausting— “ Ouf ! tliis is a 
very sad business— very: and nothing, my dear Count, nothing but 
i tiatly money can save ns here.** 

‘‘You know my affairs, Levy,” repHed Peschicra, mournfully 
shaking his head, “ and that though in a few months, or it may be 
w(^cks, I could discharge with ease my sister*s debts, what-ever tlum' 
amount, yet at this moment, and in a strange land, I have, not tlie 
])ower to do so. The money I brought with me is nearly exhausted. 
Can you not advance the recpiisitc smu ?** 

“ Impossible !— Mr. Hazcldcan is aware of tlic distress under which 
1 labour myself.” 

* “ In that case,** said the Coimt, “all we can do to>day is to remove 
my sister, and let the execution ])vocecd. Meanwliile I will go among 
my friends, and see what i can horrovv from them.** 

“ Alas!** said Levy, rising and looking out of the window — “alas ! 
wc cannot remove the iMareln^sa ilic worst is to come. Look! 
— you see tliose tlirce men ; lJuy Jiavc a writ against lier ^ per- 
son ; the moment she sets her foot out of these doors she will be 
arrested.**''--’ 

“ Ai’i’cstcd ! ’* (ixclaimcd Peschiera and Frank in a breath. 

“ 1. liave done niy best to iwevent this disgrace, but in vain,** said 
1 he llaron, looking very wrciched. “You sec these English trades- 
people fancy Ihoy have no hold upon foreigners. But we can get bail ; 

she must not go lo i)risoii ” , 

“ Prison !” eciiocd Frank. He hastened to Levy and drew Iiim 
aside. The Count seemed panilyzed by shame and grief. Throwing 
himself bjick on the sofa, ho covered liis face w’ith his hands. 

“My sister!” groaned tlie Coxmi — “daughter to a Pescliiera, 
widow to a di Ncgra !” There nas somci hiiig affecting in the proud 
woe of this grand patrician. . . , ^ 

“ Wliat is the sum?’* whispered Frank, anxious that the poor 
Count should uot overhear him; and indeed llic Count seemed too 
stunned and overwhelmed to hear any tiling less loud than a clap of 
tliimder ! 

“We may settle liabililie.s for .15,000. Notliing to Peschiera, 
^vlio is ciK)rmously rich. Jwitre 1 doubt liis assurance that he is 
without ready money. It may bo so, but-; — ’* 

“ Five thousand pounds ! JIow can Praise such a sum ?** 

“ You, my dear Hazoldean P Wliat are you talking about ? To be 
sure you could raise tvrico. as much vvith a stroke of your pen, and 
throw your ov\ti debts into the bargain. But— to be so generous to 
an acquaintance 1 ” , 

“ Ac(iiiaintauce ! — Madame di !Negra ! the height of my ambition is 
to claim her as my wife !’* 

“And these debts don’t startle you?’* 

“If a man loves,** answered Frank, simply, “he feels it most when 
tlie woman he loves is iii affliction* And,** he added, after a pause, 
though these debts arc faults, kinebess at this moment may give m« 

• At that date the law of meme process existed still. 
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the power to cure for ever both her faults and my owa. I cau raise' 
this mouey hr a stroke of the pen ! How P ” 

‘‘ On the Casino property.” 

Frank drew back. 

“Ko other way?” 

“ Of course not. But I know your scruples ; let us see if they can 
be conciliated. You would marry Madame di Negra ; she will have 
£20,000 on her wedding-day. not arrange that, out 9 f this sum, 

S anticipative charge on the Casino property be paid at once ? 

, in truth, it will be but for a few weeks that the charge will exist. 
The bond will remain locked in my desk — it can never come to yoUr 
father’s knowledge, nor wound his feelings. “ And when you marry 
([if you will but be prudent in the meanwhile), you will not owe a debt 
in the world.” 

Here tlie Count suddenly started up. 

“Mr. Hazeldean, I asked you to stay and aid us by your counsel; 
I see now that counsel is unavailing. This blow on our house must 
fall ! 1 thank you, sir — thank you. Farewell. Levy, come with 
me to my poor sister, and prepare her for the worst.” 

■ “Count,” said Frank, ^Miear me. My acquaintance with you is 
but slight, but I have long known and— and esteemed your sister. 
Baron Levy has suggested a mode in which I can have the honour 
and the happiness of removing this temporary but painful embarrass- 
ment. 1 can advance the money.” 

“No— no ! ” exclaimed Peschiera. “ How can you suppose that I 
will hear 'of such a proposition? Your youth and benevolence mislead 
and blind you. Impossible, sir— impossible ! Why, even if I had no 

prid^ no delicacy of my ow;^ my sister’s fair fame ” 

“ Would suffer indeed,” interrupted Levy, “ if she were under such 
obligation to any one but her affianced husband. Nor, whatever my 
rei^d for you. Count, could I suffer my client, Mr. Hazeldean, to 
make this advance upon any less valid security than that of the fortune 
to which Madame di Negra is entitled.” 

“ Ha !— is this indeed so ? You are a suitor for my sister’s hand, 
Mr. Hazeldean ? ” 

“But not at this moment— not to owe her hand to the compulsion 
of latitude,” answered gentleman Frank. 

“Gratitude! And you do not know her heart, then? Do not 
know — ” tho^ount interruptpd himself, and went on after a pause. 
“Mr. Hazeldean, I need not s^, that we rank among the first houses 
in Europe. My pride led me mrmeiiy iuto the error of disposing of 
my sister’s baud to one whom she did not love— merely because in 
rank he was her equal. I will not again commit such an error, nor 
would Beatrice again obey me if I sought to constrain her. Where 
she marries, there she will love. If, mdeed, she accepts yon, as I 
believe she wiU, it will be from affection solely. If she does, I cannot 
scruple to accept this loan— a loan from a brother-in-law— loan to 
me, and not charged against her fortune ! That^ sir [turning to Levy, 
with his grand air] you will take care to arrange. If she do not 
accept you, Mr. Hazeldean, the loan. I repeat, is not to be thought 
of. Pardon me, if I leave you. This, one way or other, must be 
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decided at once.’’ Tlie Count inclined his head with much stateli- 
ness, and then quitted the room. His step was heard asccndiuj? the 
stairs. 

‘‘ If,” said Levy, in the tone of a mere man of business— “if the 
Count pay the debts, and the lady’s fortune be only charg^ed with 
your own— after all it will not be a bad marriage in the world’s eye, 
nor ought it to be m a father’s. Trust me, we shall get Mr. Hazel- 
dean’s consent, and cheerfully too.” 

Prank did not listen ; he could only h'sten to his love, to his heart 
beating loud with hope and with fear. 

Levy sate down before the table, and drew up a long list of figures 
in a very neat hand— a list of figures on two accounts, wliichthe post- 
-obit on the Casino was destined to efface. 

After a lapse of time, which to Prank seemed interminable, the 
Count reappeared. He took hVank aside, with a gesture to Levy, 
who rose, and retired into the drawing-room. 

“ INly dear young friend,” said Peschiera, “ as I suspected, my 
sister’s heart is wholly yours. Stop ; hear me out. But, unluckily 
1 informed her of your generous proposal ; it was most unguarded, 
most ill-judged in me, and that has well-nigh spoiled all; she has so^ 
much pride and spirit; so great a fear that you may thmk yourself 
betrayed into an imprudence which you may nereafter regret, that 1 
am sure she will tell you that she does not love you^ she cannot 
accept you, and so forth. Lovers like you are not easily deceived. 
Don’t go by her words ; but you shall see her yourself and judge. 
Come.” 

Pollowcd meclianically by Piunk, the Count ascended the stairs and 
throw open the door of Beatrice’s room. The Marchesa’s back was 
turned ; but Prank could see that she w^as weeping:. 

“I have brought my friend to. plead for himsell,” said the Count, 
in Prench ; “ and take my advice, sister, and do not throw away all 
prospect of real and solid liappiness for a vain scruple. Heed me / ” 
He retired and left Prank alone with Beatrice. 

Then the Marchesa, as if by a violent effort, so sudden was her 
Unovemcnt, ainl so wild her look, turned her face to her wooer, and 
come up to him where he stood. 

“ Oh!” she said, clasping her hands, “is this true? You would 
save me from disgrace, iroiu a nrisoii—und what can I, give you in 
return? My love! No, no: I will not doceive you. Young, fair, noble, 
as you are, I do not love you, as you should be loved. Go ; leave this 
house ; you do not know my brother. Go, go — while I have still 
strength, still virtue enough to reject wJjatever may protect me from 
him! whatever— may— Oh— go, go.” 

“ You do not love me,” sjiid Prank. “Well I don’t wonder at it ; 
you are so brilliant, so superior to me. I will abandon hope— I will 
leave you as you command me. But at least I will not part with my 
privilege to serve you. As for the rest — shame on me if I cordd 
be mean enough to boast of love, ,and enforce a suit, at such a 
moment.” 

Prank tunied his face and stoic away softly. He did not arrest 
his steps at the drawing-room ; he went into the parlour, wrote a 
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brief Ibie to Levy cbarginj: him quietly to disnuss the execution, and 
to come to Trank’s rooms with tho necessai 7 deeds ; and, above all, 
to say nothing to the Count. Then he went ont of the house and 
walked back to his lodgings. 

That evening Levy came to him, and accounts were gone into, and 
^nipers signed; and tlio next morning Madame di Negra was free 
trom debt ; and there wiusa great claim on the reversion of the Casino 
<^states; and at tlie noon of that next day Kandal was. closeted with 
Beatrice ; and before the niglit, (nme a note from Madame di Negra, 
liurried, blurred with tears, summoning Trank to Curzon Street. 
And when he entered the Riarchesa’s drawing-room, .Peschiera was 
seated beside liis sister ; and rising at Trank’s entrance, said, ‘‘ M>' 
dear brotlier-iii law ! ” and ijlaoed Trank’s hand in Beatrice’s. 

“ You accept — you accept me — and of your ovm free v ill and 
choice?” 

And Beatrice answered, “Bern- with me a little, and 1 will f ry to 
repay you with all my--*all my -” 8hc stonned sliorf. jind 
aloud. 

‘‘ 1 never thought her capable of such acute feelings, such strong 
iitlachment,” wliispcred Die Count. 

^ Trank lieard, and his face was radiant. By degrees Madimu' di 
Negra recovered composure, and she listened with what her voung 
lover deemed a, tond(?r interest, but what in fact, was mournful and 
liumblcd resignation, to liis joyous talk of the future. To liim the 
hours passed by, •brief and bright, like a flash of sunlight. Ajid liis 
dreams wlieii Te retired to rest, w'erc so golden ! But, when he 
awoke the next morning, he said to himself, “' What— what will thc.^ 
say at the Hall ? ” ‘ 

At that same hour Beatrice, burying her face on her pillow, tui’iied 
from the loathsome day, a-nd could have prayed for death. At that 
same hour, Giulio Traiiziui, Count di Pcscliicra, dismissing some 
gaunt haggard Italians, with whom he had been in close coiii'ercnet\ 
'Sallied forth 1o reconnoitre the house that confniiied AWautc. A\ 
that same hour, Baron Lev}^ was seated before his desk c.asting up 
deadly array of figures, headed, “Account with the Biglit Hon,’ 
Audlcy E-^ei’ton, M.P., Dr. and Or.” — title-deeds strewed around 
him, and TYaiik Hazeldcau’s post-obit peeiiing out fresh from llie 
elder pai’chments. At that same hour, Audlcy Egertou Jiad just con- 
cluded a letter from the chlimnan of his committee in the city he 
represented, which Ictf cr informed him that he had not a chance of 
being re-el ected. And the lines of Ids face Vtrerc as composed as 
usual, and his foot rested as ^irm on the grim ii-on box ; but his iriaTad 
was pressed to his heart, and his eye was on the clock ; and his voice 

muttered— “ l)i*. T should be here !” And at that hour, Harioy 

L’Eslrangc, who the previous night had channed courtly crowds willi 
liis gay humour, was pacing to and fro the room in his hotel witli 
restless strides ^d many a heavy sigh ; — and Leonard was standing 
by the fountain in his garden, ana watching the wintry sunbeams that 
sparkled athwart the spray and Yiolante was leanmg on Helen’s 
shoulder, and trying archly, yet innocently, to lead Helen to talk of 
l.ieonard ; — and Hdcn was gazing steadfastly ou the floor, and an- 
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swering but by monosyllables ;-~and Bandal Leslie was walking down 
to his office for the last time, and reading, as he passed across the 
Green Park, a letter from liome^ from his sister ; and then, suddenly 
crumpling the letter in his thin pale hand, he looked up, beheld in 
the distance the spires of the great national Abbey; and recalling ilie 
words of our hero Nelson, he muttered — “ Victory and Westminster, 
but not the Abbey I” And Eandal Leslie felt that, within the las( 
few days, he Jiad made a vast stn'de in his ambition ; — his grasp on 
tlic old Leslie lands — ^Frank Hazeldean betrothed, and possibly (usin- 
herited ; and Dick Avenel, in the background, opening agamst the 
hated Lansinere interest that same seat in Parbament which hail 
first welcomed into public life Randal’s ruined patron. 

** But some must laiigrh, and some must weepj 
Thus runs the world away !** 


BOOK XL 

INITIAL CHAPTER. 

ON THE IMPORTANCE OP HATE AS AN AGENT IN CIVILIZED LIFE. 

It is not an uncommon crolcliet amongst benevolent men to maiu- 
'^jn tliat wickedness is necessarily a sort of insanity, and that nobody 
Wj^dmakc a^doleut siort (uit of the straight path unless stung to 
such disoi^er by a bee in his bonnet. Certainly, when some very 
clever well-educated jjcrson like our friimd Randal Leslie acts upon 
1 he fallacious princiijle that ‘‘roguery is the best policy,’’ it is cuiious 
ip see how many points he lias in common with the insane : what 
\ Ver-cuiming — ^^viiat irritable restlessness — wbat suspicious belief that 
the rest of the world arc in a conspiracy against him, which it requires 
all his wit to baffle and lAirn to Jiis own proper aggrandisement and 
])rolij. Pcrlinps some of my readers mi^ have thought thatlJiavc 
represented Randal as unnaturally far-letched in his schemes, too 
wire-drawn and subtle in his speculations ; yet that is commonly the 
case with very relining intellccvts, when they choose to play the knave; 
it helps to disguise from themselves the •ugliness of their ambition, 
just as a philosopher delights in the ingenuity of some metaphysical 
process, which cuds in what plain men call “atheism,” who would be 
'inliiiitely shocked and offended if he were called an atheist. 

Having premised thus much on behalf of the “Natural” in Randal 
Leslie’s character, I must here fly off* to say a w'ord or two on the 
agency in human life exercised by a»passion rarely seen without a 
mask in our debonnaire and civilised age — I mean Hate. 

Jn llic good old days of our forefathers, when plain speaking and 
hard >)lows were in lasliion— 'when a man had his heart at tlie tip ot 
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his tongue, and four feet of shaxt) iron dangling at his side, Hate 
played an honest open part in the theatre of tlie world. In fact, 
when we read histoy, Hate seems to have ‘^starred if' on the st^. 
But now where is Hate ?— wh6 ever sees its face ? Is it that smiling, 
good-tempered creature, that presses you by the hand so cordially ? 
(m: that dignified figure of state that calls you its “Eight Honourable* 
friend P ” Is it that bowing, grateful dependent ?— is it that soft;wed_. 
Amaryllis ? Ask not, guess not : you will only know it to be Hat<^ 
when the poison is in your cup, or the poniard in your breast. In , 
the Gothic age, grim Humour pamted “ the Dance of Death in our 
polished century, some sardonic wit should give us “ the Masquerade 
of Hate.” 

Certainly, the counter-passion betrays itself with ease to our gaze. 
Love is rarely a hypocrite. But Ha1.e— how detect, and how guani ' 
against it ? It lurks where you least suspect it ; it is created by 
causes that you can the least foresee ; and Civilisation multiplies its 
varieties, whilst it^favours its disguise : for Civilisation increases the 
number, of contending interests, and Eefinement renders more suscep- 
tible to the least irritation the cuticle of Self-Love. But Hate come.*^ 
covertly forth from some self-interest we have crossed, or some self 
love we have wounded ; and, dullards that we are, how seldom we 
are aware of our ollcnce! You may be bated by a man youliavc 
never seen in your life : you may be hated as often by one you liavt* , 
loaded with b^efits you may so \^alk as not to tread on a worm ; 
but you must lit fast on your-easy chair till you arc carried out to 
your bier, if you would be sure not to tread on some snake of a foe. 
But, then, what harm does the hate do us ? Veiy often tlife harm i.s ‘ 
as unseen by the world fis the hate is unrecognised bv us. It may 
come on us, unawares, in some solitary by-way of our life ; strike us 
in our unsuspecting privacy; thwart us in some blessed hope we have 
never told to anotier ; for the moment the world sees that it is Hate 
that strikes us, its worst power of mischief is gone. 

We have a great many names for the same passion— Envy, Jealousy, 
Spite. Prejudice, Eivalry; but tliey arc so many synonyms for il^e 
one old heatiien demon. When the death-giving shaft of Apollo sent, 
the plague to some unhappy Acliaeaii, it did not much matl,er to the 
victim whether the god were called Helios or Smintheus. 

No man you ever met the world seemed more raised above the 
malice of Hate than Audley Egerton : even in the hot war of politics 
he had scarcely a personal foe ; and in private life he kept himself 
so aloof and apart from others that he was little known, save by the 
benefits the waste of his wealth confen'ed. That the bate of any one/ 
could reach the austere statesmau on his high pinnacle of esteenn— 
YOU would have smiled at the idea ! But Hate is now, as it ever nas^ 
been, an actual Power amidst “the Varieties of life;” and, in spite' 
of ba» to the door, and policeman in the street, no one can be said to 
aleep in aa£ety while wakes the eye of a single foe. 
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CHAPTER n. 

Tkb glory of Bond Street is no more : the title oi Bond Street 
Lounger has faded from our lips. In vain the crowd of egnipagee 
and the blaze of shops : the renown of Bond Street was in its pave- 
ment — its pedestrians. Art thou old enough, 0 reader ! to remember 
the Bond Street Lounger and his incomparable generation P For my 
part, I can just recall the declme of tlie ^and era. It was on its 
wane wlien, in tlie ambition of boyhood, I first began to muse upon 
'•liigh neckcloths and Wellington boots. But the ancient habitmi — 
the magni nomlnh contemporaries of Bruintnell in his zenith 

—boon companions of George iV. in his regency— still haunted the 
spot. From four to six in the hot month of June, they sauntered 
stately to and fro, looking somewhat mournful even tnen— foreboding 
the extinction of their race. The Bond Street Lounger was rarely 
seen alone : lie was a social animal, and walked arm in arm with his 
fellow-man. lie did not seem horn for the cares of these ruder 
limes; not made was he for an a^e in which Finsbury returns 
members to Parliament. He loved his small talk ; and never sinca 
then has talk been so pleasingly small. Your true Bond Street 
Lounger had a very dissipated look. His voutli had^been spent with 
heroes who loved' their bottle. He himself had perhaps supped with, 
Sheridan. He was by nature a spendthrift : you saw it in the roll of 
Ills walk. Men wlio make money rarely saunter; men who save 
money rarely swagger. But saunter and swagger both united to 
stamp FKODiG.vL on the Bond Street Lounger. And so familiar as 
he was with his own set, and so amusingly supercilious with the 
vulgar residue of mortals whose faces were stmngc to Bond Street. 
But he is gone. The world, though sadder for his loss, still strives 
to do its best without him ; and our young men, nowadays, attend 
to model cottages, and incline to TVactarifiuism. Still the place, to 
fin unreflecling eye, has its brilliancy and bustle. But it is a thorough- 
fare, not a lounge. And adown the thoroughfare, somewhat before 
the hour when the throng is thickest, passed two gentlemen of an 
appearance excc/cdingly out of keeping wjth the place. Yet both had 
the air of men pretending to anstocracy—an old-world air of re- 
spectability and stake in the countrj^ and Church-and-Stateism. The 
biu'licr of the two was even rather a beau in his way. He had &8t 
learned to dress, indeed, when Bond Sfreet was at its acme^ and 
BrummeU in his pride. He still retained in his garb the fashion of 
his youth; only what then had spoken of the town, now betrayed 
the life of the country. His neckcloth ample and high, and of snowy 
wliiteness, set oft* to comely advantage a lace smooth-shaveTi, and of 
clear florid hues; his coat of royal blue, with buttons m wnichyott 
might have seen yourself veluti in Speculum^ was, rather jaunfily, 
buttoned across a waist .that spoke of lusty middle age, free from the 
. Hnbition, the avarice, and the anxieties that fret Londoners into 
threadpapers ; his jsinall-clothes, of greyish drab, loose at the thigh 

o fi 
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tight at the knee, M-^cre made by Bnunmell’s own breeches-mAr, 
and the gaiters to luafch (thrust half-way down the calf), W a 
manly dandyism that would have done honour to the beau-ideal of a 
county member. The profession of this gentleman's eompanion was 
unmistakablc—the shovel-hat., the elericai cut of the coat, the neck- 
cloth without collar, that seemed made for its accessory — ^the band, 
and something very decorous, yet very mild, in the wholg mien of 
this i)(;rsoiis.ge, all spoke of one who was every inch the gentleman 
and the parson. 

" jNTo,” said the portlier of these two persons — ‘* no, I can’t say I 
like Frank’s looks at all. There’s certainly something on his mind. 
Howeve^ I suppose it will be all out this evening.” 

“ He (fines wnth you at your hotel. Squire ? Well, you must be 
kind to him. Wc can’t put old heads upon young shoulders.” 

“ I don’t object to liis head being young,” returned the Squire ; 
“ but 1 wish he had a little of Kfindal Leslie’s good sense in it. T see 
how it will end ; I must take liim back to the country ; and if he 
wants occupation, why he shall keep the hounds, and I’ll put him into 
Brdokshy iW.” 

“As tor the hounds,” replied the Parson, “hounds necessitate 
horses : and 1 think more mischief comes to a young man of spirit, 
the stables, than from any other place in the world. They 
ought to he exposed from the pulpit, those stables ! ” addded 
Mr. Dale, thou^tfally: “see what they entailed upon Nimrod! 
But Agriculture is a liealthful and noble i)ursuit, honoured by sacred 
nations, and chetdshed by the greatest men in classical times. For 
instance, the Athenians were ” . 

“ Bother the Athenians,” cried the Squire, iiTeverently ; “ you need 
not go so far hack for an cxswuple. ]tis enough for a Hazehican that 
his tallif'r, and liis grandfather, and his great graudJather, all farmed 
before him ; and a devilish deal better, 1 take it, than any of those 
musty old Athenians— no offence to them. But I’ll tell you one thing. 
Parson — a man; to fanii well, and live in the coimhy, should have a 
wife ; it is lialf the battle.” 

“ As to a battle, a inmi ^yllo is married is pretty sure of lialf, Ihougii 
not always the better half, of it,” answerea the Parson, wlio seenu'd 
])eculiarly facetious that day. “Ah, Squire, I wish 1 could ihink 
Mrs. Hazeldejm right in jier conjecture ! — ^j'ou would have tlu*, 
prettiest daughtcr-iii-law in the three kingdoms. And 1 do believe 
that, if J could have a good talk wdtb the young lady apart from her 
tather, we could remow the only objection 1 kuow to the marriage. 
Those Popish ernjrs — 

“ All, very true I” cried the Squire; “that Pope sticks bard iu my 
gizzard. I could excuse her being a foreigner, and not having, 1 
suppose, a shilling in her pocket — bless her handsome face 1 — but to 
be worshipping images in licr room instead of going to tlie parish 
church, that will never do. But you think you could talk her out ol 
the Pope, and into the family ]1ew ?” 

“ Why, I could have talk("d her father out . of the Pone, only^, when 
he had not a word to say for liimsclf, he bolted out of the window. 
IfoulJbTs inofc ingenuous in confessing its errors.’’ 
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" I owii/’ said tlie S([uire, thal both Harry and 1 had a favourite 
notion of ours till this Jtali'in got into our heads. Do you know 
wti both look a great fancy to llanaal’s little sister — pretty, blushing. 
English- faetMl girl us ever you saw. And it went to Harry’s good 
heart to see her so neglected by that silly fidgety mother of hers, 

' her hair hanging about her ears ; and 1 thought it would be a fine way 
to bring Ibmdal and Erank more togetlier, and enable me to do some- 
thing for l^andal hiiisoil—a good boy witli Hazeldeau blood in his 
veins. But Violanto is so handsome, that 1 don’t wonder at the boy’a 
choice ; and then it is our fault— wc let them see so niuch of each 
other as children. However, 1 should be vciy angir if Bickeybockey 
liad been playing sly, and running away from the Casino in order to 
’^g:ivc Eraiik an oi)poit unity to carry on a clandestine intercourse with 
ins daughter.” 

“1 don’t t hink that would Im like JUccabocca ; more like him to 
run aw ay in order to deprive; ]!Vauk of the best of all occasions to 
(;ourt Yiolantc;, if he so desired; for where could he sec more of her 
than at the Casino r” 

Sql'iiie. — That’s tvell put. Considering lie was only a foreign i 
doctor, and, for aught \v(; know, once went about in a caravan, he b 
a gcutlcman-likc fcllo\v, that Bickeybockey. I speak of people as t 
find thcui. Bui wimt is your notion about Irauk ? I see you don’t 
think he is iiiTove with Violaiitc, after all. Out witli it, mau ; speak 

Bauson.— Since jou so urge me, J own 1 do not think him in love 
willi her ; neither docs my Canry, who b uncommonly shrewd in subh 
matters. 

Squire.— Your Carry, indeed !— as if she were half as shrewd as 
my Harry. Curry— nonsense ! 

Parson (reddening), — 1 don’t W'juit to make invidious remarks; 
but, Mr. Hazeldcan, when you sneer at my Cany, 1 shouhi not be a 
man if did not say that 

Squire (interrupting). — She is a good little woman enough ; but 
to eompiirc lici' to my llany ! 

» I’arson.™ I don’t compare licr to yoiu* Harry ; I don't comparej 
licr to any woman in En^aud, sir. But j^ou arc losing your temper, 
Mr. Hazeldcan ! 

Squire.— 1 ! 

Pajison.— And people an; staring aP you, Yfr. PTazeldean. Eor 
d(’cency’s sake, compose yourself, and ebango the subject. We are 
just at the Albanv. 1 hope that we shalTnot find poor Captain 
Higginbotham as ill as here presents hiiuseli in his letter. All, bit 
])osslble ? No^ it cannot be. Look— look ! 

Squire. — YVlicre— what— where I' Don’t pinch so hard. Bless 
me, ilo you see a ghost P 
• Parson. — There— the gcutlcmau in black ! 

Squire.— Gentleman in black ! What 1— in broad daylight ! Non* 
sense ! 

Here the Parson made a spring forward, and, catching the arm of 
, jierson in question, who himself had stopped, and was gairing 
intently on the pair, exclaimed — 
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" Sir, me ; but is not your name Fairfield ? Ab^ it is Leonard 
—it is— my dear, dear boy ! What joy ! So altered, so improved, but. 
itill tbe same honest face. Sgunre, come here— your old friend 
Leonard FairlBeld.” 

And he- wanted to persuade me,” said the Squire, shaking 
^onard heartily by the nand, ‘'that you were the Gentleman in 
Black ; but, indeed, he has been in strange humours and tantrums all 
the morning:, Well, Master Lenny ; why, you are grown quite a 
gentleman ! The world thrives with you— eh ! I suppose you are 
head-^rdener to some grandee.” 

“ Not that,*sir,” said I^onard, smiling. “ But the world has thriven 


to feel the truth of your words, and to bless the lesson.” 

Pabson (much touched and flattered).— I expected nothing less 
from you, Leonard: you were always a lad of great sense, and sound 
judgment. So you nave thought of my little discom*se on Knowledge, 




Squire.— Htinj: Knowledge! I have reason to hate tlie word. 
It burned down three ricks of mine ; the finest ricks you ever set cye.s 
on, Mr. Fairfield. 

Parson.— That was not knowledge, Squire ; that was ignorance. 

Squire —Ignorance ! Tbe deuce it was. Pll just appeal to you, 
Mr. Fairfield. yVe have been having sad riots in the snire, and the 
ringleadtir was just such another lad as you were 1 

Leon Ann. — 1 am very much obliged to. you, Mr. Ilazcldcmi. In 
what respect. ? 

Squire. — Wliy he was a village genius, and always reading some 
cursed little tract or other ; and got mighty discontent,ed with King, 
Lords, and Commons, I suppose, and went about talkijig of the 
wron^ of the poo^, and the crimes of the rich, till, by .love, sir, the 
whole mob rose one day with pitchforks and sickles, jind smash went 
Farmer Smart/s tlirashiug-macnines ; and on the sanif; night my ricks, 
were on fire. W e caught the rogues, and they were all tried ; nut the 
poor deluded labourers were let off with a short imprisonnient. The 
village genius, thank Heaven, is sent packing to liotuuy Bay. 

Leonard.— B ut, tiid his books teach him to burn ricks and smash 
machines ? * 

Parson. — Ho ; lie said quite the contrary, and declared tliat he had 
no hand in those misdoings. 

Squire.— But he was pr«/ved to have excited, with his wild talk, 
the boobies who had ! 'Gad, sir, there was a hypocritical Quaker 
once, who said to his enemy, “ 1 can*t shed thy blood, friend, but 1 
will hold thy liead under water till thou art drowned.” And so there 
is a set of demagogic.al fellows, who keep calling out, “ Fanner this is 
an oppressor, and Squire that is a vampire ! But no violence 1 Don’t 
smash their macliiiies, don’t«^ burn their ricks! Mond force, and a 
curse on all tyrants !” Well, and if poor Hodge thinks moral force is 
all my eye, and that the recommendation is to bo read backwards, in the- 
devil’s way of reading the Lord’s J^raver I should like t o know which 
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oI the two oi^t to ^ to Botany Bay— Hodge, who comes out like a 
man, if he thinks he is wronged, or roiher sneaking chap, who mbrkes 
use of his knowledge to keep himself out of the scrape ? 

Pakson.— It may be very true; but when I saw that poor fellow at 
the bar, with his intelligent face, and heard his bold clear defence, and 
thought of all his hard struggles for knowled^, and how they had 
ended, because he forgot that knowledge is like fire, and must not 
be thrown amongst flax— why, I could have given my right hand to 
save him. And, oh. Squire, do you remember, his poor niothePs shriek 
of despair when he was sentenced to transportation for life I bear it 
now ! And what Leonard— what do you tliink had misled him ? At 
the bottom of all the mischief was a Tinker’s bag. You cannot forget 
..Sprott ? 

Leonakd.— T inker’s bag !— Sprott ! 

SoiriUE.— That rascal, sir, was the hardest feUow to nab you 
could possibly conceive ; as full of quips and quirks as an Old Bailey 
lawyer. But we managed to bring it home to him. Lord !^his bag 
was choke-full of tracts against every man who had a good coat on 
his back ; and as if that was not enough, cheek by jowl With the 
tracts WQre lucifers, contrived on a new princmle, for teaching my 
ricks the theory of spontaneous combustion. The labourers bought 
the lucifers — 

Paiison. — And the poor village genius bought the tracts. 

Squire. — All headed with a motto— “ To teach the working classes 
that knowledge is power.” So that 1 was right in saying that know- 
ledge had burnt my ricks ; knowledge iiiilumed the village genius, the 
vDiage genius inflamed fellows more ignorant than himself, and they 
inflamed my stack-yard. However, lucifers, tracts, village genius, 
and Sprott, are all off to Botany Bay ; and the sliirc has gone on much 
the better for it. So no more ot your knowledge for me, begging 
your pardom Mr. Pairfield. Such imcommonly flue ricks as mine 
were too ! 1 declare. Parson, you are looking as if you felt pity for 
Sprott ; and 1 saw you, indeed, whispering to him as he was taken 
out of court. . 

^ Parson (looking sheepish).— Indeed, Squire, 1 was only asking Mm 
wliat had become of his donkey, an unoffending creature. 

Squire. — Unoffending ! Upset me amidst a thistle-bed in my own 
village green. I remember it. Well, wliat did he say had become of 
the donkey ? 

Parson.— lie sjiid but one word; but that sliowed all the vindic- 
tiveness of liis disposition. He said it with a horrid wink, that made 
my blood run cold. Wbat’s become of your poor donkey ?” said I, 
and he answered — 

Squire— Go on. lie answered 

Parson.— Sausages. • 

Squire. — Sausages ! Like enough ; and sold to the poor ; and that’s 
what the poor will come to if they listen to such revolutionising 
villains. Sausages ! Donkey sausages 1 (spitting)— ’Tis as bad as 
eating one aiiotlier; perfect cannibalism. 

, Lo(jiiard, who had been thrown into grave thought hy the history 
of Sprott and the village genius, now preising the Parson’s liana* 
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asked permission to wait on liim before Mr. Dale qidtted London ; 
and was about to withdraw, when the Parson, gently detaining him, 
said — " No ; don’t leave me yet. Leonard— I have so much to ask 
you, and to talk about. 1 shall be at leisure shortly. We arc just 
now going to call on a relation of the Squire’s, whom you must recol- 
lect, I am sure— Captain Higginhotliam — Barnabas Higginbotham. 
He is very poorly.” 

" And I am sure he would take it kind in you to call too,” said the 
Squii’c, with great good-nature. 

Leonabd. — ^N ay, sir, would not tlnit be a great liberty ?• 

Sqxiibe. — L iberty ! to ask a poor sick gentleman how he is F Koii- 
seusc. And I say, sir, perhaps as no doubt you have been living in 
town, and know more of new-fangled notions than I do — perhaps you 
can tell us whether or notit is all humbug, that new way of doctoring 
people. 

Llonabd. — ^W liat new way, sir ? There arc so many. 

Squire. — A re there? Polks in London do look uncommon V 
sickl> . Ent my poor cousin (he was never a Solomon) has got liola, 
lie says, of a homey — homely — ^What’s the word, Parson ? 

Pabson. — H oinoeopatliist. 

Squibk. — ^T hat’s it! You sec the captain went to live with ojio 
Sharpe Currie, a relation who had a great deal of money, . and very 
little liver; — made the one, and left much of the other in IngecN you 
understand. The Captain had expccUitiom of the moiie}'. Very 
natural, I dare say ; but Lord, sir, wliat do you think has happened ? 
Sharpe Currie has done him. Would not die, sir ; got back his liver, 
iiud the Captain has lost his own. Strangest thing yon ever Jicard. 
And then the ungrateful old Nabob has dismissed the Captain, saying, 
“ He can’t bear to have invalids about him and is going to marry, 
and I have no doubt will have children by the dozen ! 

Pabson. — It was in Gcmany, at one of the Spas, that Mr. Currie 
recovered ; and as he had the selfish inhumanity to make the Captain 
go througli a course of waters simultaneously with himsell^ it has so 
chanced that the same waters that cured Mr. Cun-ie’s liver have 
destroyed Captain Higginbotham’s. An Englisli homoeopatliic pJiy- 
sician, then staying at the Spa, lias attended the Captain hither, and 
declares that lie will restore liim by infinitesimal doses of the samc^ 
chemical jiroperties that were found in the waters which diseased 
him. Can there be any tiling iu such a tlieory ? 

Leonabu.— I once knew a very able, tliougli eccentric homo^o- 
pathist, and I am inclined to believe there may be sometlung in the 
system. My Mend went' to Hermany ; it may possibly be the same 
person who attends the Captain. May I ask ms name r 

Squibe: — C ousin Baiaiabas does not mention it. You may ask it of 
himself, for here we are at his chambers. I say^ Parson (whispering 
slily), if a small dose of what hurt the Captain is to cure him, don’t 
you think the proper tiling would be — a legacy ? Ha ! ha ! 

Pabson frying not to laugW. — Hush, Squire. Poor human 
nature!^ We must be merciful to its infirmities. Come iu, 
liconard. 

Leonard, interested iu his doubt wlicthcr he might thus chance 
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ag§im upon Dr. ^lorgan, obeyed the invitation, and until his two com- 
panions followed th^ woman who ** did for the Cajitain and hia 
rooms,*’ across the small lobby into the presence of the sufferer. 


CHAPTER ITI. 

Whatever the disposition towards mcrriniciit at his cousin’s 
expemse entertained by the Squire, it vanished instantly at the sight 
of the Captain’s doleful visage and emaciated ligure, 

“ Very good in you to come to town to see me — very good in you, 
(cousin ; and in you too, Mr. Dale. How very well you are both 
looking. I am a sad wreck. Yon might count every bone in my 
body.” . . 

“ llazcldean air and royst beef will soon set you up, my boy,” said 
the Squire, kindly. “ Yoti were a great goose to leave them, and 
these comfoi-tablc rooms of yours in the Albany.’* 

“ They are comfortable, though not sho'wy,” said the Captain, with 
tears in his eyes. “1 had done my best to make them so. New 
carpets — this very chair (morocco!), — that Japan cat (holds toast 
and mufiins)~-.inst when— just wlicn (the tears here broke forth, and 
the Captain fairly whimpered)— just when tiiat ungrateful, bad- 
Jieart.ed man wrote me word * lie was— was dying, and lone in the 
world ; * and— and— to think what i’ve gone through for liim ; — and 
to treat me so. Cousin William, lie has grown as hale as yourself, 
and— and ” 

Cheer up, cheer up ! ” cried the compassionate Squire. ‘‘ It is a. 
very hard cas(\ 1 allow, Rut you see, as the old proverb says, 
ill waiting for a dead man’s shoes;* and in future— I don’t meaujij 
oileuee, — but i think, if you would .ealcuJutc less on the livers of your 
relations, it would be all the bedter for your o\vn. E^vcuse me.” 

“ Cousin William,” replied ilie poor Captain, “ I am sure I never 
caleidated ; but still, if you bad sccu that deceitful man’s good-for- 
nothing face— as yellow as a guinea, — and Jiave gone through all I’ve 
gone t hrough, you w ould have felt cut to the licarl, as 1 do. I can’t, 
bear ingi’alitudc ; T never could. Ihif lot it pass. Will that gentle - 
man lake a chair ’r* ” 

Pakson. — M r. Euiificldhas kindly culled with us, because he knows 
somctliiiigof this system of liomoeopathy which you have adopted, 
and may, perhaps, know the pracl.ilioncr. What is the name of youi- 
doctor ? 

Caj’Tain (looking at his watch).— That reminds me (swallowing a 
globule). A great relief these little pilis— after the physic I’ve ttiken 
to plc;?se that malignant man. He always tried his doctor’s stuff’ upon 
me. But there’s another world, and a juster. 

With that pious conclusion, tlie Captain again began to weep 
“ Touched,” muttered the Squire, with his forefinger ou his 
forehead. “ You seem to have a good tidy sort cS a nurse here. 
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Cotusm Barnabas. 1 hope she’s pleasant, and and don't let ypu 
take on so ? ^ . 

“ Hist I— don’t talk of her. All mercenary' ; every bit of her fawn- 
ing ! Would you believe it P — mve her ten shillings a week, besides 
pU that goe§ down of my pats of butter and rolls ; and I overheard tlie 
jade saymg to the laundress that ‘ I could not last long, — and she’d 
^EXPECTATIONS ! ’ Ah, Mr. Dale, when one tliiuks of the sinfulness 
there is in this life I But I’ll not think of it ; no — I’ll not. Let 
us change the subject You were asking my doctor’s name. It 
is—” 

Here the woman with “ expectations ” threw opeh the door, and 
suddenly amiounced— “Dr. Mougan.” 


CHAPTEll IV. 

Thu Parson started, and so did Leonard. 

The Homoeopathist did not at first notice either. With an unob- 
servant bow to the visitors, he went straight to the patient, and 
asked, “ IIow go the symptoms ? ” 

Therewith the Captain commenced, in a tone of voice like a school- 
boy reciting the catalogue of the ships in Homer. He had been evi- 
dently conning the symptoms, and learning them by heart. Nor was 
there a single nook or corner in his anatomical organisation, so far as 
the Captain w'as acquainted with tliat structure, but wdmt some 
symptom or other was dragged thercfroiu, and exposed to day. The 
Squire listened with horror to the morbillG inventory, muttering at 
each dread interval, “ Bless me ! Lord bless me ! W bat, more stiU ! 
Death would be a very happy release!” Meanwhile, the Doctor 
endured the recital with exemplary patience, noting down in the 
leaves of his pocket-book what appeared to him the sidient points in 
this fortress of disease to wdiich ne had laid siege, and then, drawing 
forth a minute paper, said, — 

“ Capital — ^notliing can be better. Tins i>owder must be dissolved 
in eight table-spoonfuls of water; one spoonful every two hours.” 

“ Table-spoonl'ul ? ” 

“ Table-spoonful.” 

“ ‘NotJiing can be better,’ did you say, sir?” repeated the Squire, 
who, in his astonishment at tliat assertion applied to the Captain’s 
description of his sufferings, had hitherto hung fire— “nothing can be 
better?” 

“ 3?or the diagnosis, sir ! ” replied Dr. Morgan. 

“Bor the dogs’ noses, very possibly,” quoth the Squire; “but for 
the inside of Cousm Higginbotham, 1 should think nothing could be 
svorse.” 

“You are mistaken, sir,” replied Dr. Morgan. “It is not the 
Captain who speaks here — it is his liver. Liver, sir, though a noble, 

an inmgir.^stive organ, and indulges in the most extraortiinary fic« 
lions. Seal of poetry, and love, and jealousy — the liver, IS! ever 
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bt^evc what it says. . You have no idea what a liar it is 1 But— ahem ' 
--ahem. Cott— 1 tlnbk Fve seen you before, sir. Surely your name ’s 
Hazeldean P ” 

, “ William Hazeldean, at your service. Doctor. But where have 
you seen me ? ” 

“ On the hustinp at Lansmere. lou were speaking on behalf of 
your distin(?uishea brother, Mr. Egerton.” 

“ Hang it ! ** cried the Squire ; “ 1 think it must have been my 
liver that spoke there ! for 1 promised the electors that that half- 
brother of mine would stick by the land; and I never told a bigger lie 
in my life ! ” ^ 

Here the patient, reminded of his other visitors, ^d afraid he was 
going to be Tbored with the enumeration of the Squire’s wrongs; and 
probably the whole history of his duel with Captain Dashmore, timed 
with a languid wave of his hand, and said, “ Doctoi;, another friend of 
mine, the Rev. Mr. Dale,- -and a gentleman who is acquainted witli 
homoeopatiiy.” 

“ Dale ? What more old friends ! ” cried the Doctor, rising : and 
Ihe Parson came somewhat reluctantly from the window noox, to 
which he had retired. The Parson and the Homceopathist shook 
hands. 

“We have met before on a very mournful occasion,” said the 
Doctor, with feeling. 

The Parson held nis finger to his lips, and glanced towards Leonard. 
TJie Doctor stared at the lad, but he did not recognise in the person 
before iiim the gaunt, care-worn boy whom he had placed with 
Mr. Prickett, uutil Leonard smiled and spoke. And the smile and 
ilie voice sufficed. 

“Cott— and it is the poyl” cried Dr. Morgan ; and he actually 
caught hold of Leonard, and gave him an afiectionaie Welsh hug. 
Indeed, liis agitation at these several surprises became so meat that 
he. stopped short, di’ew forth a giobuh—^Jro/fUe — good against 
nervous shocks ! ” a*id swallowed it iucont inmitJy. 

“ Gad,” said ihe Squii’c, rather astonished, “ ’tis the first doctor I 
i^ver saw swallow his own medicine ! There must be somethiag 
in it.” 

T'Jic Captjiin now, liigbly disgusted that so much attention was 
withdrawn from his own case, asked, iu a querulous voice, “And as 
t (j diet P What shall I have for dirm^ P ” 

“ A friend ! ” srid the Doctor, wiping his eyes. 

“ Zounds I ” cried the Squire, retreat iug, “ do you mean to say, 
tliat the Briash laws (to bo sure they<irc yepr much changed of late) 
allow yon to diet your patients upon their fellow-men ? Why, Par- 
son. this is worse than tlie donkey sausages.” 

“Sir,” said Dr. Morgan, gravely, “ 1 mean to say, that it matters 
little what wc cat, in comparison with care as to whom we eat with. 
It is better to exceed a little with a friend, than to observe the 
strictest regimen, and eat alone. • TiUk and laughter help the diges- 
tion, and arc indispensable in attections of the liver. 1 have no doubt, 
sir, tJiat it was my patient’s agreeable society that tended to restore 
t o health his dyspeptic relative Mr. Sharpe Cume.” 
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The Captam p'oaiiiid aloud. . ^ ^ 

“And, theretoro, if ouc of you gentlemen stay and dine wiil* 
Mr. Higginbotham, it will greatly assist the effects of his niedicim?.” 

The Captain turned an imploring eye, tii’st towards his cousin, then 
toward® the Parson. 

“Pm engaged to dine with my son^-very sorry,” said the Squire. 
“But l)alc, here ” 

“ If he will be so kind,” put in the Captain, “ we might cheer the 
evening witli a game at whist — double dummy.” 

Now, poor Mr. Dale had set his heart on dining with an old college 
friend, and having no stupid, prosy double dummy, in wliich one 
cannot have the idcjasurc of scolding one’s parlncr, but a regular 
orthodox rubber, with tlie ijleasing prospect of scolding all the three 
other performers. But as his quiet life forbade him to be a hero in 
great things, the Parson had madt‘, up his miud to be a hero in small 
ones. TJun'clorCj tliough witli rather a laiefiil face, he accepted the 
C’aptain’s invitation, and iiroiuiscd to return at six o’clock to dine. 
Meanwlijle ho musi hurry off to the otlier end of the town, and 
excuse himself from the pre-engagement he had idrcady Ibrmed. H(' 
now gave his card, with the address of a quiet fainlly hotel thci'con, 
to Leonard, and not looking quite so charmed with Dr. Morgan us 
he was before that unwelcome prescription, he look liLs Iciim*. The 
Squire too, having to see a new eluum, and execute various commis- 
sions for his Harry, went liis'way (not, how(;^cr, till Dr. Morgan 
had assured him that, in a few weeks, the Ca])lain migiit safely 
remove 1o Hazeldeau); and L(‘onavd was about to follow, when 
Morgan hooked his arm in hivS old pro(off({\s\ and said “ But I must 
have some talk with you ; and you have to tell me all about the little 
oriihan girl.” 

Leonard could not; resist tlio pleasure of talking about Helen ; and 
he got ijito the carriage, wliich was waiting at the door for the 
HomoeoxiathLst. 

“I am going in tlic country a few miles to seoa patient,” said the 
Doctor; “so we sludl have time fur nudisturbed consultation. I 
have so often wondered what liad become of you. Not hearing from 
Prickett, 1 wrote to him, and recinvcd from his Jicir an answer a^ 
dry iia a hone. Poor fellow, I found that he had in^glectcd his gio- 
buic.s and quitted the globe. Ahiij pfikis et WjfO/’ff tiffi/Nifi! I could 
ieuni no tidings of you. Prickett’s successor declared ho kne^v 
nothing about you. 1 hoped the best ; for 1 always fancied you wei * 
one who would fall on your legs — bilious-nervous temperament; such 
are tlie men who pocced in ilicir undertakings, especially if they 
take a spoonful of channmUla whencv('r they arc ovan-excited. So 
now for your history and the little 'girl’s— pretty bttic thing — never 
saw a more susceptible constitution, nor one more suited to pnlm- 

t'ifttiim ^ 

Leonard briefly related his own struggles and suneess, and in- 
formed the good Doctor liow they had at last diiifcovercd the noble- 
man in whom X)oor Captain Digby had confided, wliose care of 
the orphan had jiistified the confidence.- 

Dr. Morgan opened his eyes at hcuiing the name of Lord 
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L^Estrange. “ I feniember hitu very well/* said lie, “ when I prae- 
ti^ed miu'dcr as ^ aUopathist at Lansmere. Bat to think that wild 
boy, so full of whim, and life, and spirit, shoiild liecomo staid enough 
for a ffuardian to that dear little child, with her timid eyes and 
intlmfilla sensibilities. WcU, wonders never cease. And he has 
befriended you too, you say. Ah, he knew your family.” 

“ So he says. Do yon lliink, sir, that lie ever knew-- ever saw— n.y 
mother ? ” ‘ 

“ Eli ! your mother ? — Nora ? ** exclaimed the Doctor, quickly ; 
and, as it* stniek by some sudden thought, liis brows met, and he 
rimaiued silent and musing a few moments ; then, observing 
Leonard’s cyt;s fixed on linn eariKistly, lui replied to tluj question : — 

/‘No doubt lie saw her; slie was brought up at Lady Lausmere’v. 
Did he not tell you so ? ” . 

No.” A vague suspicion lierc darted through Leonard’s mind, 
but as suddenly vanished. PTis faiher! Impossible. His fatiu'-r 
must have deliberately wToiiged the dead mothtr. And was liaricy 
L’Eslraiigc a man capable of such wrong ? And liad he been Harley 's 
son, w’oiila not Harley have guessed it at once, and so guessing, have 
owmed and claimed him? Bedsides, Jjord L’.Estmnge lookf‘d so 
young; - -old enough to bo Leonard’s father ! — he could not entertaia 
the idea. He roused liimself and said, falteriugly • 

“ You told me you did not know by wliat nanui I should call my 
father.” 

“ And I told you tlu* truth, 1o the best of my belief,” 

" By jour honour, sir?” 

“ By my honour, I do npt know it.” 

'riu;re was now a long sileiiec. 'Jhc ean iage had long left Loudon, 
and was on a high-road souanviiai lonelier and more free from housi's 
than most of those which form iho entrances to the huge city. 
Leonard gazed wistfully from the window, and tin; objects that met 
his eyes gradually seemed to ai)pcal to his memory. Aes ! it was the 
road by which he had first approached the metropolis, liaudin haud 
with and hope so busy at liis poet’s heart. He «igh(?d 

deeply, lie thought he would willingly liavc resigned all he had 
won— independence, fame, all to feed again the clasp of that tender 
liand— -again to bo the sole protector of 1 lint gentle lile.” 

Tlie Doctor’s voice broke oii his ro\cri(\ ” 1 am going to see ayeiy 
intciesting patient coats to his stormieb quite worn out, sir — inan^if 
groat leaniing, witli a very itillamcd cere.bclknn. 1 can’t do hihi 
miieli good, and he does me a great deal of harm.” 

’ Hoav harm P” asked Lcmnard, wiUi an cUbrt at some rejoinder. 

“Hits me on the lioart, and makes my ojos Avater ; — very jiatlietic 
case — grand creature, wlio has thrown himself a\vay. Eound him 
given ov(u- by the allopathists, and in a high state of ddiriui/i trmem 
— restored liim for a time- took a groat liking to him -could not 
help it" 'SAvajjpw'cd a great many globules to liardcn myself against 
Jiim— would not do— brought liiiu OA'^cr to England witli the other 
patients, who all pay me well (except Captain Higginbotham). But 
this poor fellow pays nie nothing — costs mo a great deal m time and 
tunpjikes, and boai’d and lodging. Thank Heaven I’m a single mam 
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aad can afford it ! My pnv, I would let all the other patients go to 
the ailopathists il’ I could but save this poor, big. pemuless, princely 
fellow. But what can one do with a stomach that has not a rag ot 
its coats left ? Stop [the Doctor pulled the check-string] .—This is 
the stile. 1 get out nere and go across the fields,” 

That stile— those fields — with what distinctness Leonard remem- 
bered them. All, where was Helen ? Could she ever, ever again be 
his child-angel ? 

“ 1 will go with you, if you permit,” said he to the good Doctor. 
“ whi ile you pay your visit, 1 will saunter by a little brook that 1 

thiii must run by your way.” 

The Brent— you know that brook ? Ah, you should hear my poor 
patient talk of it, and of the hours he has spent angliug in it — you 
would not know whctlier to laugh or cry. The first day he was 
brought down to the place, he wanted to go out and try once more, 
he said, for his old deluding demou—a one-eyed perch.” 

“Heavens!” exclaimed Leonard, “are you speaking of John 
Burley?” 

“ To be sure, that is his name — John Burley.” 

“Oh, has it come to this ? Cure him, save him, if it be in human 
power. Bor the last two years 1 have sought his trace everywhere, 
and in vain, the moment 1 had money of niy own— a home of my 
own. Poor, erring, glorious Burley: ‘lake me to him. Did you 
say there was no hope ?” 

“ I did not say that,” replied the Doctor. “ But art can only assist 
nature: and though nature is ever at work to repair the injuries we 
do to her, vet, when the coats of a stomach are all gone, she gets 
puzzled, and so do 1. You must tell me another time now you came 
to know Burley, for here we are at the house, and I see him at ilur 
window looking out for me.” 

The Doctor opened the garden gate of the miiet cottage to which 
poor Burley bad fled from tiie pure presence of Leonard’s child-angel. 
And with heavy step, and heavy heart, Leonard mounifuliy followed, 
to behohl.the wrecks of liim whose wit had glorified orgie, and “set 
the table in a roar.” Alas, poor Yorick I 


CHAPTEil V. 

Audley Egerton stands on his hearth alone. During the short 
interval that has elapsed since we last saw him, events had occurred 
memorable in English history, wherewith we have nought to do in a 
narrative studiously avoiding all parfy politics, even when treating 
of politicians. The new Ministers had stated the general progi-amme 
of their policy, and inti-oduced one measure in especial th^at had lifte(J 
them at once to the dizzy height of popnlar power. But it became 
clear that this measure could not be carried without a fresh appeal to 
the people. A dissolution of Parliament, as Audley’s sagacious 
experience had foreseen, was inevitable. And Audley Egerton had 
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ao chance of rctiini for his own seat — ^for the great commercial city 
identihed with his name. 01 sad, but not rare, instance of the muta- 
bilities of that same popular favour now enioycd by his successors I 
The great commoner, the weighty speaker, tne expert mmi of busi- 
ness, the statesman who had seemed a type of the practical steady 
sense for which our middle class is renowned— ho who, not three 
years since, might have had liis honoured choice of thelai^est popular 
constituencies m the kingdom— he, Audley Egerton, knew not one 
single town (free from the influences of private property or interest) 
in which the obscurest candidate, who bawled out for the new liberal 
measure, would not have beaten him hollow, — where one popular 
hustings, on which that grave sonorous voice that liad stilled so often 
the roar of faction, woiud not be drowned amidst the hoots of the 
scornful mob ! ^ 

Time, what were called tiic close boroughs still existed— tnie, many 
a chief of his party would have been too prc>ud of the honour of 
claiming Audley Egei-tou for his nominee. But the ex-ramister*s 
haughty soul shrunk from this contrast to his pjist position. And to 
tight figainst the popular measure as member ol one of the seats most 
denounced by the people, — he felt it was a post in the grand army of 
parties below his dignity to occupy, and foreign to his peculiar 
wliich required the souse of consequence and station. And if^ina 
few months, those seats were swept away- were annihilated from the 
rolls of Parliament—'wliere was he ? Moreover, Egerton, emancipate 
from the trammels that had bound his will winle his party was in 
oliioc, desned, in the turn of events, to be nominee of no man — 
desired to si and at least freely and singly on the gj-oimd of his own 
services, be guided by his own pe.ndration ; no law for action, but 
his strong sense and Ids stout English licart. Therefore he had 
declined all oilers fron> those who could still bestow seats in l^arlia- 
mciit. Seats that he could purcluisc with hard gold were yet open 
ro him; and the £5,000 he had borrowed from Levy were yet 
untonched. 

To this lone; public man, public life, as we have seen, was the all in 
all. But *.Kjy more than ever it was vital •to his very wants. Around 
him yawned ruin. He knew that it wjis in Levy’s ppwer at any 
moment to foreclose on his mortgaged lands— to pour in the bonis 
and the bills which lay wit.hin those rosewood receptacles t^t lined 
t he fatal laii’ of tlie sleek usurer — ^to seize on the very house in which 
now moved all the pomp of a retinue that vied with the mletaille of 
dukes — to advertise for public auction, under execution, “ the costly 
(^^^ects of the Bight Hoii. Audley Egeyrton.” But consummate in his 
knowledge of the world, Egertoa felt assured that Levy would not 
adopt these nieasures against him wliHe he could still tower in the 
van of political war— while he could still see before him the full 
chance of restoration to power, perhaps to power still higher than 
before — ncrlmns to power the iiighest of all beneath the throne. 
That Levy, ^losc hate he divineck though he did not conjecture all 
its causes, had hitherto delayed even a visit, even a menace, seemed 
to him to show that Levy stul thought him one " to be helped// or at 
least, one too powerful to crush. To secure his nosition in Parliamciit 
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uusliackled, unfallfin, if but for another year, —new combinations of 
party migrlit arise, new reactions take place in public opinion ! An/l, 
with his nand pressed to his heart, the stem firm man muttered. 
— “ If not, I a^ but to die in my harness, and that men may no? 
know that 1 am a pauper, until all that I need from my country is a 
grave.” 

Scarce had these words dhul upon his lips, ere two quick knocks in 
succession resounded at tlic street-door. Jn anolher nioment llarle\ 
entered, and, at the same time, the servant in attendance approaclicd 
Audley, and annoimced Baron Levy. 

"Beg the Baron to wait, unless he would prefer to name Ins 
own hour to call again,” answemed Egerton, with tlie slightest pos- 
sible change of colour. "You can say I am now with Lord 
L’Estrange.” 

"I had hoped you had done for ever with that deludcr of youth,” 
said Harley, as soon as the groom of the chambers had withdrawn. 
" I remember that you saw too much of him iu the gay time, ere wild 
oats are sown ;but now surely you can never need a loan ; and if so, is 
not Harley L’Estrangc by your sidcj F” 

Egerton.— M y dear Harley! - doubtless be but comes to talk 1o 
me of some borougli. He has imujli to do with those delicate nego- 
tiations. - 

Harley. — And I have come on the same business. I claiiu tlio 
priority. I not only hear in the world, but I see by the pape.vs, that 
Josiali Jenkins, Esq., known to fame {is an orator who leaves out bis 
h’s, and yoxmg Lord Willoughby Whiggolin, who is just mach.; a 
Lord of the Admiralty, bccausij his liealib is too delicate for the army, 
arc certain to comc! in for the eijU* which you and your presemt. col- 
league will as certainly vacate. That is t.rue, is it not ? 

Egerton,- -My old Committee now vote for Jenkms and Whig- 
golin. And T suppose there will not be even a contest. Go on. 

“ So my father and 1 are agreed that you must condescend, for the 
sake of (dd friendship, to be once more member for Lansmere ! ” 

"Harley,” exclaimed Egerton, changing countenance far inoi e than 
lie had done at the announcement of Levy’s i)ortcn1ous visit — 
" Harley, No, no !” 

" No ! But why ? Wherefore such emotion ?” asked L’Estrange, 
in surprise, 

Audley was sileiiL 

Harley. — ^1. suggested the. idea lo two or three of the late Minis- 
ters; tliey all concur in advising you to accede. In tiie tirst place, if 
declining to stand for the place which temxited you from LansiiKii c, 
what more natural Hum tliat you should fall hack on that earlier 
representation? In the second placid, Lansmere is neitlier a rott(‘u 
borougli, to he bouglit. nor a close borough, under one man’s nomi' 
nation. It is a tolerably large constituency. My father, it is tnic, 
has considerable interest in it, hut only what is calletLthc legitimates 
inUuenee ot property. At all events, it is more secui-e than o. contest 
lor a larger town, more dignified than a seat for a smaller. Hesitating 
still? Even my mother entreats me to say how she desires yon to 
renew that connection. 
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“ Harley ! ” again excMraed Egerton ; and fixing upon liis friend’s 
earnest faoe, eyes wldch, when softefied bjr emotion, were strangely 
beautiful in their expression— “ Harley, it* you could but read my 

heart at this moment, you would -you would ” His voice faltered, 

•md he fairly bent his proud head upon Harley’s shoulder ; grasping the 
iiand he had caught— nervously, clingingly — “ O Harley, u I ever lose 
your love, your friendship, — ^nothing else is left to me in the world.” 

“ Audley, my dear, dear Audley, is it you who speaks to me thus ? 
You, my school friend, my life’s confidant—you ?” 

“ I am grown very weak and foolish,” said Egerton, trying to smile, 
‘‘ I do not know myself. J-, too, whom you have so often called ‘ Stoic,’ 
and likened to the Iron Man in the poem which you used to read by 
the river-side at Eton.” 

But even then, my Audlej% I knew that a warm human heart (do 
what you would to keep it down) heat strong under the iron ribs. 
jVnd 1 often mfirvcl now', to think you have gone through life so free 
Ifom thd wilder passions. Happier so ! ” 

Egerton, who had tinned his lace from Jiis friend’s gaze, remained 
silent foi- a, few moriieiif s, and he then songlit to divert the conversa- 
tion, and ronsed liiinself to ask Harley how he had succeeded in his 
views ui)on Beatrice, and his Avatch on the (Vmnt. 

“ ll'itli regard to Bcschiera,” ansAV(n*ctl Harley, “I think we must 
have; overrated the danger wc api)reheudcd, and that his wagers were 
but an idle boast. He lias remaiiuui quiet cnongli, and seems devoted 
to play. His sister has shut her doors both on myself and my young 
associate during the last few' days, i almost, fear t hat in spite of very 
.salfc warnings of mine, she must luun t urned his poet’s head, and t hat 
either he has met with some scornful rebufl’ t,o incautious admiration, 
or that he himself has growm aw'are of peril, and declines to face it ; 
t'or he is very much embarrassed w'hcu 1 speak t o him respecting her. 
But if the Count, is not formidable, why, his sister is not needed j and 
1 hope yet t,o get justice for mv Italian friend through the ordinary 
cliunnels. 1 have secured an ally in a young Austrian prince, who is 
ipow iiiLondoin and wdio has promised to back, with all his influence, a 
memorial I shall transmit to Vienna. A propofi, my dear Audley, noW 
that you have a little breathing-time, you must fix an hour for me to 
pn!sciit to you my yoniig poet, the son of hrr sister. At moments tlu? 
expression of his face is so like hers.” , . . 

‘'Ay, ay,” ansAvered Egerton, quickly, “1 will see him as yon Avish, 
but, later. I have not yet that breathin.g-time you speak of ; but you 
say he has prospered fan d, w'itli your friendship, lie is secure from 
fortune. I rejoice to think so.” * 

“And your this Bandal Leslie, whom you forbid me to 

dislike— hard task l~what has he decided?” 

“ ’J'o adliere to my fat,c. Harley, if it pkiase Heaven that I do not 
live to return to poAver, and provide adc(|uately for that young man, 
do not forget tha^Uhe clung t-o me in my fall.” 

If he still cling to you faithfully; I will never forget it. I w-ill 
forget only all that noAv makes me doubt him. But you talk of 
vot living, Audley! Pooh! — your frame is that of a predestined 
octogenarian 

VOL. II. V 
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" Nay,” aoswercd Audloy, "I was bufc uttering one of those vague 
generalities wliicli are common upon all mortal lips.* And now 
farewell— I must see this Baron.” ^ 

“ Not yet, until you have promised to consent to my proposal, and 
be once more member for Lansmere.-rTut ! don^t sliake your head. 
I cannot be denied. I claim your .promise in right of our friendship, 
and shall he seriously hurt if you even pause to reflect on it.” 

** Well, well, I know not how to refuse you, Harley: but yon have 
not been to Lansmere yourself smce—since that sad event. You 
must not revive the old wound— must not go; and —and, I own 
it, Harley ; the remembrance of it pains even me. I would rather not 
go to Lansmere.” 

AJi, my frieud, this is an excess of sympathy, and I cannot listed 
to it. 1 begin even to blame my own weakness, and to feel that we 
have no riglit to make oui'sclves the soft slaves of the past.” 

"You do appear to me of late to have changed” cried Egerton, 
suddenly, and with a brightening aspect. “ Do tell me that you are 
happy in the contemplation of your new ties—tiiat 1 shall live to 
see you once more restored to your former self.” 

"All I can answer, Audlcy/’ said L’Estrange, with a thoughtful 
brow, "is, that you are right m one thing— 1 am changed; anal am 
struggling to gain strength for duty and for honour. Adieu ! I shall 
tell my father that you accede to our wishes.” 


OHAPTEK VI. 

When Harley was gone, Egerton sunk back on his chair, as if ir; 
extreme physical or mental exhaustion, ah the lines of his counte- 
nance relaxed and jaded. 

"To go back to that place— there — there — where— Coui'age, co-. 
mg^what is another pauf . 

He rose with an effort, and folding his arms tightly across his 
breast, paced slowly to and fro the large, mournful, solitary room. 
Gradually his countenance assumed its usual cold and austere com- 
posure— the secret eye, the guarded lip, the haughty collected front. 
iDc of the world was himself once more. 

"Now to gam time, to baffle the usurer,” murmurejd Egertou, 
with that low tone of ca5y scorn bespoke consciousness 

superior power and the familiar mastery over nosiile !:?tures. He 
rang the bell : the servant entered. 

"Is Baron Lew still waiting?” 

"Yes, sir.” 

"Admit him.” 

Levy entered. 

" I beg 3 ^our pardom Levy,” said the ex-minister, " for navmg 
so Jong detained you. 1 am now at your commands.” 

“Afy dear fellow,” returned the Baron* “no apologies between 
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friends so o||l as we are ; and I fear that my^bnsiness is not so agree- 
a.de as to make you impatient to discuss it.” 

Egerton (with perfect composure). — I am to conclude, then, that 
you wish to bring our accounts to a close. Whenever you wUl, 
Levy. 

The Baron (disconcerted and surprised) won clier, you 

take thinp coolly. But if our accounts arc closed, I fear you will 
have but little to live upon. 

Egerton.— I can continue to live on t.he salaiy of a Cabinet 
Minister. 

Baron.— P ossibly; but you are no longer a Cabinet Minister. 

Egerton.— You have never found nie deceived in a political pre- 
diction. Within twelve months (should life be spared to me) I snail 
be in office again. Tf the same to you, I would rather wait till theiL 
fomally and amicably to resign to you my lands and this house. It 
you grant that reprieve, our connection can thus close, without the 
eclat and noise, which may be invidious to you, as it would be dis- 
agreeable to lue. But if that delay be inconvenient, I will appoint a 
lawyer to examine your accounts, and adjust my liabilities. 

The Baron (soliloquising). -I don’t like tliis. A lawyer! That 
may be awkward. 

Egerton (observing the Baron, with a curl on his lip). — ^Well, 
Lt'vy, how shall it. be V 

The Baron.— Y’ou know, my dear fellow, it is not my character to 
be hard on any one, least of all upon an old friend. And if you really 
think there is a chance of your return to office, which you apprehend 
that an c8rlan.(Ue as t(i your affairs at present might damage, why, let 
us see if wc can conciliate mutters. But, lirst, mn cher^ in order to 
become a Minister, you must at least have a seat in Parliament ; and 
pardon me theYiuestioi, how the deuce arc you to find one ? 

Egerton.— I t is found. 

The Baron. — Ah, I forgot the £5,000 you last borrowed. 

Egerton.— ; I reserve that sum for another purpose. 

The Baron (with a forced laugh).— Perhaps to defend yourself 
agaiujt tlie actions you apprehend from me ? 

Egerton.— You arc; mistaken. But to soothe your suspicions, J 
will tell you plainly, that finding any sum I might have insured on ' 
my life would be liable lo debts preiucuifcd, and (as you will be my 
sole creditor) might thus at my death pass back to you ; and doubting 
whcllior, indeed, any office uukl accept my insurance, I appropriate 
that sum to the relief of my conscience, I intend to bestow it, while 
yet in life, upon my late wile’s kinsman, Bandal Leslie. And it is solely 
^the wish to do what 1 consider an act of justice, that has prevailed 
with me to accept a favour from the hands of Harley L’Estrangc, and 
to become again tlie member for Lansmere. ; 

TJic Baron “lla !— Lansmere ! You will stand for Lansmere ? 

Egerton (wificing). — 1 propose to so. 

The Baron.— 1 believe you will be opposed, subjected to even 
sharp contest. Perhaps you may lofee your election. 

Egerton.— If so, 1 resign myself, and you can foreclose on iny 
estates. 



812 MY KOVEL: OR,* 

* The Baron (his brow clearing).— Look yon, Egerto^ I shall be 
too happy to do you a fa tout. 

Egbrton (with stateliness).— Eavour! No, Baron Levy, I a^k 
from yon no favour. Dismiss all ihonght of rendering me one. It is 
but a consideration of business on both sides. If you think jt better 
that we shall at once settle our accounts, my lawyer shall investigate 
them. If you agi‘cc to the delay I request, my hwycr shall give yon 
no trouble ; and all that I have, except hope and character, pass to 
your hands without a stniggle. 

The BAROK.—Inflcxible and ungracious, favour or not— put it as 
you will — 1 accede, provided, first, that you allow me to draw up a 
fresh deed, which will aecomhlish your pjirt of the compact; and, 
secondly, that wo saddle the proposed delay with the condition that 
you do not lose your election. 

Egbhtok. — Agreed. Have you anything fui-ther to say ? 

The Bakok.— N otliing, except that, if you require more money, I 
am slili at your service. 

Egerton.— I thank you. No; I shall take the occasion of my 
retirement from ollice to reduce my establishment. 1 have calculated 
already, and provided for the expenditure I need, up to the date I 
have Rpecifieif, and 1 shall have no occasion tp touch tile £5,000 that 
1 still retain. 

“ Your young friend Mr, Leslie onglit to be very grateful to you,” 
said the Biu’on, rising. . “ 1 have met him in the world— a lad of 
much promise and talent. You should tiy and get him also into 
Parliament.” ^ . 

Egertok (thoughtfully).— You are a good judge of the praetJeal 
abilities and merits of nicii, a.s regards worldly success. Do you 
really think Ibmdul Leslie calculated for ])ublic life— for a Jhiriia- 
mentary career ? 

The Bauok. — I ndeed 1 do. 

Egertok (speaking more to liimsclf than Levy). —Parliament with 
out foi’tune — Tis a sharp trial; still lie is prudent, abstemious, ciicr- 
ptic, persevering ; and at the onset, under my auspices and advice, 
he might establish a position beyond his years. 

The Barok. — I t strikes me that we might possibly get him into the 
next Parliament ; or, as that is not likely to last long, at all events 
into the Parliament to follow— not for one of the boroughs which will 
be .swept away, but for a pennanent scat, and without expense. 

Egertok. — Ay— and liovv ? 

The Baron.— G ive me a few days to consider. An idea has occun’cd 
to me. I will call again if T find it practicable. Good day to you 
Egerton, and success your election for Lansmerc. 
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^eitAPTER VIl. 


PEiCiiiEBA had not been so inactive as he had appeared to Harley 
and the reader. On the contrary, he had prepared the way for liia 
>ultimate dcsig:n, with fill the craft and the unscrupulous resolution 
which belonged to his nature. His object was to compel Riccabocoa 
into assenting to the Count’s marriage with Violante, or, failing that, 
1 o ruin all chance of his kinsman’s restoration. Quietly and secretly 
li(^ liad sought out, amongst the most needy and unprincipled of his 
’ own CO untrpicn, those whom he coidd suborn to depose to liicpa- 
])f)eca’.s participation in plots and conspiracies against the Austrian 
dominie)!!. Those his Ibrmer connection with the Carbonari enabled 
him to tiack to tlieir refuge in London; and liis knowledge of the 
characters lie had to deal w ith fitted Mm well for tluj villanous task 
hr undertook. 

He had, therefore, already selected out of these desperadoes a 
sufri(!ie!|l- number, either to serve as witnesses agamst his kinsman; 
or to aid him in any more audacious seheme which circumstance 
miglit suggest to bis adoption, Mcjinwhilc ho had (as Harley had 
suspected he woidd) set spies upon lliindars movements ; and the 
day befon; that young traitor eonfidtjd lo him Violaiitc’s retreat, he 
had, at legist, got scent of her father’s. 

The discovery that Violante w as under a roof so honoured, and 
seemingly so safe as Lord Lansinerc’s, did not discourage tliis bold and 
desperate adventurer. We have seen him set forth to reconnoitre 
tli(‘ house at K uightsbiidgi;. He had oxamiiied it well, and discovm'ed 
the (juarter wliicii he judged favourable to a couj) de aunn^ should that 
becoim‘. necessary. 

Lord Lansmcrc’s liousc and grounds ^ere suriouiided by a wall, 
t he entrance hehig to the high-road, and oy a porters lodge. At the 
rear tkere lay tields croi^cd by a laiK^ or Ijy-road. To these lields a 
' small door in the wall, which was used by tlie gardeners in passing to 
and from their wi>rk. gave communication. This door w^ usually kept 
locked ; but the lock w'as of the mde aiij simple di'.scription common 
to such entrances, aiid easily opened by a skideton key. So far thcrii 
was no obstacle w'hich i’cschiera’s experience in conspiracy and gal- 
lantry did not disdain as trivial. Rut the^ Count was not disposed to 
abrupt and violent means in the first. instance. He had a confidence 
in his personal gifts, in Ms address, in bis previous t riumphs over the 
'ecx, wliich made Mm naturally desire to hazard the eficct of a personal 
interview ; and on this he resolved with his wonted audacity. Randal’s 
description ofViolante’s persoi^ appearance, and such suggestions 
as to her charwctKlV, and the motives^ most likely to influence her 
actions, as that yonn^ lynx-eyed observer could bestow, were all that 
the Count required ol present aid from his accomplice. 

< Meanwhile we return lo Violante herself. We sec her now seated 
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in the gardens at Kni^htsbridge, side by side with Helen, The pLice 
«ras retired, and out of sight from the windows of the liouse. 

ViOLAKTE.— But why will you not tell me more of that early trmeP 
Ion ai'e less communicative even than Leonard. 

Helen (looking down, and hesitatingly).— Indeed there is nothing 
to tell you that you do not know ; and it is so long since, and things 
are so changed now. * — 

The tone of the last words was mournful, and the words ended 
with a sigh. 

ViOLANTE (with enthusiasm).— How I envy you that past which 
>tm treat so lightly ! To have been something, even in eliildhood, to 
the foi'ifiation of a noble nature; to have borne on tliose slight 
shoulders half the load of a man’s grand labour. And now to see 
Genius moving calm in its clear career; find to say inly, “ Of that 
genius 1 am a part!” 

Helen (sadly and humbly). — A part ! Oh, no ! A paid P 1 don’t 
understand you. 

VioiAJiTE.— Take the child B(‘ntricc from Dante’s life, and should 
w.e have a Dante? What is a poet’s genius but the voice of its 
emotions? All tilings in life aim in Nature influence genius; bul 
what influences it tiic most arc its own sorrows and afl'eet ions. 

Helen looks softly into Violante’s eloquent face, and draws nearer 
lo her in tender silence. 

ViotANTE (suddenly). — Yes, Helen, yes— I know by my own heart 
tow to read yours. Sucii memories arc inellaccidilc. Few guess 
bvhat strange self-Vvcrivcrs of our own destinies we women arc in our 
tidiest clhidliood 1 (She sunk her voice into a whisper.) How could 
Leonard fail to be dear to you— dear as you to him— dearer than all 
others P 

Helen (.shrinking back, and greatly disturbed).— II usli, hush ! jou 
nust not speak to me thus ; it is wicKcd- I cannot bear it. 1 would 
mt Jiavo it be so— it must not be — it caimot ! 

She clasped her hands over her eyes for a moment, and then lifted 
icr face, and the f:ice was very sad, but vt‘,ry calm. 

VioiANTE (twining her arm round Helen’s waist). — How have 1 
vounded you?— how oflVuded? Forgive me — bul why is this 
.vicked? Why must it not be? Is it because he is below you in 
ni'tli ? 

Helen. — No, no — l never thought of that. And v/hat am IF 
Don’t ask mo — i cannot answer. You arei wrong, (juite wrong, as 
jO me. 1 can only look on Leonard as— as a hi’olher. I’xit— but v(>u 
;an speak to him more ficcly Ilian 1 can. I wt/uld n<»t have fiim 
vaste his heart on mo, nor yeP think rue unkiijti am) distant, as I 
>eom. 1 kiKiw not what 1 say. But ~ but — bii-ak to him — 
ndirccily— gently— that duty in both forbids us both lo— to be more 
hail friends lluin 

** liulon, Helen!” cried Violante, in her wam,^ecuerous passion, 
*your heart betrays you in eyery word you say. lou weep; lean 
m me, whisper to me; why— why is this? Do you fear that your 
puardian would not eoiisent? 11*' not consent? lie who ” 

Helen .— Cease — e^asc— cease. 
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Yiolante.— "What! You can fear Harley —Lord L’EstrangeP 
Vic ; you do not know him. 

Helen (rising suddenly).— Yioknte, hold; 1 am engaged to an- 
other. 

Yiolahte rose also, and stood still, as if turned to stone ; pale as 
death, till the blood came, at first slowly, then with suddenness from 
her lieart and one deep glow suffused her whole countenance. She 
caught Ileleu’s hand firmly; and said, in a hollow voice — 

“ Another 1 Eu«:agcd to another ! One word, Helen— not to Idm 
—not to Harley — to ” 

“ I cannot say— I must not. 1 have promised,*' cried poor Helen, 
and as Violante let fall her liand, she hurried away. 

Yiolant.e sate down, mcehanicaDy; she felt us il‘ stunned by a mortal 
blow. Sbe closed her eyes and breathed hard. A deadly faintness 
seized her ; and when it pjissed away, it seemed to lier as if she were 
no longer the same being, nor the worid aro\aid her the same world 
— as if she were but one sense of intense, hopeless misery^ and as if 
the universe were but one inanimate void. So strangely immaterial 
are we really— we human beings, with fiesh and blood— that if you 
siuldcuJy abstract from us but a single, irapa]])able, airy thought, 
wliieii our souls have cherislied, you seem to c urdl e the air, to ex- 
tin»'uisb the sun, to snap every link that coxmccts us to matter, and 
to bcimmh ever.v'tliing into death, except woo. 

And t his warm, young, southern nature, but a moment before was 
so full of joy and life, and vigorous lofty hope. It never till now had 
known its own intensity and depth. Tiie virgin had never lifted the^ 
\'eil from her own soul of woman. What till then had Harley^ 
1/Esi**ange been to Yiolantc ? An ideal— a dream of some imagined 
cxc(;lletiee — a tyjic of poetry in th(‘. midst of the common world. It 
had not been Harley tlie man — it liad been Harley the J^hantom. 
She had never said to herself, “ He is identified with my love — my 
hopes, my home, my future.” How could she ? Of such, he liirnsefip 
had never spoken ; an internal voice, indeed, had vaguely, yet 
irresistibly, whisjienid to her that, despite his light worefs, liis 
feelings towards her were grave ana deep. O false voice ! how it 
had deceived licr I Her (juiok convictions seized the all tliat Helen 
liad lelY unsaid. And now suddenly she felt what it is to love, and 
what it is to despair. So she sate, crushed and soUlary, neither 
murmuring nor weeping, only now and t.ium ])assiiig her hand across 
her hr<i\y, us if to clear away some cloud that would not be dispersed; 
or Iieaviiig a deep sigh, as if to throw off some load that no time 
iicneetorth could remove. There are certain moments in life iuwdiich 
wc .say to ourselves, “All is ov(;r; no matter what else, c.liangcs, that 
whicii I have made my ail is gone everirmre — overnu)re.” Aud oui 
own thought rmgs back in our ears, “Evcimore — evermore!** 
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CHAPTER VlII. 

As Vioiauie thus sate, a straug:cr, passing sif^althily iiir6ugL lh<^ 

• (ices, stood between herself and the evening smi. She saw him not . 
He paused a moment, and then spoke low, in her native tongut'. 
addressing lier by the name which she had borne in Italy. He spokf‘ 
as a relation, and exoused h is iiitnision ; “ For,” said he, '^1 come to 
suggest to the daught^''t!ifr'meahs by which she can restore to Jier 
lather his country and his honours.” 

At tiic u ord “ lather ” Violante roused hersfdf, and all her love for 
that father rushed back upon licr with double force. It docs so ever 
— we love most our parents at the moment when some tie less holy is 
abruptly broken ; and when the conscience says, T/tere, at least. In 
a love that 1ms never deceived thee !” 

Slie saw befor(? her a man of mild aspect and priuccly forjii. 
Peschiera (for it was he) had banished from his dress, as from his 
countenance, ail that betrayed the worldly levity of his character. 
He was adding a part, and he dressed and looked it. 

“My father 1” she said, quickly, and in Italian. “What of him ? 
And who arc yoii, si^oi; ? I know you not.” 

Peschiera smiled henignly, and replied in a tone in which great 
respect was softened by a kind of parental tenderness. 

* “Suffer me to explain, and listen to me while I speak.” Then, 
({uietly seating himself on the bench beside her, he looked into b(‘i 
eyes, and resiuued. 

“ Doubtless, you Lave lieard of the Count di Peschiera ? ” 

Violante. — I heard that name, as a child, when in Italy. And 
when she with whom I then dwelt (my father’s aunt), fell ill aii l 
di(jd, I was told that luy home in Italy was gone, that it had passcil 
to the Count di Peschiera— iny father’s fo(5 ? 

pEsciriEBA. — ^Aud your father, since then, has taught jou to hate 
this fancied foe ! 

VioiiANTE. — Nay ; my father did but forbid me ever to brealhe bis 
name. 

PesChieua.— Alas ! what ytars of suffering and exile might have 
been saved your father, had he but been more just to his cany friend 
and kinsman ; nay, had he but less cruelly concealed the secret of 
ois retreat. Fair child, I aip that Giulio Franzim, that Count di 
Peschiera. I am the man you liavc been told to regard as your 
lather’s foe. I am thejfuan on whom the Austrian Emperor bestowed 
Ids lands. And*^!^^^^^^^ ifl am, in tmth, the foe. I have conm 
Iiither to seek yoiir’ fatficr, in order to dispossess myself of my 
sovereign’s gift. I have come but with one desire, to i^sgtore Alphonso 
to his native land, and to surrender the heritage that was lorced upon 
rue. 

ViOLAJJTE. — ^My father, my dear father 1 His gi*and heart will have 
room once more. Oh ! this is noble enmity, true revenge. I undcr^ 
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filHiiu it, tjignor, and so will my fatlicr, for such would hare been liis 
icvcngc on you. You have seen him. 

Pescuiera.—No, not yet. I would not sec him till I had seen 
yourself; for you, in truth, arc the arbiter of his destinies as of 
mine ? 

ViOLANTE. — — Count ? I arbiter of my father’s "destinies? Is it 
possible r* 

Pescuiera (with a look of compassionate admiration, and in a tone 
yet more emphatically parental). — How lovely is that innocent joy ; 
out do not indulge it yet. Perhaps it is a sacrifice which is asked 
from you — a sacrifice too hai’d to bear. Do not interrupt me. Listen 
still, and you will see why 1 could not speak to your father until 1 
had obtained an intm'viciw with yourself. — See why a word from you 
may continue still to banish me n*om his presence. You know, doubt- 
less, that your father one of the chiefs of a ^arty that sought to 
ii'cc Nortlicm Italy from tlic Austrians, i myself was at the onset a 
w arm participator in that scheme. In a sudden moment I discovered 
that some of its more active projectors had coupled with a patriotic 
(!ut.crpris'’e plots of a dark nature, and that the conspiracy itself w;as 
al)ouf. to he lietrayed to the govemnunit. 1 wished to consist with 
.\ oiir father ; but no w^as at a distance. I learned that bis life was 
coudemiK‘d. Not an hour was to be lost. 1 look a bold resolve, 

1 iiat has exposed me to liis suspicions, and to my country’s wrath. 
Put my main idea was to save him, my (nirly fri(‘nd, from death, and 
my eountry from fruitless massa(Te. I withdrew from the intended 
revolt. J sought at oiic(i the head of the Aiislrian government in 
Italy, .and made terms for the lives of Ylphonso, and of the other more 
illustrious chiefs, which otherwise would hav(j been forfeited. 1 
obtained permission to undeidake myself the cliarge of securing my 
kinsman m order to place him in safety, and to conduct him to a 
foreign land, in an exile that would cease -whou the danger was dis- 
pelled. But unhappily be deemed that I only sought to destroy him. 
lie fled from my friendly pursuit. The soldiers with me were 
attacked by an intermeddling Englishman ; your father escaped from 
I taly— coiicciiling his retreat ; and the character of liis flight counter- 
acted my eflbrts to obtain his pardon. The government conferred on 
]ue half his revenues, holding the other half at its pleasure. I 
accepted 1 he oiler in order to save his whole heritage from conflsca- 
cation. That I did not convey to him what I pined to do— viz., the 
iufonnation that I held but in trust what was bestowed by the govern- 
ment, and the full explamition of what seemed blameable in iny con- 
duct— was necessarily owing lo the sgcrecy he maintained. 1 could 
not discover his refuge ; hut 1 never ceased to plead for his recaU. 
This year only I have partifilly succeeded. He can bo restored lo his 
heritage and rank, on one proviso a guarantee for his loyalty.^ Thau 
guarantee the government has named: it is the alliance of his only 
child w ith one whom the government can trust. It was the interest 
of all the I4vdiiii nobility, that thc^representation of a house so ^eat 
falling to a female, shomd not pass away wholly from the direct line *, 
— in a word, that you should ally yourself with a kinsman. But one 
kinsman, and he the next in blood, presented himself. In short— 
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Aiphonso regains all that he lost on the dav in which Lis daughter 
gives her lumd to Giulio Pranzini, Count di Peschiera. Ah ” con* 
tinned the Count, mournfully, “ you shrink— you recoil. He thus 
submitted to your choicels mdeed unwortliy of you. You are scarce 
in the spring of life. 11c is in its waning autumn. Youth loves 
youth, lie does not aspire to your love. All that he can say is, love 
IS not the only joy of the heart — ^it is joy to raise from ruin a beloved 
father— joy to restore to a land poor in all but memories, a chief in 
whom it ri'.vercnces a line of heroes. These are the joys I oiler to 
you — ^you, a daughter, aiid an Italian maid. StiU sOeut ! Oh, speak 
io me ! ” 

Certainly this Count Peschiera knew well liow woman is to be 
wooed jmd won ; and never was woman more sensitive to those liigb 
appeals which most move all true earnest womanhood, than was the 
young Yiolaiite. Fortune favoured Iiim in the moment clioscn. 
Harley waswrcndied awfiy from her hopes, and love a word (M*ascd from 
her language. In the void of the world, her father’s i)ii:ige alone stood 
clear and visible. AJid she who from infanev liad so i)ined to serve 
tluit father, who at first leivmed to dream of Uarlc;y as iliat father’s 
friend ! she could restore to liim all for which the exile sighed ; and 
by a sacriiiee of self! Self-sacrifice, ever in itself such a temptation 
to the noble ! Still, in the midst oi the confusion and disturbance of 
her mind, the idea of marriage with another seemed so terrible and 
revolting, that she could not at once conceive it ; atid still that instinct 
of openiiess and honour which pervaded all her character, warned 
even her inexperience that there was something wrong in tliis clandes- 
tine appeal t/O lierself. 

Again the Count besought her to speak, and with an effort she said, 
irresolutely — 

“ If it be as you say, it is not for me to answer you ; it is for my 
father.” 

“ Nay,” replied Peschiera. "Pardon, if I contradict you. Do you 
know so little of your father a.s to supjmse that Ikj will suffer his 
interest to dictate to his pride f lie would refuses, perhaps, even to 
receive rny visit — to hear my explanations; but certainly he W'ould 
refuse to buy hack his inherltaii(*c by the sacriiiee of bis daughter to 
one whom he has deemed his foe, and wdiorn the mere disparity of 
years would incline the world to say he had made the barter of 
nis personal amin’tion. Put if Jicould go to l)in) samMioned by you — 
if 1 could say your daughter overlooks what the fat her might cleern an 
obstacle— she has consent ed to acu^ept my baud of iier own free choice 
— sIjc unites her liappiuess and. blends her praytu's with mine — then, 
indeed, 1 could not tail of success; and Italy would i)ardon ujy errors, 
^d bless your name. Ah ! Signorina, do not think of me, save as an 
mstrument towards the fulfilmcutof duties soldgli and sacred— think 
but of your anccislors, your father, your native land, and reject not the 
proud occasion to prove how you revere tluun all ! ” 

Viulante’b heart was touched at Jbe right chord. IIcfTiCad rose— 
the C(dour Ciime back to her pale check — she turned tlio glorious 
beauty of her countenance towards the wily tcmptiw. She was about 
to answer, ami to seal her fate, when at that mstant Harley’s voice 
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v/as heard at a little distance, and Nero came bonnding towards her, 
and thrust himself, with rough familiarity, between her and iVsehiera. 
The Count drew back, and Violante, wdiosc eyes were still hxed on 
his face, started at the change that passed there. One quick gleam of 
ra^e sutliced in an instant to li^ht up the sinister secrets of Ids nature 
—it was the face of the baffled gladiator. He had time but for few 
words. 

“ 1 must not be seen here/’ he muttered ; “ but to-morrow— in these 
gardens— about this hour, i implore you for the sake of your father 
—his hopes, fortunes, Ids very life, to guard t^e secret of this inter- 
view — to meet me again. Adieu!” 

lie vanished amidst the trees, and was gone — ^noiselessly, mysteri- 
ously, as he had conic. 


OlIAPTEll IX. 

The last words of Pcscliiera were still ringing in Violante*s ears 
wlien Harley appeared in sight, and the sound of his voice dispelled 
the vague and dreamy stu nor wliieh had crept oyer her senses. At 
that voice there returned llie consciousness of a mighty loss, the sting 
of an intolerable anguish. To meet Havley there, and thus, seemed 
impossible. She turned abruptly away, and hurried towards the 
house, Harley called to her by name, but slic would not answer, 
and only quickened her steps. He paused a moment in surprise, and 
then hast-eiicd after her. 

^ “ Under what strange taboo am I placed said he^aily, as he laid 
his hand on her shrinking ami. “1 impure for Helen— alic is ill, and 
cannot sec me. 1 come tot&^inystdf in yonr presence, and you fly me, 
as if gods and men had set ntrir mark on my lirow. Child !— cliiid 1 — 
wdmt is tin’s ? You arc weeping r*” 

*‘1)0 not stay me now— do not speak to me,” answered Violante, 
through her stifling sobs, as she broke from his hand and made 
towards the house, 

“ lltiv(^ yon a grief, and under the shelter of my father’s roof? A 
grief that you will not tell to me? Cruel ! ” cried Harley, wdth inex- 
pnvssihlc tendimiess of reproach in Ifis soft tones. 

Violanie could not trust herself to reply. Ashamed of her self- 
betrayal— softened yet more by his pleading voice— she could have 
prayed to the eartli to swallow lier. •At hmgth, checking Inn* tears by 
an lieroic eflin’t, she said, almost Ciiimly, “ Noble frieiul, forgive me. I 
Imve no grief, beli('vo me, which-r- which I can tell to you. 1 was but 
t hinkingof my poor father vvlieii you came up ; alarming myself about 
him, it may be, with vain .superstitious fears: and so — evtm a slight 
surprise abrupt appearance, has sulliccd to make me thus weak 
and fooli^; but 1 wish to see m.^ father ; — to go home— home !” 

“Your father is well, bch‘<we me, and pleased that you are here 
No danger threatens liim ; and you, here, arc safe.” 

“ 1 safe— and from what ?” 
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Harley milled irresolute. He inclined to confide to her the danger 
wnicH lier father had concealed; but had he the right to do so against 
her father’s will ? 

“Give me/’ he said, “time to reflect, and to obtain permission to 
intrust you with a secret which, in my judgment, you should know. 
Meanwhile, this much I may say, that rather than you should incur the 
danger that I believe he exaggerates, your father would have given 
you a protector — even in Kandal Leslie. ’ 

Violante started. 

“ But/’ resumed IJarley, with a calm, in which a certain dc(']) 
moumfuhicss was apparent, unconsciousl> to himself— “but I trust 
you are reserved for a fairer fate, and a nobler spouse. I have voAved 
to Uve henceforth in the common workday T\'orld. But for j ou, brigiit 
child, for you I am a dreamer still ! ” 

Violante turned her eyes for one instant towards the melancholy 
speaker. The look thrilled to his heart. He bowed his face involun- 
tai-ily. When he looked up, she had left liis side. He did not this 
time att empt to follow her, but moved away and plunged amidst the 
leafless trees. 

An hour afterwards lie rc-entored the house, and again sought to 
see Helen. She had now recovered sufliciimtly to give- hiih the inter- 
view he reiiucsted. 

He approached lun* with a grave and serious gentleni'ss. 

“i\iy dear Helen,” sixid he, you have consentcnl to be my wife, my 
life’s mild companion; let it be soon — soon— for 1 need }ou. I need 
all the strength of that holy tic. Helen lot me press yon to fix the 
time.” 

“ i owe you too much/’ answered Helen, looking down, “to have 
any will but yours. But your mother,” she added, perhaps clinging 

to tlie idea of some reprieve — “ your mother has not ycl ” 

“ My mother — true. I will speak first ta her. Yon sliall re(‘eivc 
from ray family all liononr due to your gentle virt-ues. Helen, by the 
way, have you mentioned to Violante the bond bctw^eeii ns ?” 

“No— that is, 1 fear 1 may have unguardedly betrayed it, against 

Lady Lausmere’s commands too— but— but 

“ So Lady Lansmere forbade you to name it to Violante. This 
should not be. i will answer for her permission to revoke that inter- 
dict. it is due to Violante and to you. Tell your young friend all, 
h, ITelcii, if 1 am at times cold (fr wayward, bear with me — bear with 
^ ; for you love me, do you not ‘r'” 


CHAPTER X. 

Thai* same evenmg Randal heard from Levy (at wLos^^house he 
stayed late) of that self-introductioK to Violante whicli (thanks to hi.'- 
skeleton-key) Peschicra had contrived to cflect; and the Gourd 
seemed more than sanguine— he seemed assured as to the full arid 
speedy success of his matrimonial enterprise. “Therefore,” said 
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Lev}, “I trust I ma}^ very soon congratulate you on the acquisition 
of vour family estates.” 

Strange !” answered Randal, " strange tliat my fortunes seem so 
bound up with the fate of a foreigner like Beatrice di Negra a^ her 
connection with Rraiik Hazeldean.” He looked up at the clock as he 
spoke, and added— 

“Frank by this time has told his father of his engagement.” 

“ And you feel sure that the Squire cannot be coaxed into con- 
sent?” 

“ No ; but I feel sure that the Squire will be so choleric at the first 
intelligence, that Frank will not have the self-control necessary for 
coaxing ; and, perhaps, before the Squire can relent upon this point, 
ho 'may by some accident learn his grievances on another, whicli would 
exasperate him still more.” 

‘‘Ay, I understand " the ^(3^/ 

Uaiidal nodded. 

“ And what tlienr” tusked Levy. 

“ The next of kin to the lands of Hazcldcan may have bis day.” 

The Baron smiled. 

“ You have good prospects in that direct ion, Leslie : look now to 
another. I spoke to you of the borough of Lansmere. Your i)atron, 
Audlcy Egert ou, intends to stand for it.” 

Raudal’s heart had of late been so s(d< upon other and more avari- 
cious scjheincs, that a seat in I’arliaincnt had sunk into a setiondaxy 
object; nevertheless his ambitious and a]l-gj*asping nature; felt a 
bitter pang, wIkmi he heard that Egerton thus mteiposcd between 
niinsell and any chance of advancement. 

“ So ! ” he muttered, sullenJy~-'“ so. This man^ who pretends to 
be my benefactor, squanders away the wealth ot my forefathers — 
throws me penniless on the world; and, while still encouraging me 
to exertion and public life, robs me himself of- ” 

“ No!” interrupted licvy — “not robs you; we may prevent tbaf. 
The Lansmen; interest is* not so strong in the borough as Dick 
Aveners.” 

“ But 1 cm I not stand against Eg(Tlon.” 

Assuredly not- vou may stand with him.” 

“How?”* 

“ Dick Av('ijcl n ill never suffer Egerton to come in; and though 
ho cannot , jicrliaps, cany two of uis own politics, be can split his 
votes upon you.” 

Randal’s eyes flashed. He saw at a glance, that if Avenel did i.ot 
overrate the relat ive strirngth of parfles, his seat could be securcil. 

“ But,” in; said, “ Egerton lias not spoken to me on sucli a suli- 
icci- ; nor can you expect that he would propose to me to stand with 
nim, if he foresaw the (^liancc of being ousted by the very candidate 
he himself introduced.” 

“ Neiiiier ne nor Ids parly will anticipate that possibility. If lie 
ask you, agree to stand— leave thb rest to me.” 

“ You must liatc Egerton bitterly,” said Randal ; “ for 1 am not 
vain enough to think that von thus scheme but from pure love to 
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^ The motives of men are intricate and complicated/* answered 
Levy, with unusual seriousness. " It suffices to the wise to profft 
by the actions, and leave the motives in shade ” 

There was silence for some minutes. Then the two drew closer 
towards each other, and began to discuss details in then joint designs. 

Randiil walked home slowly. It was a cold moonlit night. Young 
idlers of his own years and rank passed him by, on their way from 
the haunts of social pleasure. They were yet in the first fair holiday 
of life. Life’s holiday had gone from him for f;ver. Graver men, in 
the various callings of masculine labour —professions, trade, the state 
— ^passed him also. Their steps might be sober, and their faces 
careworn ; but no step had the furtive stealth of his — no face the 
same contracted, sinister, suspicious gloom. Only once, in a lonely 
i^horouglifare, and on the opposite side of the way, fell a footfall, and 

f lanced an eye, that seoniea to betray a soul in sympathy with Handed 
icslie’s. 

And Randal^ who had heeded none of the other jiassengers by tho 
way, as if instinctively, took note of this one. His nerves crisped at 
the noiseless slide of that form, as it stalked on from lamp to lamp, 
keeping pace with his own. lie felt a sort of awe, as if he hiul 
beheld the wraith of himself ; and ever as he glanced suspiciously at 
the stranger, the stranger glanced at liim. He was inexpressibly 
reb'eved when the fifaire turned down another street and vanished. 

That man was a felon, as yet undetected. Between him and his. 
kind there stood but a thought — a veil air-spun, but impassable, as 
the veil of the Lnage at Sais. 

And thus moved and thus looked llandal Leslie, a tliifig of darl< 
and secret mischief— wa thin the pale of the law, but equally removed 
from man by the vague consciousness that at his heart lay that wliich 
the eyes of man woidd abhor and loathe. Solitary amidst the vast 
city, and on through the machinery of Civilisation, went the still 
spirit of Intellectual Evil. 


CHAPTER XI. 

Early the next morning Raddal received two noves — one trom 
Frank, written in great agitation, begging llandal to see and pro- 
pitiate bis father, whom he feartia be had grievously offended ; and 
then running oft^ rather incclxCrcntly, into protestations that his 
lionom* as well as his affci lions were engaged irrevocably to Beatrice, 
and that her, at he could never abandon. 

And the second note was from the Squire himself— short, and far 
less cordial than usual— requesting JVlr. Leslie to call on him. 
llandal dressed in haste, and went first to Limmer’s ffoteL 
He found tho Parson with Mr. Hazeldean, and endeavouring in 
vain to soothe him. The Squii’c had not slept all night, and his 
appearance was almost haggard. 

, Oho ! Mr. young Leslie,” said lie, throwing himself back in hi.iv 
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chair aa Eandal entered—*' I thought you were a friend— I thought 
you were Erank’s adviser. Explain, sir ; explain.” 

“ Gently, my dear Mr. Hazeldean,” said the Parson. ** You do 
hut surprise and alarm Mr. Leslie. Tell him more distinctly what he 
has to exjjlain ” 

SqiTJiKE.—Did you, or did you not, tell me or Mrs. Hazeldean, 
that Frank was in love with Violante llickeybocke v ? 

IIandal (as in amaze). — ^I! Never, sir, 1 feareo, on the contrar}% 
that he was somewhat enamoured of a very dillerent person. I 
hinted at that possibility ; I could not do more, for I did not know 
how far Frank’s affections were seriously engaged. And indeed, .sir, 
Mrs. Hazeldean, though not cncouragir^ the idea that your son 
could marry a foreigner and a lioman Catholic, did not appear to 
consider such objecftions insuperable, if Frank’s happiness were really, 
at stake. 

Here the poor Squire gave way to a burst of passion, that involved 
in one tempest, Frank, llandrd, Harry herself, and the whole race of 
foreigners, Roman Catholics, and w'^omen. While the Squire was 
still incapable of hearing reason, the Parson, taking aside Randal, con* 
vinced himself that the whole affair, so far as Tlandal was concerned, 
had its origin in a very natural mistake ; and that while that young 
gentleman had been hinting at Beatrice, Mrs. Hazeldean had been 
thinking of. Violante. Witli considerable dilliculty he succeeded in 
conveying this explanation to the Squire, and somewhat appeasing 
his wratli against liSuidal. And the Dissimulator, seizing nis occa- 
sion, then expressed so much grief and asUmishmiuit at learning that 
matters hadi gone as far as the Parson informed him — that Frank 
had fictually proposed to Beatrice, been accepted, and engaged him- 
self, before even communicating with his father ;* ho declared so 
earnestly, that he could never conjecture such evil— that he liad had 
Frank’s positive promise to take no step without the sanction of his 
parents; he professed such sympathy wdth the Squire’s wounded 
feelings, and such regret at Franks involvement, tliat Mr. Hazeldeau 
at last ^dclded up his honc.st heart to his consoler — and griping 
Randal’s hand, said, “ Well, w’cll, i wronged you — beg your pardon. 
What now is to bo done 

Why, yon cannot consent to this marriage— impossible,” replied 
Randal j ‘*and we must hope, therefore, to influence Fraiik by Ids 
sense of duty,” 

“That’s it,” said the Squii-e; “for 111 not give way. Pretty 
])ass things nave come to, indeed ! A widow, too, I hear. Artful 
jade— thought, no doubt, to catch a Hazeldean of Hazeldean. My 
estates go to an outlandish Papi'Jtical set of mongrel brats ! No, no. 
never!” 

“ But,” said the Parson, imldly, ••'perhaps we may be unjustly preju- 
diced against l-hl." We shouldf have consented to Violante— why 

not t o her ? SSSe is of good family ? ” 

‘ fertaimy,” said Randal. 

‘And good character ?” 

llandat shook his head, and sighed. The Squire caught him roughly 
by the arm— “ Answer the Pai-soni”, cried he, vehemently. 
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Indeed, sir, 1 cannot speak disrespectfully of the character of a 
woman,— who may, too, become Prank’s wife ; and the world is ill- 
natnred and not to be believed. But you can judge for yourseK, rny 
dear Mr. Hazeldean. A*sk your brotlicr whether Madame di Negra 
is one whom he would advise his nejihew to marry.” 

‘'My brother!” cxrlainied the Squire, furiously. “Consult my 
distant brother on tlie allairs of my own son ?” 

“He is a man of Ihe world,” put in Bandul. 

“And of feeling and }i6nonr,”‘TOd the Parson; “and, perhaps, 
through him, wo may be enabled to enlighten Prank, and save him 
from what ai)pcars 1o be the snare of an artful woman.” 

“ Meanwhile,” said llandal. “ I will seek Prank, and do my best 
with him. Let me go now— 1 will return iu an liour or so.” 

“ I will accompany you,” said the Parson. 

Nay, pardon me. ; but I think we two young men can talk more 
openly without a third person, even so wise and kind as yon.” 

“ Let llandal go,” growied the Squire. Anri Kaiidal w^ciii. 

lie spent some time v/ith Prank, and the reader will easily divine 
how that time w^as eniployod. As he left Prank’s lodgings, lie found 
liiinseK suddenly seized by the Squire liiinsclf. 

“I was too impatient to stay at home and listen to the Parson’s 
prosing,” said Mr. Hazeldean, nervously. “ I have shaken l>a]e off. 
Tell me what has passed. Oli ! don’t fear— I’jn a man, and can hear 
the worst;.” 

Kandal drew the Squire’s arm within his, and’ led him into i he Jidja- 
•cent park. 

“ My dear sir,” said he, sorrow’fully, “this is very conidential wiiut 
1 am about to say. 1 must n;pcat it to you, because, witlioiit such 
eonfidenee, I see not how to advise j'ou on the prf)pcr course to take. 
But if 1 betray Prank, it is for his good, and to his owm father ;~only 
do not tell him. lie would never forgive me— it would for ever 
aestroy my intluenee over him.” 

“ Go on, go 031,” gasped the Srpiirc ; “ speak out. 1 'll ncvei* tell 
the ungrateful boy that 1 learned his secrets from anotlier.” 

“ Then,’] said llandfil, “ the secret of his entanglement with 
Madame di Negin is simply this— he found her in debt - imy on the 
point of being aiTcsted 

“ Debt !— arrested ! J ezabel ! ” 

“And in paring the debt Ijiiiisclf, and saving her from an'cst, ho 
conferred on her the obligation wfiich no woman of honour could 
accept save from mi affianced husband. 3’oor Frank ! — ^if sadly taken 
in, still we must pity and forgive him ! ” 

Suddenly, to Jiandars great surprise, the Squire’s whole face 
brightened up. 

sec, . I see!” he exclaimed, slapping his thigh. I “hare it— T 
have it. ’Tis aiiafl:air of money! 1 can buy her o^ff. If she took 
money from him, the mercenary, painted baggage ! Vhjiibr^- she’ll 
take it from me. 1 don’t care what it costs— half my fortune— -all ! 
I’d be content never to see Hazeldean Hall again, ii‘ 1 could save my 
son, my own son, from disgrace and misery ; for miserable he wdll be, 
when he knows he has broken my heart and his mother’s. And for a 
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creature like that ! My^ boy, a thousand hearty tl)aiiks to yon* 
VVh *c docs tlie wench live ? I’ll go to hcT at once.” And, as he 
spOhie, the Squire actually pulled out liis pockcl -hook, and began 
turning over find counting the bank-notes in it. 

■Randal at first tried to combat tliis bold resolution on the part of 
tJic Squire ; but Mr. Hazeldcan had seized on it with all the obstinacy 
of his straightforward English mind, lie cut Randal’s persuasive 
elociueiice oil* in the midst. 

“Don’t waste your breath. I’ve settled it; and if you don’t tell 
me where she lives, ’tis easily found out, I suppose.” 

Randal mused a moment. “ Alter all,” thought he, “why not? 
lie will be sure so to sp(;ak as to enlist, her pride against himself, and 
to irritate Erank to the utmost.. Let liim go.” 

Accordingly, he gave the infoi*ma1.iou nujuinul ; and, insisting with 
gi'cat earnest, ness on the S( jnire\s promise not to iijention t,o Madame 
di Negra his knowledge, of Frank's pecuniary aid (for that would 
betray Randal as the informant) ; and satisfnng himseK as he best 
might with the Squire's })rompt assurance, “that he knew hOw to 
settle matters, without saying why or wherefore, as long as he opened 
liis ])iLrs(^ wide enough,” he accoinpaiucd Mr. Hazeldcan back into 
the si reds, and there l(‘ft him— fixing an hour in tJic eveniug for an 
iutevview at Lhnmer’s, and hinting that it. would bo best to have that 
iii1(‘rview without the presence of the Larson. “Excellent, good 
man,” said ILindal, “but uot Aviili sutiicient knowledge of the world 
for atfairs of t his kirid,‘wluch uiKhu’stand so wcdl.” 

“ 1 should think so,” quoth the IScjuiro, who had quite recovered 
his good humpur, “ And the Parson is as soft as buttermilk. We 
must be firm here— firm, sir.” And the S(iuir(‘. struck tlie end of his 
stick on the pavement, nodded to Randal, aild went on to May-Fair 
as sturdily and as confidently as if to purchase a luize-eow at a cattle- 
si low. 


CHAPTER XJl. 

“ Ruix(r the light nearer,” said John Burley— “ nearer still.” 

Leonard obeyed, and placed tin; eaiullc on a little table by the sick 
man’s bedside. 

Burley’s mind was partially wandering; bnt there was method in 
his madness. Horace AValpolc said that “his stomach would sur- 
vive all the rest of him.” That winch •in Burley survived the Lust 
was his quaint wild genius. He looked wistfully at the still flame 
of the candle : “ It lives ever in the air ! ” said he. 

What lives ever ?” 

Burley’s voice swelled — “ Light ! ” He tumcid from Leonard, am: 
again co ntem plated the little flame. “In the fixed star, in the Will 
o’-ihejiJiwSf^^ the great sun that illujaes h^' a world, or the farthing 
rusMight by which the ragged student strains his eyes — still the same 
flower of the elements ! Light in the universe, thought in the soul- 
ay — ay — Go on with the simile. My ^ead swims. Extinguish the 

VOL. ir. ^ 
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iight ! You cannot ; fool, it vanialies froiu yonr eye, but it is still in ' 
the «pace. Worlds nriust perish, suns shrivel up, ihatt(;r and spiril 
hoth fall into nothinirness, before the combinations whose nniou makes 
t^t little flame, winch the breath of a babe can restore to darkness, 
shall lose the power to form themselves into feht once more. Lost; 
the power 1— no, the mcemtif : — it is the one Mud in creation. Ay, 
ay, very dark riddles "I’ow clear now“iiow when I con Id not cast ui' 
an addition sum in the bakcr^s bill ! What wise man denied that two 
and two nuide four ? Do they not make four? [ can t answer him. 
But I could answer a question that some wise mf'ii iiavc contrived to 
moke much knottier.'’ He smiled softly, and turned Itis face for soint' 
minutes to the wall. 

This was the second night on which Leonard had waiolual bv his 
bedside, and Burley’s state bad grown rapidly worse. He could noi 
lost many days, perhaps many hours. But. he jind evinced an emotion 
beyond mere delight at seeing Leonard again. He had since then 
been calmer, more himself. “ I fe.ared I might liave ruined yon by my 
bad example,” he said, with a touch of luunour that became pathos a^ 
he added, “ That idea preyed on me.” 

** No, no; you did me great good.” 

Say that— say it o%n,’' said Burley, earnestly ; it makes my 
heart feel so light.” 

He had listened to Leonard’s story with d(!cp intciest, and was fond 
of talking to liim of nitle Helen. He detected the secret at the young 
man’s heart, and cheered the hopes that lay Ihere/ amidst fears and 
sorrows. Burlc^ never talked seriously of his repciilaucc : it was not 
in his nature to talk seriously of the things winch he felt solemnly . 
But his high animal spirits were quenched with the animal power I Imt 
fed them. Now, we go out of our sensual existence only when v c 
are no longer enthralled by the Present., n\ which the senses have I heir 
realm. The sensual being vanishes wlicn are hi the Past or ilio 
Ihturc. Tile Present w^as gone from Burley; he (fould no more lu; 
its slave and its king. , 

It was most touching to see how tlie iimcr character of this man 
unfolded itself, as the leaves of tlie outer character iciiqtf and withered 
— a character no one would have guessed in liim — an inlun'cnt rciinc- 
nient that was almost womanly; and he had all a woman’s abnegatinu 
of self. He took the cares lavislicd on him so meekly. As tlui 
features of the old man reiufu in the stillness of death to* the aspect, 
of youth — ^the lines effaced, the wrhiklcs gone— so, in seeing Burlc;, 
now, you saw what lie Jiad bera in bis spring of promise, i’ut. lie 
himself saw only what ho Iwid failed to be — powers stjuaiidereal - lilV 
wasted. “ I once beheld,” he said, " a shij) in a storm. It was a 
cloudy, fitful day, and I could sec the ship with all its inasl.s light-" 
mg hard for life and for death. Then came night, dark as pitch, aid 
I could only guess that the ship foiigJit on. — Towards t.hc dawn tlio 
stars CTew visible, and once more 1 saw the ship—Vt was a wTcck— ii 
went down just as the stars shone forth.” 

Wh<m he had made that allusion to himself, ho sat very stjii iot 
some time, then he spread out Ms wasted hands, and gazed on them, 
and on Ms slirunken limbs. Good,” said he, laugliing low ; “ these 
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hands were too large and rude for handling the delicate webs ot my 
own mechanism, and these strong limbs ran away with me. If I had 
been a sickly, puny fellow, perhaps my mind would have had fair play. 
Tlierc was too much of brute body lierc ! Look at this hand now ! 
you can see the light through it ! Good, good ! ” 

Now\ that evening, until he had retired to bed, Burley had been 
unusually cheerful, and had talked with much of liis old eloquence, if 
witli little of his old humour. Amongst othei* matters, he had spoken 
witli considerable interest of some poems and other papers in manu- 
script which had been left in the house by a former lodger, and which, 
the reader may remember, that Mrs. Goodyer had urged him in vain 
to read, in his last visit to her cottage. But t/icn he had her husband 
.1 acob to cliat with and the spirit-bottle to finish, and the wild craving 
for excitement plucked his thoughts back to his London revels. Now' 
))oor Jacob was dead, and it was not brandy that the sick man drank 
from the widow’s cruse. And London lay afar amidst its fogs, like a 
world resolved back into nebnlae. So to please his hostess and dis- 
tract liis own solitary thoughts, he had condescended (just before 
, Ijconard found liiin out) to peruse the memorials of a life obscure to 
tlu^ w'orld, and new to liis own experience ©f coarse joys and woes. 

I have been making a romance, to amuse myself, from their con- 
tents,” said lie. They may be of use to you, brother author. I have 
told Mrs. Goodyer to place them in your room. Amongst those 
papcr.s is a sort of journal— a woman’s journal ; it m^ed me 
A man gets into another world, strange to him as the orb of Sirius, if 
lie can t ransport himself into the centre of a woman’s heart, and see 
tlie life there, so wholly unlike our own. Things of moment to us, to 
it so trivial; things trifling to us, to it so vast. There was this 
journal— ill its dates reminding me of stormy events in my own exists 
ciice, and grand doings in the world’s. And those dates there, 
(chronicling but the mysterious unrevealcd record of some obscure 
loving licart ! And in that chronicle, O Sir Poet, tliere w'as as much 
genius^ vigour of thought, vitality of being, poured and wasted, as 
ever kind friend will say was lavished on the rude outer world by big 
John Burley i Genius,* genius ; arc wo all idike, then, save when we 
leash ourselves to some matter-of-fact material, and float over the 
roaring seas on a wooden plank or a herring-tub 'r” And after he 
had uttered tliat cry of a secret anguish, John Burley iiad begun to 
show symptoms of growing fever anil disturbed brain; and when th^ 
had got him into bed, lie lay there muttering to himself, until towards 
midnight, he had asked Leonard to bring-the light nearer to him. 

So now ho again was (piict— with his face turned towards the wall; 
a!)d Leonard stood by the bedside sorrowfully, and Mrs. Goodyer, who 
(lid not h(;ecl Burley’s talk, and thought only of his physical state, was 
dipping clotlics into iced water to apply to his forehead. But as she 
a])[)V()a(died with tlfese, and addressed him soothingly, Burley raided 
hiin^l^iTiiis arm, and waved aside the bandages. “ I do not need 
iJiCirv’ said lie, in a collected voice. “ I am better now. I and that 
pleasant light uiiderstaTid one another, and 1 beiteve all it tells me, 
Pooh, pooh, I do not rave.” lie looked so smilingly and so kindly 
into her face, that tlie poor ivoman, who loved liiin as her ownsOB^ 
* Q 2 
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fairly burst into tears. He drew her towards him, and kissed her 
forehead. 

‘‘Peace, old fool,” said he, fondly. “Yon shall tell anglers here- 
after how John Barley came to fish for the one-eyed perch which he 
never canglit ; and how, when he gave it np at the last, his baits all 
gone, and the line broken amongst the weeds, you comforted the 
ba^ed man. Tljcre arc many good fellows yet in the world who will 
like to know that poor Burley did not die on a duiighiil. Iviss.nie ! 
Come, boy, you too. Now, God bless you, I should like to sleep.” 
His cheeks were wet with the t;cars of botii his listeners, and there 
was a moisture in his own eyes, whieli, nevertheless, beamed bright 
through the moisture. 

He laid himself down again, and the old woman would have with- 
dravui the light. He moved uneasily. “ Not that,” he murmured — 
“ light to the last !” And putting fort h bis wan hand, he drew aside 
the curtain, so that the liglit might fall Ml on bis face. In a few 
minutes he was asleep, ])reatlimg cabnly and rcigularly as an infant. 

The old woman wiped her cyt^s, and drew Leonard soflJy iiii.o the 
adjoining room, in which a hed had been made up for him, 11c had 
not left the house since he had ent(^rcd it with l5r. Morgan. “ You 
lire young, sir,” said she with kindness, “and ihe young want sleep. 
Lie down a hit : 1 will call jou when h(‘. wakes.” 

“No, I could not sleep ” said Ijconurd. “ J will watch for yon.” 

The old woman shook her head. “ 1 must sc(', the last of him, sir; 
but I know he will be angry when his eyes open on me, for he has 
grown very thoughtful of others.” 

“Ah, if he had but 1)oen us thonghlM of liunsclf!” murmured 
Leonard ; and he seal;ed iiimsclf by the tabic, on which, as he l(;ancd 
his elbow, he dislodged sonic papers placed there. TJicy fell to the 
ground with a dumb, moaning, sigliiiig sound, 

“"^at is that ?” said ho starting. 

The old woman picked up the manuscripts mid smoolhcd them 

earefnlly. 

“Ah, sir, he bade me place these pa])ers bore, lie llurnglit tliey 
might keep you from fi’cttirig about him, in rase you would sit u]) 
and wake. And he had a thought of me, loo ; for 1 ha’\ e so pined to 
find out the poor young lady who loft them years ago. Slic was 
almost as dear to me us ho>is; dearer pinhaps until now— when— 
when I am about to lose him ! ” 

Leonard turned from the papers, without a. glancte at then con- 
tents; they had no interest for him at such a moment. 

The hostess went on — 

“ Perhaps she is gone to Heaven before him ; she did not look like* 
one long for this world. She left us so suddenly. Many things of 
iiers besides these papers are still here ; but 1 keep them aired and 
dusted, and strew lavender over them, in case she over come for them 
again. ' You never heard tell of hen did you, sir?” sho^asJdgd, with 
great simplicity, and dropping a hali-ciu’tsey. 

“Ofher-ofwh^P” 

“Hid not Mr. John tcU you her uamc— dear— dear : Mrs. 
Bertram.” 
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Leonard started ; the very name so impressed upon his memory by 
Harley L’Estrange. 

“ Bertram ! ” he repeated. “ Are you sure ? ” 

Oh ycSj sir ! And many years after slie had left ms and we iiad 
heard no more of her,' there ea,me a packet addressed to her here. 
Irom over sea, sir. AVe took it in, and kept it, and John would 
break the seal, to know if it would tell ns anything about her; but it 
was all in a foreign language hke—wc; could not read a word.” 

“Have you the packet? Pray show it tome. It may be of the 
greatest value. 'J'o-inorrow will do — 1 cannoi think of that just now. 
Poor Burley ! ” . . 

Tjf'.ouavd’s inaunei* indicated thsit he wi.slicd to talk no more, and to 
he alone.. So Mrs. Goodycr left him, and stole back to Burley’s room 
onlipUx'. 

'fhe >ouiig man renuiiiied in deep reverie for some moments, 
“LighI,” he murmured. “Hoav often ‘Light’ is the last word of 
those round whom the shades are gathering!” He moved, arul 
straight on his view through the cotlagc hitticc there streamed light, 
indeed — not the jniscrahle ray lit by a human hand — but the still and 
holy cllulgeiice of a moonlit heaven. It. lay broad upon the humble 
tloors — pierced across the thre.shold of the death -chamber, and halted 
clear amidst its sliadows. 

Jicoiiarcl stood motionless, his eye following the silvery silent 
splendouj*. 

'‘And,” lie said iidy - “and docs this large cmim nature, maivcd 
hr ils genial faults-— this soul which should have filled aland, as ypu 
orb the room, wiili a light that linked earth to heaven — does it pass 
away into (he dark, and leave not a ray behind? if the ele- 

ments of jigiit are ever in the space, and when the flame goes out 
return to the vital air — .so thought, once kindled, lives for ever 
around and aboni us, a ]}art of onr breathing atmosphere. Many a 
tlnnkor, many a poet , may y{',l illumine the world, from tlie thoughts 
which yon genius, tliat will have no name, gave forth to wander 
Lhrougli air, and recombine again in some new form of light.” 

Tims he. went on in vague speculations, seeking, as youth ena* 
moured of fame seeks too fondly, to prove that mind never works, 
iiowevej’ erratically, in vain and to retain yet, as an influence upon 
eartli, the soul about to soar far beyond the atmosnh ere where the 
elements tliat make fame abides thus liad the aying man inter- 
preted the endurance of iiglit and thought. 

{Suddenly, in .the. midst, of his reveri(‘, aloud cry broke on his ear. 
He sliiuldei'cd he lu'ard, and Imsteiied forebodingly into the 

* river}- one rejnenibcrs that Uoclhe’s hi',1 words arc said to have been, “ More 
and YX’diaps what luis occurred in the text rady be supposed a pla|?iarlsm 
iroin those words. Hut, iu lact, iinthiii}? is more common than the craving and 
demand for liylit lulittlc before deatii. Let any consult his owm sad experience in 
the last moments of those wdiosc gradual close he has watched and tended. What 
mrv»’''ii'equcut than a prayer to open the shutters and let in tiie sun ? What com- 
I^&int more repeated, and more ttjuching, than “ that it is growing dark ? ” I once 

knew a sufferer — who did not then seem in immediate danger, suddenly order tha 
sick room to ho lit up as if far a gala . When this was %old to ti\c piiysician, he tnid 
gravely, ** No worse sign.” 
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adjoinhi" room. The old woTnan was kneeling by the bedside and 
chafing jBurley’s hand— eagerly looking into his face. A glance 
enfficed to Leonard. All was over. Ihu-ley had died in Bleep— 
calmly, and without a groan. 

The eyes were hall-open, with that look of inexpressible softness 
which death sometimes leaves ; and still they were turned towards 
the light ; and the light burned clear. Leonard, closed tenderly 
the heavy lids ; and, as lie covered the face, the lips sjniled a serene 
farewell. 


CHM^TEB XIII. 

We have seen Squire Hazcldcan (proud of the contents of liis 
pocket-book, and his knowledge of the mercenary nature of foreign 
women) set off on )iis visit to Beatrice di Negra,. llaiidal thus left, 
musing lone in the crowded streets, revolved with astui.e (!oni))lacency 
the probable I’csidts of Mr. Ilazeldean’s bluff negotiation ; and, con- 
vincing liimsclf that one of Ids vistas towards fortune wa,s becoming 
more clear and clear, lie turned, with the restless activity of some 
founder of destined cities in a new seUlement, to lop the boughs that 
cumbered and obscured the others. Bor truly, like a n.au in a vast 
Columbian forest^ opening entangled space, now with the ready axe, 
now with the patient train tliat kindles the slower lire, this child of 
civilised life went toding on against surroundiug obstacles, resolute to 
destroy, Imt ever schenuug 1o construct.^ And now liandal has reached 
Levy’s dainty bnsiucss-rooin, and is buried deep iii discussion how to 
secure to himself, at the exjieiise of Ids patron, 1 he rbi)r<.\scutation of 
Lansrncrc, and liow to complete the eoniract widcJi shall re-aimex to 
Jus forlorn iiiheritanee some fragmeuis of il.s ancient rvcalth. 

Meanwhile,. Chance fought on his side in tlie boudoir of May Fair, 
rh^e Squire liad found the Slarclu'sa at liomo,— brictlyiulroduced him- 
self and his business^— told her she wns ndslaken if she had fancied 
she had taken in a rich lieir in his son,— that, thank Heaven, he could 
leave his estates to Ids ]douglinian, should ho so please, hut that he 
was wdlingto do tilings liberally; and wliatevcr she llioiight Frank 
was worth, he \vas very ready to pay for. 

At another time Beatrice '^ould jierhaps Imve laughed at lids 
strange address ; or she might, ni some prouder moment, liave fired 
up with all a jiatrician’s resentment, and a woman’s pride ; Imt now 
iier spirit was (?nished, lier ijeiwes shattered: the sense of her de- 
graded position, of her dependcii«;e on her brother, combi aed wdth her 
supreme unhappiness at ihe loss of those dreams with wldch Leonard 
iiaa lor a wmile cliarmod her wearied, waking life- -all came upon her. 
k DC Jisteimd, pale and speechless; and the jioor tSquiro tliougJit he 
was quietly advancing' towards a favourable rcsidl, whVn slie suddenly 
burst into a passion of iiystcricaj tears; and just i;t 
Brank Jiimselt entered the room. At the sight, of his father, oi 
Beatrice s gnef, his pcnse of filial duty gave way. He was maddened 
by in’itanon — ^by the insult offered to the woman he loved, wliich u 
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few trembling words from her explained to him ; maddened yet more 
hy the fear that tlie insult liad lost her to him— wai’in words ensued 
be! ween son and father, to close with the peremptory command and 
\f‘licmeut threat of the last. 

Conic away IhLs instant, sh ! Come Avith me^ or before the day is 
over [ strike you out of my nill ! ’’ 

The sou’s answer was not to his father; he threw himself at 
ih'al rice's feel. 

“ horgiv'e him— forgive us botli ” 

Wiiat ! you prefer that stranger to me— to the inheritance of 
ilazeldeau! ” cried tlie Scjuirc, s{.:im]>ing liis foot. 

‘'Leave your estates to wliom \()u v/ill ; all that I rare for in life is 
here, ! '’ . * 

The Srju ire si ood si ill a moment or so. gazing on his sou, witii a strange 
bewildenjd inarvel at the slrerigtii of tliat mystic passion, wJiicli none 
not hi.hourimr under i;,>> fearui) elmrm can eoniprehemb—vvliich creates 
the sudden ido! that no re;.\-,on jmstiiies. and sae.rilices to its fatal shrhiie 
‘dike tlie Past ami ti]'.* Puiure. N(»{ trusting In'mself to speak, the 
father drew lii'^ hmxl .uu'os'- his eyes, and tkisiied awa\ the hitter tear 
That sprang iVooi a swelling indijrnmu heart; then iie uttered an 
inarticniliUc sound. ; nd, liiidiug his voit'e gone, moved away to the 
door, mid left, 1 iie !i()n''e. 

lie walked tliroua-li iln* streets, iM^ariiig Id-, iicad \evy ei'eet, as a 
})roud^ man does when deej)l\ wuinided, ami striving to shake, otV some 
afieelioii tliat lie (hjeins a w-eakite.--'^ ; and ids tnunijliTig, nervous iingers 
fumlded at tlie biitloji of his coal, trying to tighien lj)e gannent 
across his chest, as if to eonhrm a re-solution that’ st ill sought to struggle 
out, of iiie revoil,iiig licaii . 

Tims lie went on, and the reader, perhaps, will \voiider whither, and 
the wonder may not le.s.scii when he finds tlie Siiuire come to a dead 
]iau&e in Grosvciior Sipiari', and at the jxu'tico of his ‘‘ distant bro- 
ther’s” stalely liou.se. 

At tlie Squire's hrief inquiry uheiher j\lr. Egerton Avas at home, 
the porter summoned tlie groom of the chamlx^rs ; and the groom of 
llio chambers, seeing a si ranger, (loul)lcd whctlnir his ma.stcr Avas not 
engaged, but would t.ake in the si ranger's card, and sec._ 

‘‘ Ay, ay,” muttered the. Pijuire, “ this is^ t rue relationship I — my 
ehild prefers a stranger to me; wliy should 1 complain that I am a 
stranger in iny brother’s liouse? Sii^” added the Squire, aloud, apd 
very meekly — “ sir, please* to say to your niaste.r that lam William 
JIazeldean.” 

Tlie servant- bowed low, and without anotiuu’ word conducted the ' 
visitor into tlie slalesmau’s lihrari, end annonneing Mr, Ilazeldeau, 
closed the dooj’, 

Audley avjis seated at Ids de.sk. Lie grim iron boxes still at Ids feet, 
but they Avere i^w closed and locked. And the ('.x-ministcr Avas no 
iongeig looking o\('r oliiei'd doeumenfs; letters spread open before 
far dilferenl n iture.f in Ids hand there lay a long lock of fair 
Liken hair, on AvhieJi Ids eyes AAg;re lixod sadly und intently, lie 
started at tiic sound of his visitor’s nanng and thcH.rcad ol’tlie Squire’g 
‘Uahvai t footstep ; and nie(;li.nniealfy Jhnist into his bosom the relic 
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ot yonss^sse and warmer years, keeping Iiis hatti to his heart, which 
heat loid with disease under the li^ht prei^uie of that g;oldcn 
hair* 

The two brothers stood on the great man's lonely dearth, facii^ 
each other in silence, and noting unconsciously the change made in 
each during the long years in which they had never met. 

The Squire, with his portly size, his hardy sim-bumt cheeks, the 
parth^ baldness of his unfurrowed, open forehead, looked his full age 
—deep into middle life. Unmistakeaoly he seemed thd paterfamilias, 
— nusband and the father,— the man of social domestic ties. But 
about Audley (really some few years junior to the Squire), despite the 
lines of care on his handsome face, there still lingered the grace of 
10U&. Men of cities retain youth longer tlian those of tlie country, 
—a renJirk which Buffou has not failed to make and to accomit for. 
Neither did Egerton betray the air of the married man ; for ineffable^ 
solitariness seemed stamped upon one wliose prjvate life liad long 
been so stern a solitude. No ray from Ihc focus of Home played 
round that reserved, unjovous, melancholy brow. In a word, Audley 
looked stiU the man for whom some young female heart might fondly 
sigh : and not the less because of 1 lie cold eye and compressed lip, 
wnion challenged interest even wliilo seeming to repel it. 

Audley was the first to speak, and ro put forth the right hand, 
which he stole slowly from its place at his breast, on which the lock 
of hair still stirred to and fro at the heave of the labouring hearl. 
“ Wmiam," said he, av ith his rich deep voice, “this is kind. You are 
come to sec me, now that men say 1 am fallen. The minister you 
censured is no more ; and you see again the brother." ' 

^ The Squire was softened at once by this address. He shook hear- 
tily the hand tendered to him; and then, tiiniiug away his head, with 
an honest conviction that Audley ascribed to him a credit nhieh he 
did not deserve, he said, “ No, no, Audley ; I am more seltish than 
you think me. 1 have come — 1 liavc come to ask your advice— no, 
not exactly that— your opinion. But you arc busy ? " 

“ Sit down, Wmiam. Old days u ere coming over me when you 
entered ; days earlier still return now— days, i 00, that leave no shaaow 
when their suns ai*e set." 

The proud man seemed to think he iiad said too much. His 
practical nature rebuked the poetic scntiiueiit and phrase. Here- 
collected himself, and added, *'morc coldly, “You would ask uiv 
opinion ? What on ? Some puhhc matter — some Parliamentary bill 
that may affect your property ? " 

“Am I such a mean miser as that ? Property— property ? What 
does property matter, when a man is struck down at his own hearth ? 
Property, indeed ! But you have no cliild— happy brother ! ” 

^^Ay, ay; as you say, I am a happy man; childless! Has youi 
son displeased you ? I have heard liim well spoken of, too." 

“Don't talk of liim. Whether his conduct, be ^od o r illj^is uiv 
affair," resumed the poor father with a testy voice— jealous yi’ 

Audle/s praise or blame of Ids rebellious son. Then ho rose .1 
monf&ut, and made a strong gulp, as if for air ; and laying his broad 
brown hand on his brother's shoulder, said— “llandal Leslie tells ) 
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vott are wise-^a consummate man of the world. No doubt you are; 
so. And Parson Dale tells me that he is sure you have warm feel* 
ings— which I take to be a strange thing for one who has lived so 
long in London, and has no wife and no chUd—a widower, and a 
Member of Parliament— for a commercial city. too. Never smile ; 
it is no smiling matter with me. You know a foreign woman, called 
Negra, or Negro— not a blackymoor, tliough, by any means— at least 
on the outside of her. Is she such a woman as a plain country gen- 
tleman would like his only son to marry— ay or no ? ” * 

/'No, indeed,” answered Audley, gravely; “and I trust your son 
will coiiimit no action so rash. Shall I see him or her ? Speak, my 
dear William. "What would you have me do ? ” 

“Nothing; you have said enough,” replied tlie Squire, gloomily; 
and his liead sank on his breast. 

Audley took his hand, jmd pressed it fraternally. “William,” 
said the statesman, “ we have ocen long estranged ; but I do not 
forget that when we last met, at—at Lord Lansmere’s house, and 
when I took you aside, and said, ‘ William, if 1 lose this election, I must 
resign all cliaiice of pubhe life ; my affairs are embarrassed. I would 
not accept money from you— I would seek a profession, and you can 
help me there,’ you divined my meaning, and said — 'Take orders; 
the Hazeldeuii living is just vacant. I get some one to hold it 
till you are ordained.’ I do not forget that. Would that I had 
thought earner of so serene an escape from all that then tormented 
me. My lot might have been far happier.” 

The Squire eyed Audley with a surprise that broke forth from 
his more absorbing emotions. “Happier! Why, all things have 
prospered with you; and you arc rich enough now ; and — ^you shake 
your head. Lrollier, is it possible 1 do you want money ? Pooh, not 
accept money from your mothei’s son!— stuff?’ Out came the 
Squire’s pockel>l)ook. Audley put it gently aside. 

“Na}v’ said he, “I have enough for myself; but since you seek 
and speak mth me thus affectionately, I will ask you one favour. 
Should I die before I can provide for my wife’s kinsman, Eandal 
Leslie, as I could wish, will you see to his fortunes, so far as you 
can, without injury to others — ^to your own son ? ” 

“ My son ! He is provided for. He has the Casino estate— mucli 

f ood^nayit do liim. You have touched on the very matter that 
rought me here. This boy,. Hand*! Leslie, seems a praiseworthy 
lad, and has Hazeldean blood in his veins. You have taken him up 
because he is connected with your late wife. Why should not I take 
him up, too, when his gmnclmoihcr*was a Hazeldean? My main 
object in calling was to ask wliat you megu to do for him ; for il’ yoU 
do not mean to provide for liim, why, 1 will^ as in duty bound. So 
your request comes at the right time; i think of altering my will. 
I can put him jnto the entail, besides a handsome legacy. You arc 
sure hf. is a gooa lad— and it will please you toa ‘Audley I ” 

^?^ut not at the expense of yoflr son. And, stay, William— as to 
■^is foolish marriage witli Madame di Negra,— who told you Prank 
meant to take such a step ? ” 

“He told me himself; hut it is matter. liaudal and I both^ 
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" P& haa acted gencirotif^ly, tliea, our kinsman Bandal—I am glad 
to him it," smd Audley, his bow somewhat clearihg. have no 
bfceiieewk^h this lady; but, at least, I can coansd her. Do not 
ooiudder the marriage fixed because a young man desires it. Youth 
is ever hot and rasii." 

^^^Your youth never was,” retorted the Squire, bluntly. ''You 
married well enough, Tm sure. 1 will say one thing for you : you 
been, to my taste, a bod politician— beg pMdoii— but you were 
aJIv^ys a gentleman. You would never have disgraced your family 
and married a ” 

“ Dush ! ” interrupted Egertom gently. “ Bo not make matters 
worse than they arc. Madame (U Negra is of high birtli in her own 
country; and if scandal ” 

“Scandal!” cried the Squire, shrinking and turning pale. “Are 
ym spealving of the Mdfe oi a Hazeldcan ? At least she shall never 
sit by the hearth at which now sits his mother ; and whatever I may 
do for Frank, her children shall not succeed. No mongrel cross- 
breed siiall kennel in English Hazeldean. Much obliged to you, 
Audley, for your good feeling— glad to have seen you ; and harkye, 
you startled me by that shake of your head, when 1 spoke of your 
wealth ; and, from what you say ubout Itajidars prospects, I guess 
that you ’Loudon gentlemen are not so thrifty as we are. You s/mll 
let me speak. I say again, that 1 have some thousands quite at your 
service. And though you are not a Hazeldean, still you are my 
mother’s sou ; niid now that 1 am about to alter my will, I cfin as 
well scratcli in the name of Egerton as that of Leslie. Cheer up, 
cheer up : you are vounger than I am, and you have no child ; so 
you will live longer than I shall.” 

“My dear brother,” answered Audley, “bcL’evc me I shall never 
live to want your aid. And as to Leslie, add to the £5000 1 mean to 
give liimj au e(iual sum iu your will, and I shall feel that he has 
received jnstice.” 

Observing that the Squire, though he listened attentively, made no 
ready answer, Audley turned the subject again to Frank ; and witli 
the adroitness of a man of the world, backed by a oordiul sympathy 
in his brotticr’s distress, he pleaded so well Frank’s lame cause, urged 
so gently the wisdom of patieifce and delay, and the appeal to filial 
foelto lutlioi* than recourse to jiatcnml tiircats, that tlie bquire grew 
mollified in spite of himself, juid left Jiis brother’s house a much less 
^gry, and less doleful man. 

Mr. Hazeldean was still in the squai’c, when he came upon llandal 
himself, who was walking wii,h a dark-whiskered, showy gentleman, 
rewards Egerton’s house, llandal ^md the gentleman cxcliangod a 
hastj^hisper, and the former then exclaimed— ^ 

“ What, Mr. Hazeldean, have row just Icl’t your brotheriiouse ? 
is it possible?” * 

“Why, you advised me to go therc, and I did. I scarcely kne"# 
wha^ was about. I am very glad I did go. Hang polities 1 hang 
the landed interest ! what do Irfiare for either now ?" 
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wii|i Hadnm di KegraP^’ a^ked laodal, drawing the 
Sgaire aside. 

" Never speak of her again !” cried the Sqnimi Ixeroelv. " And as 
to that Tmgratefol boy-*but 1 don’t mean to oehavc harshly to kirn- 
he shall have money ^ngh to keep her if he likes— keep her frou^ 


coming to me— keep him, too, from counting on my death, and boiv 
rowing post-obits on the Casino— for he’ll be doing that neatt— no, I 
hope I wrong him there: I have boon too good a father for him to 
count on my death already. After all,” continued the Squire, begin- 
ning to relax, “ as Audley says, the marriage is not yet made ; and if 
Ihe woman has taken him in, he is youqg, and his heart is waism 
Make yourself easy, my boy. * I don’t for^l. how kindly you took 
his part ; and before I do anything rash, i’ll at least consult with 
liis poor mother,’* 

Randal gnawed his paie lip, and a momentary cloud of disappoint- 
ment passed over his face. 

“ True, sir,” said he gently ; “ true, you must not bo Indeed, 
1 was tliinking of you and poor dear Trank at the very moment I mot 
you. It occurred to me whether we might not make Tiamk’s very 
embarrassments a reason to induce Madame di Negra to rofese Mm ; 
and 1 was on my way to Mr. Egerton, in order to ask his ophiion, in 
company with the gentleman yonder.” 

Gentleman yonder ! Why should he tlirust liis long nose into my 
family affairs P Who the devil is he ?’* 

“ Don’t ask, sir. Pray let me act.” 

But tlie Squire continued to eye askant ihe dark-wliiskered per- 
sonage thus interposed between himself and his son, and who w'aited 
patiently a few jards in the rear, carelessly re-adjusling the camclia 
m liis button-hole. 

“He looks very outlandish. Is he a foreigner too?” asked the 
l:>quire at last. 

“ No, not exactly. However, he knows all about Frank’s embar- 
iMSsmcnis ; aud ” 

Embarrassments ! what, the debt he paid for that woman.® How 
did he raise the money ? 

“ 1 don’t know,” answered Randal, “ and that is the reason 1 asked 
Baron Levy to accompany me to Egerton’s, that he might explain in 
private wliat I have no K'ason ” 

“Baron Le\y!” intcmiptod the ^uirc. “Levy, Levy— I have 
Jicard of a Ijcvy who lias nearly ruined my neighbour Thomliill— a 
money-lender. Zounds ! is that the man nho knows my son's affairs ? 
ni soon learn, sir.” 

Randal caught hold of the Squire's arm : " Stop, stop ; if you really 
insist upon learning more about Frank’s debts, you must not appeal 
1 0 Baron Levy directly, and as Frank’s father: he will not answer 
sou. But if I present you to him as a mere acquaintance of mine, 
ind turn the conversation, as if carelessly, upon Frank — ^n^hy, since, 
in t' 0 London world, such matleffi are never kept secret, except 
the parents of young men— 1 have no doubt he will talk out 
jpcnly.” 

“ Manage it as you will,” said the Squire. 
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Randal took Mr. Hazeldcaii’s arm, and joined Levy—" A friend of 
mine from the country, Baron.” Levy* ljow(?d proioundJy, and the 
three walked slowly on. 

“.By the bye,” said Kandal, pressing significantly upon Levy’s arm, 
“ my friend lias come to town upon the somewhat unpleasant business 
of settling the debts of another— a young niaii of iasliion — a relaiion 
of his own. No one, sir (turning to tlie JSrjuire), could so ably assist 
you in sucli arnuigenumts as could Baron Levy.” 

Baron (modestly, imd with a moralising air).—! have some expo* 
ricncc in such matters, and I hold it a duty t,o assist t he pareni-s and 
relations of young rnoii who, from w'ant of rcfl(^ction, often ruin them- 
selves for life. 1 lK)])e the young gentleman in question is not in the 
hands of the Jews r 

Kandal. — Cliristhms arc as fond of good iiiio]*cst for their money 
as ever the Jews can he. 

Baron. — Granted, but, they have not always so much money to 
lend. The first thing, sir (adilrcssing the Squire) — the first thing for 
you to do is to buy up such ol’ your relation’s bills and notes of hand 
as may be in the market.. No do>ibl we can get them a bargain, 
unless the young man is bejr to .some luoporly that may soon be his 
ill the course of nature. 

Bandal. — N ot soon— lleuvni forbid ! His father is still a young 
nuin—a line lieulthy man (leaning heavily ou Levy’s arm) ; and us to 
•post -obits 

Barok." Post, -obits on sound .security cost more to buy up, however 
healtliy the obsinicting relativci may be. 

Kandal. — 1 should hope that then^ are not many sons who can 
calculate, in cold blood, on the death of t lu ir fallicrs. 

Baron. — llii, ha- -lu*. is young, our friend Kandal; eh, sii*? 

Kandal.— VVcll, I am not more scrupulous than otliers,! dare say ; 
and I Lav ‘often beiui pinched hard for money, Init- 1 would go bare- 
foot rathei than give security uxion a fat liter’s grave ! I can imagine 
nothing more likcdyio destroy natural leeling, nor to instil ingrati- 
tude and treachery into the wiiolc eliaraetcr, than to press the hand 
of a parent, and calculate when that hand may lie dust— than to sit 
down witli strangers and reduce lies life to tlie measure of an iiisiu*- 
aiice-table — tlian to feel dillieulties gatliering round one, and mutter 
ill fashionable slang, “But it will be all wi‘ll if the governor would 
but die.” And he who has accustomed himself to the relief of post- 
obits must gradually harden his mind to all this. 

The Squire, groaned heavily ; and had Kandal proceeded another 
sentence in the same strain, the pi ire. would have wept outright. 
“ But,” continued llaudal, altering the tone of his voice, “1 think 
that our young friend, of whom we were talking just now. Levy, 
before tins gentleman joined us, has the sam(‘, opinions as myself 
on thivS head. He may accept bills, but lie would never sign 
post-obits.” 

Baron (who with the apt docility of a. managed chai’ger *'tCKihe 
touch of a rider’s hand, had comprehended and complied witheacn 
quick sign of llandal’s).-— Pooh 1 the yoimg fellow wc are talking of? 
Nonsense. lie would not bo^so foolish as to give live times the per- 
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centaffe he otherwise might. Not sign post-obits ! Of course he has 
signed one. 

11A.NDAL. — Hist—you mistake, you mistake. 

SqxJiKE (leaviug liandal’s arm and seeing Levy’s).— Were you 
spejJving of Prank Hazeldean ? 

J3aiion.“ vMy dear sii*, excuse me ; I never mention nanuis before 
strangers. 

Squire. — Strangers again ! Man, I am the boy’s father ! Speak 
out, sir ; and liis liand closed on Levy’s arm with the strength of an 
iron vice. 

Babon. — G ently; you hurt me, sir: but I excuse your feelings. 
Handal, you are to blame for leading me into this indiscretion ; but I 
beg to assure Mr. llazeldcmi, that 1 hough his sou has been a little 
extravagant 

TtANDAL.— Owing cliictly 1o the arts of an abandoned woman. 

Baron. — Of an abaudoned woman; still he has shown more pru- 
dence than you would su])])osc ; and this very post-obit is a proof of it. 
A simple act of that kind has enabled liini to pay off bills that were 
running on till they would have ruined even the Hazeldean estate ; 
wliereas a charge on the reversion of tin; Casino 

Squire.— Hii has done it then F lie has signed a post-obit ? 

liANDAii.— No, no. Levy must be wrong. 

Baixon. — ^> ly dear Leslie*, a niau of Mr. Hazcldoaii’s time of Hie 
eamiot have your romantic bojnsli notions. He must allow that Prank 
has acted in this like a lad of sense- very good liead for business lias 
my young friend Prank ! And the best, thing Mr. Plazcldean can do 
is quietly to buy up the ijost-obit, and thus he ^vill place his son 
henceforth in liis power. 

Squire. — Can 1 sec the deed with my own eyes ? 

Baron.“ "Certainly, or how could you bo imiuced to buy it up. But 
oil one condition ; you must not beti-ay me to your son. And, indeed, 
take my advice, and don’t say a word to him on the matter. 

Squire.— L('t me see it, lot me see it with my own eyes. His motlier 
else will never believe it nor will 1. 

Baron.— 1 can call on you this evening. 

Squire. — Now, now. 

Baron — You can spare me, Baiidal ; and you yourself can open to 
Mr. Kgerton the otiicr affair respecting Lansmerc. No time should 
be lost., lest L’Estraiigc suggest a cawiflidale, 

Uandal (whispering).- Never mind me. This is more important. 
(Aloud)— Go Mr. Hazeldean. J\ly dixir kind friend (to the Squire), 
do not lot this vox you so much. Alw;r all, it is what nine young men 
out of ten would do in the same circiimstaucvos. And it is best you 
slioidd know it ; you may save Prank from fartlier ruin, and prevent, 
perhaps, this very marriage. 

“ We will exclaimed the Squire, hastily. “ Now, Mr. Levy, 
come?’ 

Levy and the Squire walked on, not arm in arm, but side by side, 
Bandal proceeded to Egerton’s liouse. 

“I am glad to see you, Leslie,” said the ex-minister. ‘^What 
is it 1 have heard? aMy nc*phcv^ Prank Hazeldean. proposes to 
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marry Madame di Ne^ra against liis father’s consent ? How could yoii 
suiter him to entertain an idea so wild ? And how never confidi ; . 
to me?” 

RA?JDAL.-~My dear Mr. Egertbu, it is only to-day that I wa=> 
informed of Erank’s cngtigcment. I have akeady seen him, ana 
ei;postulated in vain : till then, though I knew your nephew admirevi 
Madame di Negra, 1 could never suppose he harboured a serious 
intention, 

Eoeeton. — I must believe you, Eandal. I will myself sc& Madame 
di Negra, though I have no power, and no right, to dictate to her. 
1 have but little time for all such private business. The dissolution of 
I*arliamcnt is so close at hand. 

Raiidal (looking down). — It is on that subject that I wished If) 

g ieak to you, sir. You think of standmg for Lansmerc. Well, Baron 
cvy has suggested to me an idea thrt 1 could not, of course, even 
countenance, till I hud spoken to yon. It seems that he has somt^ 
ac^uaintunco with the state of parties in that borough 1 He is 
informed tl>at it is not only as easy to bring in two of our side, as to 
cany one, but tiiat it would make your election still more safe, not 
to fight single-handed against two opponents ; that if canvassing for 
yourself alone, you couid not carry a sutHcient number of plumper 
votes ; that split votes would go from you to one or other of the two 
adversaries; that, in a word, it is necessary to pair you with a 
colleague. If it really be so, you of course will lea,m best from your 
own committee; but should tliey concur in the opinion Baron Levy 
has formed— do I presume too much on your kindness—to deem it 
possible that you might allow me to be the second candidate on your 
side ? 1 should not say this, but that Levy told me you had some 
wish to see me in Parliament, amongst the supporters of your policy. 
And what other opportunity can occur ? Here the cost of carrying 
two would be scarcely more than that of carrying one. And Levy says, 
the party would subscribe for my election ; you, of course, would 
aid for your own ; and indeed, witli your CTcat name, 
Lainamere’s interest, tnere esn be littie bevond the strict 


expenses. 

As Randal spoke thus at length, he watched anxiously his patron’s 
reserved, uiuevealing countenance. 

Egeuton (drily).— I will consider. YOu niay safely leave in my 
hands any matter connected wi1?ii your ambition and advancement. 
I have before told you I hold it a duty to do all in iny power for tin; 
kinsman ot‘ my late wife — for one whose career 1 imdertookto forward 
— for one whom honour has cofiipcUed to share in my own political 




reverses. 

Here Egert.on rang the bell for his liat and gloves, and walking into 
the hall, paused at the street-door. There beckoning to ILindal, he 
sjiid, slowly, “You seem intimate with Baron Levy;'"l caution you 
against him— a dangerous acquaiutiuicc, first to the purse, next to the 
honour.” 

Randal. — I know it, sir ; and am surprised myself at the acquaint- 
ance that has grown up between us. Perhaps its cause is in his respect 
for yourself. 


VUIUKTIJSS IN JENGLISII LIJ-'K. 


m 


EGEirrox.—Tut 

IUN 1 IA.L.— Whatever it be, he contrives to obtain a singular holil. 
over one^s miiicl, even where, as in my case, he has no evident interest 
to serve, IFow is this ? It jnizzles me ! 

EoKitTON.'-Eor ins interest, it is most secured where he suflers ir, 
to be least cvidenlT; for his hold over the mind, it is easily accounted 
for. lie (jver appeals to two temptations, strong with all men-" 
Avarice and Ambition. Good day. 

Kendal. — A re you going to Madame di Negra’s ? Sliall I net 
accompany you ? rerhaps I may be able to back your omti .remon- 
strances. 

Egekton. — N o, I shall not require yon. 

Randal. — I trust 1 shall hear llic result of your interview ? I feed 
so much interested in it. J’oor Prank ! 

Audley nodded. “ Of course, of course.'’ 


OilAPTPR XIV. 

On ente.ring the drawing-room of Madame di Negra, the peculiar 
chami which the severe Audley Egerton had been ever reputed to pOkS- 
sesswitli women, wouldhave sensibly stnick one who had Tdtherto seen 
him cliicdy in his relations with men in the business-like alFairs of 
life. It was a cliann in strong contrast to the oj'dinary manners of 
ihqsc who are empluiticaUy called ‘‘Ladies’ men.” Nq artificial 
smile, no conventional hollow blandncss, no Irivolous gossip, no var- 
nish eilher of ungenial gaiety or aflected grace. The charm was in a 
sirnjdiciiy that unbent more into kindness than it did \yith men. 
Andley’s nature, whatever its faults and defects, was essentially mas- 
culine; and it was the sense of masculine power that gave to his 
voice a music when addressing the gentler sex, and io his manner a 
sort of indulgent tcndcnicss that appeared aiually void of insincerity 
and presumption. 

Praadc had been gone about half an houTj and Madame di Negra 
was scarcely recovered from the agitation into which she had been 
thrown by the aifroiit from the father and the pleading of the son. 

Egerton took her passive hand cordially, and seated himself by her 
side. 

“ ]\ly deaf Marclicsa,” said he, ‘‘arc we then likely to be near connec- 
tions And can you seriously contemplate marriage with my young 
nephew, Prank Hazeldcan? You turn away. Ay, my fair friend, 
tlicrc are but two inducements to a free woman to sign jiway her 
liberty at the altar. 1 say a free 'woman, for widows are free, and 
girls are not. .Tliese inducements arc, first, worldly position*, 
secondly, love. Wbieli of these motives can urge Madame di Negra to 
marry Mr. Prank Hazeldean ? ” 

" There arc other motives than those you speak of— tlie need of 
protection — the sense of solitude — the curse of dependence — grati* 
tude for honourable affection. But y^u men never know women ! ” 
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“I gTitot that you axe right there— we never do : neither do women 
over know men. And yet each sex contrives to dupe and-to fool the 
other ! Listen to me. I have little acquaintance with my nenhew, 
but I allow he is a handsome joung gentleman, witli whom a nand- 
some young lady in her teens might fall in love in a ball-room. But 
you who have known the higher order of our species — 3 on who have 
received the homage* of men, whose ihoughts ana mind leave the small 
talk of drawing-room triflers so poor and bald— j'^on cannot look me in 
the face and say thai it is any passion resembling love wliicli you feed 
for mv nephew. And as to jmsition, it is riglit that I sliouJa inib];m 
you that if he marry you he will have none. lie may risk his inherit- 
ance. "Sou will receive no counteilance from his parents. You will 
he poo^ but not free. You will not gain the indenendonce you seek 
for. The sight of a vacant discontented fac(; in tliai op])osite chair 
will be worse than solitude, .^id as to grateful aHeetmu,” added the 
man of the world, it is a polite synonym for tranquil iiidilfercnce.” 

Mr. Bgcrtoii,^" said Heat nee, “people say you are made of bronze. 
.Did you ever feel the want of a home ? ” 

“I answer 3 ou frankly,’’ I'cplied the statesman, “ifl had not felt 
it, do you think I should lia’ie been, and tliai 1 should b(' to the last, 
the jobless di-udge of public life ? Bronze* though 3 on may call 1113 
natm-e, it would have melted away long since like wax in the lu’e, if i 
had sat idly down and dreamed of a home If* 

“ But we women,” answered J^catrice, wdth pathos, “ have no jiublic 
life, and we do idly sit down and dream. Oh,” she coutiuued, after a 
'-.hort pause, and clasping her hands tb*mly togetlier, “ 3011 think mi* 
worldly, grasping, ambitious; how dill*ei;ent my hdt* Imd been, Jiad 1 
known a home ! — known one whom] could love and venerate— known 
oue whose smiles w'ouJd have developed t he good t h.'jf was once w ifliin 
me, and tJie fear of whose ivlrikw!; or sorrowful eve hare 

corrected what is evil.” 

"Yet,” answered Audley, “nearly all woi.k'ii in the great world 
have had that choice once in their lives, and nearly all have thrown it 
away. Ilow few of your rank really think of home when they nnmy — 
how few ask to venerate as well as to love -and liow^ man>*, of every 
riuok, when the home iias been really gained, liave wdifuLly lost its 
shelter ; ^ some in neglectful weariness - - some from a momentary 
doubt, distrust, caprice— a wild fancy— a passionate lit— a trifle— a 
straw— a dream ! True, 30U wmmen are ever dreainors. Common 
sense, common cartli, is above or below your eomprclicnsion.” 

Both now arc silent. Andley lirst rous(*(l Imnsclf with a quick 
writhing movement. “Wc ^w^o,” said hi*, smiling liab' sadly, half 
c.vnically— “ we two must not longer w'^aste time in talking sentiment. 
VYe know both too well what life, as it has been made for us by our 
faults or our misfortunes, truly is. And once a^ain, 1 entreat you to 
jiause before you yield to the loohsh suit of my foolish nephew. Kely 
on it, you will either command a higher offer for Vbur ijmdencc to 
accept ; or, if you needs must sacrifice rank and fortune, you, with 
vqur beauty and your romantic heart, will see one who, at least foi ? 
fair holiday season (if human love allows no more), can repay yon for 
the tacrifioe. Frank Hazeldean never can;” 



VAMTlIiiS IN NN&Hail LU'E. MI 

Beatdoe turned away to conceal the tears that mslicd to her 
eyes. 

"Think over this well/’ said Audley, in the softest tones of his 
mellow voice. "Bo you remember that when you first came to 
jSnglaud, I told you that neither wedlock nor love had any lures for 
me. We grew friends upon that rude avowal, and thefeiore I now 

K \io you like some sage of old. wise because standing apart and 
from all ihe affections and ties that mislead our wisdom. 
Notliing but real love (how r?u*e it is ! has one human heart in a 
million ever known it H) — ^nothing but real love can repay us for the 
loss of freedom— the cares and fears of poverty — cold pity of the 
world Ilia t we bolh despise and resi)ecl. iVud aU these, and much 
more^ follow the step j on would incousiderai cly take — an impmdent 
marriage."’ 

“ Audley l^lgerlou,” said Bc^atriee, lifting her dark, moistened eye\ 
"you grant that real love does compeiisale for an imprudent mar- 
riage. Yon speak UsS if you had known such love — \ou! Can it be 
possible?” 

“ Heal love - J thought thaf I knew it oiiee. Looking back with 
remorse, 1 should doubi it uo\v but for one curse, fhat only real love, 
wlien lost, has Ihe power 1 o lea\{* evermore belmid it.” 

" What is that ?” 

" A void liere,” answered Egcufou, striking his hcark " Desola- 
tion ! -Adieu ! ” 

lie rose and lefi the room 

" Is it,” murmured J'lgerton, as he pursued his way through the 
sti’cets— il tliat., as we a])pioaeli death, all the tirst fair feelings of 
>oung life come back to us mysteriously ? Thus 1 have heard, or 
lead, tliat in sonic eoiiid ry of old, ehddrcii scattering flowers pr^» 
'•cdca a J’inieral bier.” 


CHAITEU XV. 

And so Leonard stood lu'side his friemd’s mortid clay, and watchcu, 
in the ineffable smile of death, tlie last uleain winch the soul had left 
ilicre: and so, afl('r a time, he crept liffek to the adjoining room with 
I step as noiseless as if lie had feared to disturb the dead. Wearied 
.IS he WMs with w at 011111”-, he had no tlioaght of sleep, lie sat himself 
lown by th(‘ little table, and leaned liisHaee on his hand, musing soi’- 
^‘owi’uUy. Thus time ])assed. Be heard the clock from below strike 
the hours. In the liouse of death the sound of a clock becomes so 
solemn. The soul that we miss has gone so far beyond the reach of 
*imp ! A cold sn^erslitious awe gradually stole over the voiing inau. 
He sliivered, and Jifti'd his eyes wit ha stait, luilf-seornfiil, half defy- 
ing. The moon was gone— the grey comfortlc.ss dawm gleamed 
through the element, and carried its raw chilling light through ihe 
iipcn doorw\ny 'into the death-room . And tlicrc, near the exti nguished 
tire, Leonard saw tlic solitary woman, wc.'‘ping low, and w^atelung 
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stiB. He returned to say a word of comfort “siu* pressed liis hand, 
but waved him away, lie understood. did not wish lor other 
comfort than her quiet relief of tears. A^ain, he redunicd to his own 
diambcr, and Jiis eye this lime hdl iinoji tlio papers nliieli he had 
hitherto disregarded. What Tuadc Ids heart stand st ill, and the blood 
then rush so quickly through his veins? 'W'liy did he seize upeu 
those papers with so tremulous a hand- then lay them d()uii~])aus{‘, 
as il‘ to nerve himself— and look so eagerly again ? J!(; rceoiridsed I he 
handwriting -those fair, clear characters -so ])eculiar in iJieir woman- 
like delicacy and grace — the same as in the wild, pathetic noeins, thf 
sight Ox *wjiieh had made on era in his box hood. From these paue-. 
the image of the mysterious Kora rose ouee more hef(>rej him. Jh 
felt that he was Axitli a mother. He went back, and closed the dooi 
gently, as if nit ha jealous piety, to exclude each ruder shadow Iron! . 
the world of spirits, aiul be alone xxitli that mournful iiluist. For r'- 
thought written in warm, suuiiy life, and then suddenly using up In 
ns, when the hand that traced, and the heart that cherished it, in e 
dust— is verily as a ghost. Il is a Irkeiiess struck off of the iond 
human being, ami suiTiving it. Far more 41*111111111 than hu'^l or por- 
trait, it bids us sec the tear flow, mid tiic puKe^ bf'at. U'hat giK'*! 
can the churehyavd ,>ield to us like the Avritiiig of I he dead ? 

I’he bulk of the papers had been oneo lightly sewn to each other 
they had come undone, perhaps in Burl(\\’s rude Imuds; but tlu'ii* 
order Avns easily a]>pareni. Leonard soon saw that tlioy formed a 
kind of jouimal— not, indeed, a regular diarv, nor aiwaxs ri'lating to 
the things of the da V. Tiiere 'were gaps in time no a! tempt at suo 
ccssive naiTativc. Sometimes, instead of prose, a hasiv burst ol 
verse, gushing evidently from the heaii sojuetimes all T)urrati\(‘ 
was left untold, and \et, asit were, e{'itomised by a siualc burniuu- 
line — a single cxeiamatiou of no<* or j<».y! Eveiauhen* you saw 
records of a nature evpi'sitdy suveeptibie; ;md, where genin'- 
aj)p’cared, it was so aiiless, tliat \ou did not cull if ecitius, but emo- 
tion. At the onset the writer did not speakofhersc If iii t hr ilrst person. 
The MS. opened with deseriptious and short dialoirues, ean*i(‘d on by 
persons to whose names only initial letters were assigned, all wTitteu 
m a style of simple innoeeni freshncs,s, and breathing ot purity and 
happiness, like a dawn of spring. Two joung persons, humbly born 
— a youth and a girl the Iasi still i id childhood, each ehicily self- 
taught, are wandering on Sabb'aili evenings amoug gr* eii dew 7 UekK 
near the busy tomi, in whieli labour awhile is still. Few words pass 
between them. Vou .see at once, ihou^li the writer does not mean If) 
convey it, how far beyond the scope of her male* emupaniou ilirs 
the heavenward imagination of the girl. It K he w ho questions it 
is she who answers ; and soon there steals upon you, as you read, llu* 
convietion that the youth loves the girl, and loves in viuii. All in this 
writing, though terse, is so tnithful ! Li'onaid, hi tjic youth, already 
recognises the rude imperfect scholar- thexiiJage bard- Mark Faii- 
field. Then, there is a gap in des’t'ription— 'but t here are short wciglity 
sentences, which show deepening thought, inoveasing years, in tiirr 
wrritcr. And though the innocence remains, the happiness begins to , 
l)e less vmd on tlic page. 



VAIUETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 

Now, iBsensibl}^ Leonard fmds that there is a new phase in tiie 
writer's existence. tSccncs, no longer of humble work-day rural life, 
surround her ; and a fairer and more dazzling image succeeds to the 
companion of tbc Sabbath eves. This image Nora evidently loves to 
paint — it is akin to her onm genius — ^it captivates her fancy — it is an 
image that she (inborn artist, and conscious of her art) feels to belong 
to a brighter and higher school of the Ecautiful. Ana yet the virgin’s 
heart is not awakened— no trace of the heart yet there ! The new 
image thus introduced is one of her own juars, perhaps • nay, it may 
be younger still, for it is a boy that is described, with his profuse fair 
rmrls, and eyes new to gi‘icf, and confronting the sun as a young 
eagle’s; with veins so full of the wine that they overflow into 

every joyous whim ; ^yith nerves qiirTHTingly alive to the desire of 
gloiy; with the frank generous nature, rasli in its Janghing scorn of 
the world, which it has not tried. Who urns this boy, it perplexed 
Leonard: he feared to guess. Soon, less told than implied, you saw 
that this co])ipauiousliii>, iiowcwerit ehaiiced, brings fear ana pain on 
the wiiter. Again, as before, w'itli :Mark Fairtield, there is Jove on 
the one side and not on the other; — with her there is affectionate, 
almost sisterly, interest, admiration, gratitude — but a something of 
pride or of t(;rror that keeps back love. 

Hero Leonai'd’s interest grew intense. Wore there touches by 
winch eonjecturb grew eertainty; and lie recognised, tlirough the 
lapse of years, the boy-lover in bis OAvn generous benefactor P 

Fragments of dialogue now began to reveal tbe suit of an ardent 
ipipassiniiod imturc, and tlio simple wonder and strange alarm of a 
iistener who pitied but could not sympathise. Some great worldly 
dislinction of rank bciween the t wo became M'sible — that distinction 
seemed to arm the virtue and steel 1 he alfeetioxis of the lowlier born. 
Then a few sentences, half-blotted cm t with tears, told of wounded 
and bumbled fcelings—somc one invested with authority, as if the 
suitor’s j)arent, had interfered, questioned, reproached, counselled. 
And it was evident that the suit Af as not one that dishonoured; — it 
wooed to flight, but still to niurriage. 

And now these sentences grew briefer still, as with tlie decision of 
a, strong resolve. A.nd to tlu’se there- followed a passage so exqidsite, 
that Ijeouard wept nnconseiousiy as lie read. It was the description 
of a visit spent at home previous to sorrowful departure. He 
(taught the glimpse, of a j)ron(l and vain, but a tender wistful mother 
— of a tathcr’s fonder bni- less thoughtful love. And then came a 
quiet- sootJiing scene bet ween the- girl and tier first village lover, end- 
ing thus— “ So .she luit i\L’s liand iiito*hcr sister’s, and said: ^Ycra 
1ov<k1 me through the fancy, love lict-wit-h the heart,’ and left them 
eomprc'licnding each other, and betrothed.” 

Ltnmard sighed. lie- understood now how Mark Fairfield saw, in 
the liomely feat ui^CwS of liis unlett-ered wife, the refieetion of the sister’s 
sonl and face. 

A few u'ords told the final parting — words that were a picture. 
The long friendless highway, stretching on — on — towards the remorse- 
less city. And the doors of home opening on the desolate thorough- 
fare — and the old pollard tree bcsidcHhe threshold, with tlie ravens 
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wheeling round it and calling to their yomig. lie too watclied 
that threshold from the same desolate thoroughfare. He too had 
heard the cry of the ravens. Then came some pages covered with 
snatches of melanoholy verse, or sonic rcllcctions of dreamy gloom. 

The writer was in Londoi^ in the house of some high-born patroiu'ss 
.-that frhmdh'ss shadoiv of a. friend which Ihe jm’gojj of society (;alls 
’ companion.” And she was looking on the bright storm of the 
world as through unison bars. i*oor bird, aliar from the groemvO(jd. 
she had need of song — it was lun* last link 11^11 fn^edom and nature. 
The patroness seems I0 sliaro in her apprcliensions of the boy suitor, 
whose wild rash prayers the fugitive had resisted; but to fear least 
the suitor should be d(‘gTad(‘d, nor llu^ one wliom lie iHirsueS ' -jear aii 
alliance ill-suited to a high-born Jieir. .And lliis kind of fear stings 
the writer's pride, and she grow.s harsh in iier judgment of him wlio 
thus causes but painwiicre. lie proifers love, 'riieii there is a relei‘- 
ence to some applicant for Jut Jiand, wlio is ])rt!.shed Ui)on Injr clioice. 
And she is told that it is licr ilutwso lo choose, and rims deliver a 
noble family from a dread that endures so long as jier hand is free. 
And of this fear, and of tills apjdieaut, there break'« out a petulant 
yet pathetic scorn. After this the narrative, to judge by the dates, 
pauses for days .imd weeks, as il' the writer luul grown wTary and 
listless, — suddenly to r(;-opeu in a new strain, eloquent with hojn^s 
and with fears never known lieforc. I'hc iirst person was abruptly 
assumed — it was the living “ J ” thai now breafhed and moved along 
the lines; How uas iliis? 'llic woman was no more a shadow 
and a secret uiikiiowii to herself: she hud assuimul ilic intense and 
vivid sense of individual being; and love spoke loud in the awakemul 
huinau heart. 

A personage not seen till then appeared on the page. And (‘vei- 
afterwards this personage was only named as “ 7/^,” as ifihc one and 
sole representative of all the myriads that walk tlie earili. The lirst 
notice of this prominent character on the seem* siiou ed the restless 
agitated effect produced on'thc w'ritor’s iimiginaf ion. He was in- 
.vested with a romance probably not Ids own. He was described in 
contrast to the brilliant hoy wdiosc suit she liad feared, ])itied, and now 
sought to shun— described with a grave, and scrioii.s, hut gentle micu 
voice that imposed respect—au vye and lip tliat show'cd (‘oUected 
iHgnity of will. Alas ! the wniter betrayed herself, and the charm 
was in the contrast, not to theVharacter of Ihc earlier lover, bnt her 
own. And now, leaving Leonard to expk)re and guess his way 
through the gaps and chasms of tlic uarrative, it is tiijie to place 
h^ore the reader what tliO' uan-ative alone wiU not reveal to 
Leonard. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Nuisi Avknkl had fled Iroiii tlio boyish love of Harley L’Estraag^e 

rccoimneiidecl by Lady Lansraorc to a valetudinarian relative of 
her own. Lady Jauc Horton, as companion. But Lady Lansmere 
could not bciici c it possible that the loAV-boni girl could long sustain 
her generous pride, and reject iJie ardent suit of one who could offer 
<0 her the ]u'»^s[){‘Clive coronet of luanintcss. She continually urged 
upon Lady Jaiic the Tieccssity of marrying Nora "fo some one of rank 
less disi)ropoit LOiied to lier oath, and empowered that lady to assure 
an\ such wooer of a dowry far beyond Nora’s station. iLady Jane 
looked around, and saw in the oujti^kirfs of her limited social ring, a 
voung solicitor, ii peer’s naturarsoii,"^ whd Avas on terms of more than 
business-like intimacy Avith the fashionable clients whose distresses 
made the origin of his wealth. 1'he young man Avas handsome, weu- 
fh'csscd, and bland. Lady Jane invited liim to her house; and, 
seeing him struck, with the rare loveliness of Nora, AAduspered the 
hint of tli(‘. dower. The fasiiion able solieiior, av1i(» afterAvards ripened 
into Baron Jjcvy, did not need that hint: for, ihougl) then poor, ho 
l•(*lied on himself for fort un(‘, and, unlike lliiiidal, he had warm blood 
in bis veins. ]^ut Lady .lafic’s suggestions made him sanguine of 
'^iKJcess; andA^henlK^ formally proposed, and was as formally refused. 
Ins self-love av.'is hitteiiy uoiinded. Vanity in. .Bevy was a powerful 
passion; ;md Avph the vain, imtred is strong, revenge is rankling. 
Levy ndired, concealing his rage* ; nor did he himself know hoAV vin- 
dictive that rau'c, Avlien i\ cooled into malignancy, co:ild become, 
until the arch-tHMid Oi’i’OirmxiTY pronpUed its indulgence Jindsug- 
Lresied its design. 

Lady Jane w as at. first- vej-y angry Aviih Nora for the rejection of a 
suitor AAdiom slie had presented as eligible. But the pathetic grace 
nl'this Avoiidert'ul girl liad en’pt into hej* Jnuut, and softened it even 
against family prejudice; and she gividnally owned to herself that 
Nora Ava,s wvwthy of some*, one better ilian Mr. Levy. 

Noav, Harley had ever believed tlial: Nora returned his love, and 
that ntitliing but lier own sense of griftitndc to Iiis parents— her own 
instincts of delicacy, made h<?r deaf to liis prayers. 1\) do him justice, 
un'Id and headstrong as he then was, his suit AAmuld have ceased at 
ance, had lie really deemed it ])ersftcntion. Nor Avas Ins error 
1 : limit tiral ; for liis conversation, till it had reveEiled liis OAVulieart, 
*ou1lI not fa.il to hav(^ dazzled and delighted the cliild of genius ; 
nd her frank e.\cs would iiavo rdioAvn the delight. Hoav, at his age,, 
'onld he sec the distinction betAveeu the Poetess and the Woman ‘r 
riic poetess Avas cliunncd Avilh rare promise in a soul of which thot 
very errors Avere llu^ c:dravagaiic(is (Tf richness and beauty. But the 
ivomaii- no! the AA^oman required some nature not yet undevelDped, 
iiid all a,t turbulent, if brilliant strife, with its own noble elements, — 
but a nature formed and fnll-groAvu. * Harley w'as a boy, and Nora 
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•was one of those women who must find or fancy an Ideal that com 
mauds and dmost awes them into love. 

Harley discovered, not witliout dillicuity, Nora’s new resideucjc. 
He presented himself at l^ady June’s, and she, with grave re^kc, 
fwbade him the house, lie found it impossibJe to obtain an inter- 
view with Nora. He ^vrotc, but he felt sure that his letters never 
“^ejached her, since they were unanswered. His young heart swelled 
with rage. He (lro])|Hjd tln-eats, w'hicli alanned all the fears oi 
Lady Lansmere, and even the prudrat apprehensions of his friend, 
Audley Hgerton. At the request of the mother, and equally at th(i 
wish of the son, A (alley consented to visit at Lady Jape’s and make, 
aoquaintaifdc witii Nora. 

‘^Ihavc such conlidcnec in wm,” said J.ady Lausjncn', “that if 
you once Icnow tlie. girl, yoiu* advice will be suic to have weight with 
her. — ^You will show Iku* liow' wicked it w ould be to let Harley break 
our hearts and degrade his station.” 

“I have such eonlidcnce in you,” said young ILuiey, “ lliat if you 
pnee know my Nora, you will no longer side with my uiotiicr. ion 
will recognise tlie nobility whi(0i nature only can crealc— \ou will 
own that Nora is worthy a rank more lofty than mine; and my 
mother so believes in your wdsdom, that, if you plead in my cause, 
you will convince even her.” 

. Audley listened to both wdth his iutcliigeiiL half-iucrcdulous sinih^ ; 
and wholly of tlie same opinion as Lady Lansmert’, and sincerely 
amdous to save Harley from an indiscretion that his own notions hal 
him to rcgar(J as fatal, he resolved to examine this boasted pearl, a ml 
to find out it s flaws. Audley Lgerton was then in tlie prime of iiis 
earnest, resolute, ambitious youth. The. stateliness of his natural 
maimers had then a suavity and polish which, even in later and busier 
life, it never wholly lost ; since, m spite of the bricfci* wprds and the 
op^r looks by w4ich care and power mark the I’flicial man, the 
Mimster liad ever enjoyed that personal iiopularity which llie bide- 
finable, extcnial mnethinOi that wins and ])lcases, can alone (‘oiifer. 
But he had even then, as ever, that felicitous reseiTc which lioche- 
foucault has calleil the “ mystery of the body ” •“ that liiin yet 
guardian veil which reveals luft the strong outlines of character, 
and excites so fnuch of interest by provoking so mueb of conjectui-c. 
To the man who is bom with this reserve, which is wholly distinct 
from shyness, the world gives credit for qualities and taieu'^ beyond 
those that it perceives ; and sucli chai'acters are attractive u, others 
ill proportion as these last are gifted with the imagination which 
loves to divine the unknown. . 

xlt the fii'si interview, tlie impression which this man produced 
upon Nora Avenel was profound and strange. She liadAeard of him 
before as the one whom ILirlcy most loved and lookea up to ; and 
she recognised at once in his mien, his aspect, his words, tlic verv 
tone of Jus deep tranquil voice, the power to which woman, whatevci* 
her intellect, never attains ; and to which, therefore, she imputes 
a nobility not always genuine--viz., the power of deliberate pumosc, 
and self-collected, serene ambition. The effect that Nora pvocfuced 
on jRgerton was not less sudden. He was slaidlcd by a beauty of face 
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•'.ikI form thal, belonged lo tliat rarest order, wliieii we never behold 
itut once or twice in our lives. He was 5 ^et more amazed to discover 
( 1). ’It the arislocracy of mind could bestow a giacc that no aristocracy 
«)t’ birth could surj)ass. TJe. was prepared lor a simple, blushing 
\ illagc giri, and jii\ oluutanly he bowed low his proud front at tlw) 
1lrst sight of tiiiit dclicale bloom, and that cxquisili' gentleness whieii 

woman’s surest pass])ort to tiie rcsj)ect of man, . Neither in the 
first, nor the s<‘Coiid, nor the Ihird interview, nor, indeed, till after 
many interviews, could he summon up courage to commence his 
mission, and allude to Harley. And when he did so at last, his words 
faltered. lUit Nora's words were clear lo him. lie saw that Harley 
was not loved ; ;iud a joy, which he felt as guilly, darted tlu'ough his 
whole frame. TroKi that intemew Audley relumed home, greatly 
agitatiMl, and at w^•lr walk liims(^ll‘. 01*1 eii, in the course of this story, 
has it been hinted that, under all Egertou’s external coldness, ana 
measured self-eomrol, lay a nature capable of strong and stubborn 
passions, 'i'liose ]jassions broke forth then. He. felt that love had 
already entered into the heart, which the trust of his friend should 
}jav('. sullieed to guard. 

“ I will go tlu've no more,” said he, abniptlv, to Harlev. 

*‘Bntwhv‘r” 

“ The gii'l does not love >ou. Cease, then, to think of her.” 

Harley disbeilioyed him, and grew indignant. But. Audley had 
<‘\ei 7 w’orldly molive to assist his scu.se of honour. He was* poor, 
though with the rejmtatiun of -wealth— decj)ly involved in debt — 
resolved to rise in Jil’c — tcuaciou.s’ of his ])o.sition in the world’s 
(‘stceni. Against a host of counicrneting iiitlucnccs. love fought 
singlc-ha]idcd. Audlex’swas a. strmig nature; bul, alas! in strong 
natures, if resistance to tem])tation is of granite, so the passions that 
tlie.y admit are ©f lire. 

Trite is the remark, that the destinies of our lives often date from 
11 k‘, impul.ses of unguard,*d uiomcnts. 1! was so w itli this man, to an 
'ji’dinary eye so cautious and so deliberate.. Harley one day came to 
iiim in great grief; he lu'id heard that Nora was ill: lie ’implored 
. Vudlcy to go ()ne(! more and ascertain. Audley went. Lady Jane 
Horton, who was sulfering under a disease which not long aftenvards 
proved fatal, -wms loo ill to receive biin. He was shown into the 
i oom set a,])art as Nora’s. Wliilc waiting fur her entrance, he turned 
]m*,ehauically over the h'aves of an albmu which Nora, suddenly sum- 
moned away to attend Lady Jane, had left, behind her on the table. 
He saw the sketch of liis owm features ; he read -words inscribed 
1 ) 0 low’ it — wmrds of such artless icudcniess, and such unhoping 
sori-ow— words WTiitcn by one who Iiad been accustomed to regard 
lier genius as her sole confidant, under Heaven ; to pour out to it, af 
.he solitary poet-heart is impelled to do, thoughts, feelings, the 
roufession of n^stic sighs, which it would never" breathe to a living 
rar, and, save at such moments, scarcely acknowledge to itself. 
.\udley saw that he was beloved, and the revelation, with a sudden 
light, consumed ail the barriers between himself and liis own love. 
.'Vnd at that moment Nora entered. She saw him bending over the 
i’(K>k. She uttered a cn* --sprang foi^wuird-- and Dien sunk dow'n, 
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covering her lace with her hands. But Audley was at her feet. Ji« 
forgot his friend—his trust : he forgot ambition— -he forgot the world 
It was his own cause that lie pleaded-- his own love that burst forth 
from his lips. And when the two that day parted, they were 
betrothed each to each. Alas for them, and das for Harley ! 

And now this man, who had hitherto valued himself as the very 
(type of gcntlemau— whom all liis young contemporaries had so 
regarded and so revered — liad to press llie liand of a conlidin? 
Inend, and bid adieu to truth. He had to amuse, to delay, <o mis- 
lead his ' boy-rival— to say that he was already subduing Nora’s hesi- 
tating doubts — and that with a little tinu.*, she could be induced to 
consent to forget Harley’s rank, mid liis parents’ i)rid(j, and become 
Ms wife. And Harley believed in Egcrtoii, without one suspicion on 
the min’or of his loyal soul. 

Meanwhile, Audley, impatient of his own iMisition— impatient, as 
strong minds ever arc. to hasten what they have once resoived—to 
terminate a suspense that every interview with Harley tortured alik(' 
by jealousy and shame — to pass out of the rca(;h of scruples, and to 
say to liimsell*, “Right or wrong, there is no looking back ; the deed 
is done — Audley, thus hurried on by the hnpetus of his own power 
of w'ill, pressed for speedy and secret imptiais— secret, till his for- 
tunes, then wavering, were more assured -his career faiiiy com- 
menced. Tliis was not his strongest motive, though it wjis one. 
He shrank from the discovery of his wrong to his friend— desired to 
delay the seK-huiniliation of such aimouncement,, until, as ho per- 
suaded himself, Harley’s boyisdi passion was over-had yielded to 
the new alliircmeiits tiiat would naturally beset Ms way. his 

conscience, Audley sought to convince himself that tlie day wonhl 
soon come wiien Harley could hear with indilierciK^c lliat Nora 
Avenel was another’s. “ The dream of an hour, at. liis age,” niur- 
muiTd the cider friend; “but at mhic the passion of a life!” He 
did not speak of these latter motives for concealment to Nora. H(' 
felt that, to own Ihe extent of his treason to a friend, would lower 
Mm in her eyes. He spoke therefore but slightingly of Harley- 
treated the boy’s suit as a tiring past and gouf'. He dwelt only on 
reasons that compelled self-sacriueo on Ms side or hers. She did not 
hesitate which to choose. And so, where Nora loved, so submissivciN 
did she believe in the superiority of ihe lover, that she w^ruld no! 
pause to hear a murmur from kir own loftier nature, or question the; 
j^ppriety of what lie deemed wise and good. 

'^Abanaoning pnidenee in this arch aftair of life, Audley still pre- 
served Iris customary caution ;ii minor details. And this incked was 
characteristic of him throughout aU Ms career— heedless In large; 
ttogs— waiy in small. He would not trust. Lady Jane Horton with 
Ms secret, still IckSs Lady Lansmere. lie simply represented to the 
fomer, that Nora was no longer safe from Harley’s determined pur- 
suit under Lady Jane’s roof, and that she had better elude the boy’s 
knowledge of her movements, and go quietly away for a while, to 
lodge with some connection of her own. 

And so, with Lady Jane’s acquiescence, Nora went first to the 
House of a very distant kiuswmman of her mother's, and aiterwardi; 
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10 one that Egertoii took as their bridal home, uiidcr the name of 
Bertram. He arranged all that might render tlicir marriage most 
free from the chance of premature discovery. Blit it so happened 
on the very morning of their bridal, that one of the witnesses he 
selected (a confidential servant of his own) was seized with apoplexy. 
Considering, in haste, where to find a substitute, Egerton tlioiiglit of 
Levy, his own private soheitor, his own fashionable money-lender, a 
man with whom he was then as iutimatc as a fine gentleman is wit!f 
the lawyer of liis own age, who know's all his affairs, and has helped, 
from pure friendship, to make them as bad as tiiey are ! Levy was 
thus suddenly suminoucd. Egerton, who was in great hi^te, did not 
at first (tommniueato to him the name of the intended bride ; but he 
said enough of Hk; imprudence of the marriage, and his reasons for 
secrecy, io bring on himself the strongest remonstrances ; for Levy 
had always j’cekoned on Egerton’s making a wealthy marriage, — 
leaving to Egerton tiic wife, and hoping to appro pi-iate to liimself the 
wealth, all in the natural course of business. J^gerton did not listen 
to him, but hurried liim on towards the place at which the ceremony 
was to be performed ; and Levy actually saw the bride before he bad 
learned Jier name. I'he usurer masked his raging emotions, and 
fulfilled his part in the rii-es. Ilis smile, wdicn he congratulated the 
bride, might have shot cold into her heart ; ])ui; her eyes were cast 
on the e.a.rth, seeing then', but a shadow from heaven, and her heart 
was blindly slu'ltermg itself in the bosom to which it w-as given ever- 
more. She did not perceive the smile of hate that barbed the words 
of joy. INova miver thought it lu'cessary later to tell Egerton that 
Levy bii<l ^^ceii a refused suitor. Indeed, with thei exquisite tact of 
love, she saw that such a confidence, flic idea of suck a rival, would 
have wounded Ihc pride of her higb-bred, wTU-born Imsband. 

An d nowr, while Harley L’Estrange, frantic with the news that 
?^()ra hud left Lady Jane’s roof^ aiul purposely misled into wrong 
directions, was seeking to trace her refuge in vairi—now Egerton, in 
an assumed name, in a remote quarter, far from llic clubs in which 
Ms word w.'is oracular - far from the pursuits, whether of pastime 
or toil, that had hitherto engrossed Ms active inind, gave liimself up, 
with wonder at his own sm-render, 1o the only vision of faiiyland that 
(wer weighs down the wat chful eyelids of hard ambition. The world 
for a whUo shut out, lu', missed it not . lie knew not of it. He 
looked into two loving eyes that lujunted Mm ever after, through a 
stern and arid existe)ice,"aud said, murmuriiigly, Why, tMs, tlicu, 
is real happiness ! Often, often, in the solitudcj of other years, to 
repeat to himself the same woi'ds, save* that for u', he then murmured 
fms/ And Nora, Avith h(;r grand, lidl heart, all her luxuriant wealth 
of fancy and of fJiouglit, <^liild of liglit and of .song, did she then never 
discover that there was something comparatively nariw and sterile 
in the nature t»Avhich she had linked her fate? Not there, could 
ever be sympathy in feelings, brilliant and shifting as the tints of the 
rainbow. When Audic.'y pressed her heart to Ms own, could ho com- 
prehend one finer throb oi its boating ? AVas all the iron of his mind 
worth one gi*aiii of the gold she had cast away in Harley’s love ? 

l)id Nora already discover tliis?^ Surely no. Gcnins feels no 
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want , no repining^ while the he^rt is coni ented. Genius in her paused 
and slumbered : it had been as the ministraiit of solitude : it was 
needed no more. If a wonnur loves deeply some one below her own 
grade in the mental and sjiiiitual .orders, how often we see that she 
unconsciously quits lier own rank, .comes meekly down to the level 
of the beloved, is ulraid lest he slnmld .deem her the superior — she 
who would not even be Ihe equal. . Ivora knew no more that she had 
genius ; she only knew that Sue had love. 

And so here, the journal vvhidh licbnard was readinir, cluingcd its 
tone, sinking into that (luret happiness which is but quiet, because it 
is so deep. "This interlude in the life of a man like Audlcy Egerton 
could never have been long; luauycireumstfaices coiispii-ed to abridge 
it. His aflairs were in great disorder; they were all under Levy’s 
ummigement. Demands that liad before slumbered, or been mildly 
urged, grew meuadiig and clamorous. IJarlej^ too, rctunicd to 
London from his >futil(? researches, and looked out for Audley. 
Audlcy was fyeed to leave Ids secret Eden, and reappear in the 
common ^yorJ^^; and tJienceforward it was only by stealth that he 
eamo to id-s bridal Jiome - a dsftor, no more tlie inmate. But more 
loud and iiena*. grew (he demands of his creditoi's, now when Egerton 
had most, iiccd of ail winch respect ahili I y, and position, and belief of 
pecimiavy indcpcndmiec. cun do to raise the man vvho Ji^ encumbered 
his arms, and (‘rijiidcd Ids ste])s towards fortune, lie wius threatened 
witli writs, with ))rison. Levy said “ that to boiTOw more would be 
but larger ruin” — sliniggcd his shoulders, and (iven recommended a 
voluntary retreat, to tlie King’s Bench. Ko jdacc so good for 
frightening one’s creditors into compounding t heir claims ; but why,” 
added Levy, witli covext sneci’. “ why not go to young L’Estrangc— 
a boy made to be borrowed from ! ” * 

Levy, wiio had known from l^ady .lane of Harley’s pursuit of Nora, 
had Icanied already iio\v lo avenge liimself on Egerton. Audlcy 
could not apply to the friend he had betrayed, xiiid as to other 
inends, no man in tovii had a gn;atcr number; and no man in town 
knew better that, he should lose them all if ho were once known to 
be in want of their money. MortiGcd, harassed, tortured — shunning 
Harley — yet ever sought hy him — fearful of eacli knock at liis door. 
Audley Egerton escaped to the mortgaged remnant of liis patenial 
estate, on which there was a gloomy mauor-iiouse, long iiuinliabitcd, 
and Muire applied a mind, aficimards renowned for its (luiek cojupre- 
hensioii of business, to the investigation of liis affairs, with a view to 
save some wreck from the flood that swelled inomentlv around him. 

And now^— to condense as^much as possible ii rewjrd that ri^ns 
darkly on into paiu and soitow — ^now Levy bcffan to practise his 
vin^ctive art;S;-and the arts gradually prevailea. On pretence of 
assisting Egerton in tlic anangement of Ins aifairs—wliieh he secretly 
contrived, however, still more to complicate— -he came down frequently 
lo Egertoh Hall for a few hours, arriving by the mail, and watching 
the eSfect whieli Kora’s almost daily letters produced on the bride- 
groom, iriitated by the practical cares of life. He w^as thus con- 
stantly at hand to instil into tlie mind of the ambitious man a regret 
for the impiaidencc of hasty passion, oi* to embitter the remorse which 
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Audley felt for his treachery to L'Estrange. Thus ever briugmg 
before the mind of the harassed debtor images at war with love, and 
with the i)oetry of life, he disattuned it (so to speak) for the recep- 
tion of Nora’s letters, all musical they were with such thoughts as 
(he most delicate fancy inspii-es to the inost canicst We. Egerton 
was one of those men who. fie\w confide their affairs fraiikly to 
women. Nora, when she thus wrote, was wliolly in the dark as to 
iljt! extent of ins stern prosaic distress. Apd so -and so — ^Levy 
always near (type of the prose of life in its most cyiiic form)— so by 
degrees, all that redundant affluence of .affecitioh, with its gushes of 
grief for his absence, prayers for his return, sweet reproach if a post 
failed to bring back an answer to thewoman’s yearning* sighs—all this 
grew, to the sensible ])ositive man of real life, like sickly romantic 
(xaggeration. The bright arrow's shot too high into ]je«'ivcn to hit 
lh(i mark set so near 1o the earth! Ah \ common fate of all superior 
natures ! IVliat treasure, and how wildly wasted ! 

“ By the bye,” said Levy one niorning, as he was about to take leave 
of Audlcyand return to towoi- by the bye, J shall be this evening in 
tlie neighbourhood of Airs. Egertoh.’’ 

Egkrtox.-' -S ay Airs. Bertram ! 

LEvr. — Ay; will slje not bo in want, of souk* ]>e(!uniar.v supplies? 

EcEinoN. — My wife! — Not yet. 1 must, first be wholly ruined 
before sIk; can want ; and if 1 were so, do you think 1 should not be 
})y her side 

’ Levy. — I beg pardon, my detu* lelJow ; your pride of gentleman is 
so susceptible that it is hard for a lawyer not to wound it uuawai*es. 
^'oiir wdie, then, does not know the exact slate of your affairs? 

.Eoertox.— “( jf course not. Who would confide to a. woman things 
ill w'hich she could do nothin.g, except to tease one the more ? 

Licvy.— T rue, and a noctess loo ! J have prevented your ihiishing 
your answer to Airs. Bertram’s last letter. Can 1 take it — it may 
save a day’s delay — that is, if yoxr do not object to my caibng on her 
il) is evening. 

Egertox {sitting down to Ids uidinishcd letter). — Object ! no. 

Levy (looking at his watch). — Be quick, or 1 shall lose the 
coach. 

Egektc>n (scaling the hu,! or). —There. And I should be obliged 
to you if you would call; and without alarming her as to my circum- 
stances, you can just say tliat you know 1 am much harassed about 
important aflairs at present, and so soothe the eflects of my very 
short answers 

Levy.— To those doubly-crossed, very long letters— I will. 

Poor Nora ” said Egoi-ton, sighing, she will think this answer 
brief and clmrlish enough Explain my excuses kiftdly, so that they 
wdl serve for the fiilnre. I really liave no time, ana no heart for 
sentiment. Thef little I over had is well-nigh worried out, of me. 
Still I love her fondly and deeply.” 

Levy. — You must have done s<5. I never thought it in you to 
sacrifice the world to a woman. 

Egerton. — ^Nor I either ; but (added the strong man, conscious of 
that power which niles ihc world infinitely more than knowledge— 
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conscious of tranquil couragcj—but 1 liavc not sm-riQocd the world 
yet. This right arm shall bear up her juid myself too. 

Levy. — ^Well said! but in the meanwhile, for heaveu’s sake, don’t 
attempt to go to Ijondon, nor to leave this plae(‘ ; ibr, in that case, I 
know you will be arrfvsti'd, and then adieu to all hopes of ParliainenI 
— of a career. 

Andley’s haughty eountenanci; darkened; as the dog, in his bravest 
mood, turns dismayed from the stone pliiekcd from the mire, so, when 
Ambition rears itself to defy biankind, wliispcr disgracti and a 
gaok”-“aud, lo, erestlalleu, it slinks away 1 Tliat evening Levy called 
on Ncga, and ingratiating himself into her favour by praise of Lgertou, 
^th indirect humble apologetic; allusions lo his own former presum))- 
tion, he prepared the way to renewed visits; — slie was so lonely, and 
she so loved to see one who was fresh from seeing Audley— one who 
would talk to her of hiw ! By degrees tlie friendly respectful visitor 
thus stole into her contidenee ; and then, with all his panegyrics on 
Audley’s superior powers and gifts, lie began lo dwell u])ou the young 
husband's worldly aspirations, and care for his career ; dwell on then: 
so as vaguely to alarm Nora- to imply that, dear as she was, slic Avas 
still hut seeonij to Amhifioii. JJis way thus prepared, he next began, 
to insiiuiatc his respectful pity at her equivocal position, dropped 
hints of gossip and slaiidm*, feared that, the imirriag(' might he owned 
too late to ])reserve reput ation. And then what would he the feelings 
of the proud Egerton if liiswifc were excludetl from that world, whose, 
opinion lie so prized? Jnsensihly thus he h’d her on to express 
(though timidlAO her own fear — lier own natural desire, in her letters 
to Audltw. Wiien could the marriage he pnx'laimed ? Ih'oclaimed ! 
Audley felt tliat to proolaim such a marriagi', at such a moment, 
would be to fiiiig aAvay his last east, lor fame, am! fortune. And liar- 
ley. too — llarh'y still so uncimul of his IVaniic lo\{‘ ! Levy wa.s sure 
to be at hand when letters like these arrived. 

Aixd now Levy Avent further still in his detorminat ion to alienate 
these tAVO hearts. Ho contrived, by means of his various a, gents, to 
circulate through IN ora’s neighbourhood tlu;very slanders at Avhicli he 
had hinted. He contrived that she should biiiiisultcd A\dicn she wciii- 
abroad, outraged at hoiiu; by the suc(Ys of her own servant, and 
tremble with slmmc at lier own shudoAv ujion tier abaiidom;d Inidid 
hearth. 

.lust in the midst of this intolerable anguish, j.icvy reappeared. 
His crowning hour AA^as ripe. He intimated his knoAvlcdge of the 
humiliations aNora liad undergone, expressed his deep compassion, 
offered to iuUu’cede vdtli Egerton “ to do her justice.” lie used am- 
biguous phrases, tliat shocked her ear and tortured her heart, and thus 
provoked her onto dmnaiid him to explain* and then, throwing her 
into a wuld si ate of indcliuitc alarm, in Avhich lie obtained her solemn 

E romise not to diAuilge to Audley wliat he Avas about ♦to communicate, 
e said, Avith viiinnous hypocrisy of reluctant shame, “ that her mar- 
riage was not strictly legal; that ‘the forms required by the huA^ iuul 
not been complied Avith ; tliat Audley, uaiintciitionally or i)ur))osely, 
liad left liiraself free to disoAvn the rite and desert the bride.” IVliiie 
^iora stood stunned and speechless at a falsehood which, with lav^ycr- 
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ike show, he contrived to make truthlike to her inexperience, he 
lurried rapidly on, to re-awake on her mind thehnpression of AudUey's 
nide, ambition, and respect for worldly position. “ These arc youi* 
)bstacles,^’ said he; “ but I think I may induce, him to repakthe 
-vrong, and ri^ht you at last.’* Risrhted at last — oh infamy ! 

'Plicn* Nora’s anger burst forth. She believe such a stain on Audley’s 
louour ! 

‘‘ But wliere was the honour when he bet j-ayed his friend ? Did 
:ou not IcnoM" that he was intrusted by Lord Ij’Estrange to plead for 
lini. How did he fuliil the trcist 

Plead for L’Estrauge ! Nora had not been (‘xactly aware of this, 
n (tie sudden love preceding those sudden nuptials, so little touchiug 
larlcy (beyond Audlcy’s first timid allusions to liis suit, and her 
aim and cold reply) had been spoken by citlier. 

Levy resumed, lie dwelt fully on the trust and the breach of it, 
Liid then said — “ Jn EgcHoii’s world, man holds it far more dishonour 
o betray a man than to dupe a. woman; and if Egerton could do the 
)nc, why d9ul)t that he would do ilic other Y But do not look at me 
vith those indiguanl. eyes. Put Imnsclf to the test ; write to him to 
ay that the suspicions amidst whi(;]i 3^011 live have become intolerable 
-that tluiy inleet c‘y(.'.n yourself, despite your reason- that the secrecy 
)l' your nuptials, his prolonged absence, his brief refusal, on uusatis- 
iietory grounds, io proclaim your l ie, all distract you with aterable 
loubt. Ask iiiin. at least (if be wilt not yet declare yonr marriage), 
0 sajisfy you tiial the- rites wiu’e legal.” 

1 wiiJ go to liim.” cried Nora, impetuously. 

Go to him !- in iiis own house ! Wdiat a scene, what a scandal! 
Amid ho ever forgive 3'on r* ” 

At least, iheii, L will implore him to come luuaa i cannot write 
ueli horrible words ; I cannot — 1 caiiuot — Go, go.” 

Levy left her, and hastened to two or three of Aiidley’s most press- 
ug creditors - lucn, in fad , wlm went entirely by Levy’s own advice, 
ie bade th(*m in>laiiily suiTound Audley’s country residence with 
laiiiffs. Befort; Eg('rtou could reach Nora, lie would thus be lodged 
n a gaol. Thesi* preparations madi?, l^evy liimself wi'iit down to 
Indley, and arrived, as usual, an hour or two before tlie delivery of 
111' post . 

And Nora’s Jc'ticr eame ; and ncvi'r AvasS AndJey’s grave brow more 
[ark 1 iian Avhen he ri'ad il . Htill, Avith liis usual decision, he resolved 
o obey her Avisli - r;uig the bell, and ordered liis servant to up a 
hange of dress, and send i’or xiost-liorses. 

Levy then took him aside, and led liifn to tlie Avindow. 

‘‘ Jjook under yon trees. Do yon sec those men r They are baililfs. 
[’liis is the t rue reason why J come to you to-day. You cannot leave 
his house.” 

Egerton rex'oilifd. And this frant ic foolish letter at such a time,” 
Lc muttered, striking the open page, full of love in the midst of terror, 
n\ li his cleiiehcd hand. • 

O Woman, Woman! if thyhccU't bo deep, and its chords tender, 
leware how thou lovest the man with whom all that plucks liim from 
he liard cares of .the work-day world is a frenzy or a folly ! He will 
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break tby heart., he will shatter its olionls, he will trample out from 
its delicate framework eVery sound that now makes musical the com- 
mon air, and swells into unison with tin; harps of angels. 

She luus before written to me,” continued Audiey, ))acing the ' 
room witli angry disordered strides, “ usidng: me wlien our mamage 
can be proelaunecl, and I thought my replies would have satisiied any 
reasonable woman. Pmt now% now this is worsf*, immeasurably worst; 
— she actually doubts my honour ! 1, who have made sucli sacriliecs 
— actually doubts whether J, Autiley Egerton, an English gentleman, 
could have been b.'isc eiiongli to ” 

“ What?” interrupted Levy, ‘‘to deceive your friend T/Estrange? 
Pid not she know ihat? ’’ 

“ Sir!” cxelairnt'd Eger! on, turning white. 

“ Don’t lie angry- all’s fair in Jove as in war; andL’Estrangc wiii 
live yet to thank you for saving .him from such a vicsaUiunce, Put 
you are seriously angry ; pray, forgive me.” 

With some ditiiCulty, and much fawming, the usurer appeased the 
storm he )iad raised in Audley’s conscience. And he then hoard, as 
if with surprise, tlic true purport of Nora’s letter. 

** It is bencatJi inc to answer, much less to stitisfy, siieli ti doubt,” 
said Audiey. “ I could have seen lier, and a look of reproach woulil 
have sufficed ; but to put my hand to paper, and condescend to write, 

‘ I am not a villain, and I will give 3011 the proofs that I am not,’ — 
never.” . 

“You are quite right ; but let. us sec if wc cannot reconcile matters 
between > oiu* pride and her feelings. Write simply this All that 
you ask nui to say or to explain, 1 have instructed Levy, as my 
solicitor, to say and exxdain for me; and you may believe him as you 
would myself.’ ” 

“ Well, the )X)or fool, she deserves to bo punished ; ami 1 suppose; 
that aiiswcr will p\inisli her more than a lengthi(;r r(;l)ukt‘. My mind 
is so distracted, 1 cannot judge of these t rumpery womandcars and 
whims ; there, I liave written iis you suggest. Live tier ail the proof 
she needs, and tell her that in six months at farthest, come wliat will, 
she shall bear the name of Egerton, as lieiicelbrtii she must share his 
fate.” 

“ Why say six months ?” 

“Parliament must be dissolved, and there must lx.' a gtmeruJ elcC' 
tion before then. I shall eithev* obtain a scat, be secure from a gaol, 
have won field for my energies, or ” 

“Or what?” 

“I .shall renounce ambilioii altogctlicr— ask my brother to assist 
me t.owards whatever debts remain when all my propeidy is fairly 
sold—dhey cannot ho much. lie has a. living in Ids gift — the incum- 
bent is old, and, 1 hear, very ill. I can take orders.” 

“ Sink into a country parson 1” 

“And learn coni cut. I have tasted it already. She was tAen by 
my side. Explain nil to her, TMs letter, 1 fear, is too unkind — Bui 
to donbt me thns !” 

Levy hastily placed the letter in his pocket-book ; and, for fear it 
should bo withdrawn, took his leave. 
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And of that letter lie made such use, that the day after he luui 
given it to Kora, she had left the house — tlic neighbourhood ; fled, 
and not a trace ! Of all the agonies in life, that whicli is most poig- 
nant and han'owing—tliatwliich for the time most annihilates reason, 
and leaves oar whole organisation one lacerated, mangled h 

the coiwiction that we have been deceived where we placed ^all tin*, 
trust of love. The moment the anchor snaps, tin* storm comes on— 
the stars vanish behind the cloud. 

When Levy returned, filled wiilf the infamous hope which hnil 
stimulated his revenge — the hope that if he could succeed in chajxging 
into sconi and indignation Nora's lov(‘ for Andley, he might succeed 
also in n-i'dacing tliat broken and degraded ulol— his amaze and 
dismay weiv'- great on liearing of her departure. Por several days he 
sought her traces in vain. He went to Lady Jane Horton's — Non 
had" not been there. He trembled to go back t(» Egeidon. Surely 
Nora would have wrif.tcn to lier husband, and, in spite of her premia;, 
revealed his own falsehood; but as days passed and not a clue was 
round, lie iiad no option but to re])air to Egeitou Hall, taking care 
that t ho liaiililV: still surrounded il. Audlcy had received no line from 
Nora, 'i'he young husband was suqwiseii, perplexed, uncasy—but 
iiad no stisjiieiou of Ihe truth. 

At length Ijcvy was forced to break to Andicy thc intelligence of 
Nora’s illgiit. He gave his own colour to it. Doubtlcwss she had 
gone to seek her own rolation.s, and, by their advice, take steps to 
make lier murriage publicly kno\Mi. This idea changed AucUey’s 
iirst sliock ii’do (Iccp and stern rcseiiLncnt. His mind so little com- 
prehended Nora’s, and was ever so disposed to what is called the 
commovi'SeiLsc vi(‘w i)t’ things, that he saw no other mode to account 
lor her Ibglit and her silence. Odicnis to Egerton as such a pro- 
ceeding Avould be, he was far Kjo proud to lake any steps to guard 
against il. “Let her do her worst.” said he, coldly, masking 
emotion w ith his usual self-con iiruiud ; “ it wall be but a nine days’ 
wonder to ihc world— a ticrcer rush of my creditors on their hunted 

prey ’’ 

And a ehailcnge from Lord L’Esl range.” 

“ 8o be ii,” answered Egcrlou, .suddenly ])Iaoiiig Ills lirmd at bis 
heart. ^ 

“ What is 1 he mailer ? Are you ill r ” 

“A strange sensation here. Mv father died of ii complaint of the 
heart, and I myself was once told lo guard, through life, against 
excess of emotion. 1 smiled at- such a warning then. Let us sii 
dowTi to business.” ^ • 

But, when Levv had gone, and , solitude' reeloscd round that Man of 
the Iron Mask, there gi*e\v upon him more and more the sense of a 
miglity loss. Nora’s sweet loving lane started from the shadows oC 
the forlorn walls.* Her docile, yiidding temper — ^lier generous, self- 
immolating spirit— came back to his memory, to refute the idea that 
wTOiigt^d her. His love, that had bfteii suspended for awhile by busy 
earcsi but which, if without much reflniug sentiment, was st^ the 
mastin' passion of his soul, flow^ed back into idl his thoughts-— circum- 
fused tlie very atmosphere witli a fearful softening charm. ITc escaped 
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under cover of the night from the watch of the bdiliffa/ Ho arrived 
in London. He himself sought everywhere^ he could tliink of for his 
missing bride. Jjady Jatte Ilorton was confined to her bed, dying 
fast — ^^apablc even to Teceive and reply to ^lis•letter. ' He secretly- 
sent down to Laiismere, to ascertain 'if Kora Jmd gone t o her parents, 
^he wgs not there. Tlx) A.venels believed, her still with Lady Jane 
Horton. , . , 

He now grew most seviouslv alarmed ; and in the midst of that 
;alunn. Levy sciy'olly contrived that he should be arrested for debt ; 
but he was not detained in confinement many days. Before Ibe 
disgrace got uiiid. tlie writs wenj discharged —Levy baffled. He 
was free. Lord .1 /Estrange, had learned from Audley's servant 
what Audley would luive concealed from iiim out of all the world. 
And the generous hoy,™-who, besides the mmiiliccnt allowance lie 
received from the Earl, was heir to an independent and considerable 
fortune of Ids own, wlieii he should attain liis majority— hastened to 
borroV th(‘ money and dischiirgc all the obligations of Ins friend. 
The benefit was epnferred iieforc Audley knew of it, or could prevent. 
Then a new emotion, and perhaps scarce less stinging than the loss of 
Kora, toHured Ihe iiuin who had smiled at the warning of scieiKU^ ; 
aud the strange sensation at llic heart was felt again raid again. 

And Harley, too, was still in search of Nora — would talk of nothing 
but her — and looked so liaggard cand grief- worn. The bloom of the 
boy’s youth wus gone. Could Audley then have said, “ t^h(‘, you seek 
is another’s : youi- Jove is razed out of your life ; and, for consolation, 
learn that your friend has betrayed you Could Audley say this ? 
He did not dare. Which of lire i.wo snlTered the most ? 

And these two friends, of cliaraet(u-s so diflerent, Avere so siTigularly 
attached to (ynb oIIut. Jns(*-parablc at school —tlnown together in 
the world, wilh a wealth of frank eonlldeiiees bchve'eu them, accuinu- 
iated since childhood. And now, in tlie midst of all Jiis on n anxious 
sorrow, Harley still thought and planned for Egerton. And self- 
necusing remorse, ;uid all the sense of i)aiiilul gratitiidti, dccipcned 
Audley’s aflection for Harley into a devotion as t,u a superior, Avhile 
softening it into a n^vercntial pity that y^carned to relieve, to atone; 
-but how — oil, how ? 

A general election was now at band, still no news of Nora. Levy 
kept aloof froiii Audley, pursuing his own silent, searcli. A sciat. for 
the borongli of Laiisincre was pressed upon Audley, not only by 
Haricy, but his parents, esjiecially by the Countess, who tjicitly 
ascribed to Audley's aviso counsels Nora’s mysterious disappearance. 

Egerton at first resisted the thought of a new obligation to ids 
injured friend ; but lie burned to liave it, some day, in his 330wcr to 
repay at least his iiecnniary debt : the sense of that debt humbled 
liim more than all else. Earliamcutary success might at last obtain 
for him some lucrative situation abroad, and thus enable him gra- 
dually 1o remqve this load from liis heart and his honour. No othci 
eliancc of repayment appeared open to him. He accepted the offer, 
and Avent doAvn to Lansmere. liis brother, lately marriei was asked 
to meet liim ; and there, also, was Miss Leslie the heiress, whom 
Lady Lansmere secretly hoped, her son Harley would admire, but who 
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lad lonp: since, no less §ecre£ly, given her heart to the tmeonscious 
hlgerton. . 

MeanwhiK the miseiable Nora, deceived by the arts and^ repre- 
sentations of Levy-— acting on the imtural -impulse of a heart so 
susceptible to shame — ^flying from a home which she deemed dis- 
iionourefl-— flying from a lover whose power over her she knew to be 
so great, tliat she dreaded lest he might reconcile her to dishonour 
ii, self— had no thought save to hide hcjrself for ever from Audley’s eye. 
She would not go to her relations — ^to Lady Jane ; that were to give 
lie clue, and invite the pursuit. An Italian lady of high rank liad 
visited at Lady Jane’s — taken a great fancy to Nora — and the lady’s 
msband, having been obliged tn precede her return to Italy, had 
suggested the notion of engaging some comparfion — the lady had 
’*\)oken of tliis to Nora and to Lady Jane Horton, who had urged 
Nora to accept tlie ofier, elude Harley’s pursuit, and go abroad for a 
lime. Nora tlicn had refused; for she then had seen Audley 
Egerton. 

To this Italian lady she now went, and the offer was renewed with 
the most winning kindness, and grasimd at in the passion of despair. 
Ihit, the Italian liad accepted invitations to English C9untry houses 
before slie flnaUy departed for the Continent. Meanwhile, Nora took 
refuge in a quiet lodging in a sequestered suburb, which an En^sh 
scivant in the employment of the fair foreigner reeommended. Thus 
liad she first come to the cottage in winch Burley died. Shortlv 
afi.erwards, she left England with her new companion, unknown to all 
—to Lady Jane as to her parents. 

All this time the poor girl was under a moral delirium — a confused 
fever— haunted by dreams from which she sought to fly. Sound 
physiologists agree that madness is rarest amongst persons of the 
liricst imagination. But those persons arc, of all others, liable to 
fi temporary state of mind in which judgment sleeps — ^imagination 
alone prevaiils with a dire and awful tjTanny. A smgle idea gains 
ascendancy — expels all others— presents itself everywhere with an 
intolerable blinding ghire. Nora was at that time under the dread 
Diie idea— to fly from shame ! 

But, when tlie seas rolled, and the dreary leagues interposed, 
between licr and her lover— when new images presented themselves 
— wlien the fever slaked, and reason r^tnnied — doubt broke upon the 
nrevious despair. Had she not been too credulous, too hasty P EooL 
tool ! Audley have been so poor a traitor ! How guilty was she, if 
she Had wronged him ! And in the mi^t of this revulsion of feeling, 
there stirred within her another life. Slic was destined to become a 
mother, xit that thought her high nature bowed ; the last struggle 
of pride gave way ; she would return to England, see Audley, learn 
from his lips the f^th, and even if the truth were what phe had been 
taught to believe, plead, not for herself, but for tlie false one’s child. 

Some delay occurred in the theib warlike state of affairs on the 
Continent, before she could put this purpose into execution ; and op 
her journey back, various obstinictions lengthened the way. But she 
returned at last, and resought the suburban cottage in wliich she had 
last lodged before quitting England. At night, ske went to Audley’i 
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liond^ house; there wfis oidy a woman m-charge of ii *M?'Eg«r- 
tdh was absent-electioneering somewhere— -Mr. Levy, his lawyer, 
eddied every day for any letters to be forwarded to him. N ora fjhrank 
lnr<^ seeing Levy, shranh from writing even a letter that would pass 
jttebugh his hands. If she had been deceivedj it had been by him, 
and wdl^y. But Parliament was already dissolved; the .election 
would sbon be over ; Mr. Egerton was expected to return to town 
wh^ a week. Nora went back to Mrs. Goodyer’s and resolved to 
her own heart ill silence. But the newspapers might 
her where Audley really was ; the newspapers were sent for 
^d conned daily. 

And one morning this paraCTaph met her eye : — 

'^The Earl and Countess of Lansmerc are receiving a distinguished 

S y at their country seat, .^ong the guests is Miss Leslie, whose 
th and beauty have excited such sensation in the fashionable 
world. To the disappointment of numerous aspirants amongst our 
aristocracy, we hear that this lady has, however, made her distin- 
guisiicd choice in Mr. Audley EgertOn. That gentleman is now a 
candidate for the borough of Lansmere, as a supporter of the Govern- 
ment ; his success is considered certain, and, according to the report 
of a large circle of friends^ few new members will prove so valuable 
an addition to the Ministerial ranks ; a great career may, indeed, be 
predicted for a y9nng man so esteemed for talent and character, aided 
oy a fprtune so iminensc as that which he will shortly receive with 
the hand of the accomplished heiress.” 

Again anchor snapped— again the storm descended— again tlie 
Mbxs vanisl^ed. Nora was now once more under the dominion of a single 
thought, al she had been when she fled from her bridal home. Then, 
it was to escape from her lover — ^now. it was to see him. As tlie 
victim stretched on the rack implores to be led at once to death, so 
•there are moments when the annihilation of hope seems more merciful 
than the torment of suspense. 


CHAPTER XYII. 

When the scenes in some iong diorama pass solemnly befort^ us, 
there is sometimes one solitary object, contrasting, perhaps, the view 
of stately cities or the march of a mighty river, thaf halts on the eye 
fox a moment, find then glides away, leaving on the mind a strange, 
comfortless, undefined impression. 

Why was the object presented to us P In itself it sCemed compa- 
ratively msignificant. It may have been but a broken column — a 
lonely pool with a star-beam on its quiet surface-^et it awes us. 
We remember it when phantasmal pictures of bright Damascus, or of 
colossal pyramids— of bazaars ii. StambouL or lengthened caravans 
♦hat defile slow amidst the sands of Araby— nave sated the wondering 
gaze. Why were we detauied m the hhado^ procession by a thing 
that wotdd have been so (^mmonplaoe had it not been so loner 



^ VABIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 259 

Some latent interest must attach to it. Was it there that a vision oi 
woe had lifted the wild hair of a Prophet P— there where some Hagai* 
had still the wail of her child on her indi^nt breast P We would 
fain call back the pageantry procession— fein "see again the sohtar)^ 
thing th^ seemed so little worth the hand of the artist — and ast 
“ Why art thou here, and wherefore dost thou haunt us P ” 

llise up— rise up once more— by thy broad great thoroughfare that 
stretches onward and onward to the remorseless London. — ^Bise up — 
rise up,— 0 solitary tree with the green leaves on thy bough, and the 
deep rents in thy heart ; and the ravens, dark birds of omen and 
sorrow, that build their nest amidst the leaves of the bough, and 
drop with noiseless plumes down through the hollow rents of the 
heart, — or are heard, it may be, in the growing shadows of twilight, 
calling out to their young ! 

Under tlie old pollard tree, by the side of John Avenel’s house, 
there cowered, breathless and listening, John Avenel’s daughter Nora. 
Now, when that fatal newspaper paragraph, which lied so like truth, 
met her eyes, she obeyed the first impulse of her passionate heart, — 
she tore the wedding ring from her fingef, — she inclosed it, with the 
paragraph itself', in a letter to Andley — a letter that she designed to 
convey scorn and pride : — alas ! it expressed only jealousy and love. 
She could not rest till sue had put tlus letter into the post with her 
own hand, addressed to Audlcy, at Lord Lansmere’s. Scarce had it 
left her ere she repented. What had she done P— resigned the birth- 
right of the child she was so soon to bring into the world,— resigned 
her last hope in her lover’s honour, — givcu up her life of life— and 
from belief in what ?— a report in a newspaper ! No, no ; she would 
go herself to Lansmere, — ^to her father’s home— she could contrive to 
see Audley before that letter reached his hand. The thought was 
scarcely conceived before obeyed. She found a vacant place in a 
coach that started from London some hours before the mail, and went 
within a few miles of Lansmere ; those last miles she travelled on foot. 
Exhausted— fainting— she gaine^ at last, the sight of home, and there 
- halted, — for in the little garden in front she saw her parents seal ed. 
She heard the murmur of their voices, and suddenly she remembered 
her altered shape, her terrible secret. How answer the question, 
“ Daughter, where and who is thy husband P ” Her heart failed her ; 
she crept under the old pollard tree, lo gather up resolve, to watch 
and to listen. She saw the rigid face of the thrifty, prudent mother, 
with the deep lines that told of the cares of an anxious life, and the 
chafe of excitable temper and warm affections against the restraint of 
decorous sanctimony and resolute pride. The dear, stem face never 
seemed to her more dear and more stem. She saw the comely, easy, 
indolent, good-huipoured father; not then the poor paraMc sufferer, 
who coula yet recognise Nora’s eyes under the lids of Leonard, but 
stalwart and jovial, — ^first bat in thp Cricket Club, first voice in the 
Glee Society, the most popular canvasser of the Lansmere Constitu- 
tional Trae Blue Party, wid the pride and idol of the Oalvinistical 
prim wife ; never from those pinched lips of Hers had come forth even 
one pious rebuke to the careless, soda# man. As he sat, one hand in 
his vest, his profile turned to the road, the Hght smoke curling play 
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My up trom the pipe, over wliieh lips, accustomed to bland smile 
aid heiirtj^ laughter, closed as if reluctant to be closed at all, he was 
the very model of the respectable retired trader in easy circumstances, 
iuid released from tlic ton of making money while life could yet enjoy 
the delight of spending it. 

“Well, old woman,” said John Avcncl, “I must be olF presently to 
see to those three siuiky voters in Pish Lane ; they will have done t.ficir 
work soon, and I sliall catch ’dii at liomc. They do say as how v <■ 
may have an opposition; and 1 know that old Smikes has gone to 
Lonnon in scarcii of a candidate. We can’t liave tht^ Lansinei-(*. C(m~ 
stitutional Blues beat by a Lonnoncr ! Ha, ha, ha ! ” 

“But you will he home before Jane and her Imsbaud Mark come ? 
How ever she could marry a common carpenter ! ” 

“Yes,” said John, “he is a carpenter ; but he has a vote, and tlnit 
st.rengthens. the family interest. 11* Dick was not gone to Amcrikay, 
there would be three on us. But Mark is a i‘cal good Blue ! A 
Lonnoner, indeed!— a Yellow from Lomion heat my Lord and the 
Blues! Ha, ha!” 

“ But, John, this Air. EgcHon is a Lonnoner ! ” 

“ You donH understand things, talking such nonsense. Mr.Egerton 
is the Blue candidate, and lEe Blues are tin; Country Bai ty ; there- 
fore, how can he be a Lonnoner ? An micommon’ clever, well-grown, 
handsome young man, eh 1 and my young lord’s particular friend.” 

Mrs. Avenel sighed. 

“ What are you sighing and shaking your liead for ? ” 

“I was thinking of our poor, dear, dear Nora ! ” 

“ God bless her ! ” cried John, hcariily. 

There was a rustle under the boughs of the old hollow-hearted 
pollard tree. 

“ Ha ! ha ! Hark ! 1 said that so loud, that I have startled the 
ravens 1 ” 

“ How he did love her ! ” said Mrs. Avenel, thoughtfully. “ I am 
sure lie did ; and no wonder, for she looks every inch a lady ; and 
why should not she be my lady, after ad P ” 

“ He ? Who ? Oh, that foolish fancy of yours about iny young 
lord? A prudent woman. like yon! — stiiif! 1 am glad my little 
beauty is gone to Lonnon, out of harm’s way.” 

“John — John — Jolm! N€) harm could ever come to my Nora. 
She’s too pure and too good, and has too proper a pride in her, 
to 

“To listen to any young fords, I hope,” said John ; “though,” he 
added, after a pause, “ she might weE be a lady, too. T\Iy lord, tlie 
vonng one, took me by the hand so kindly tlie oilier da>', and said, 
.Have not yon heard from her— I mean Miss Avenel— lately P ’ 
and those bright eyes of his were as full of tear3 as — as — as yours 
are now.” 

“ W ell, J ohn; w'cU ; go on.” • 

“ That is all. Mj laay came up^ and took me away to talk about 
the election ; and just as I was going, she whispered, ‘ Don’t let my 
wild boy talk to you about that sweet girl of yours. We must both 
see that she does not come to disgrace.’ ‘Disgrace!’— that W3rd 
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made me very ang:ry for the moment, [^iit-any lady has such a way 
with her, that she soon put me riprht again. Yet, I do think Nora 
must liave loved my young lord, only she was too good to show it. 
"VV hat do you say ? and thb father’s voice was thoughtful. 

1 liope she’ll never love any man till she’s married to him ; it is 
not nroji^jr, John,” said Mrs. Avcnel, somewhat starchly, though very 
mildly. 

“ Ha ! ha !” laughed John, chucking his prim wife under the chin, 
“ you did not say that ro me when 1 •stole your first kiss under that 
veiy pollard tree — no house near it then !” 

“ Husli, Jo] in, hush !” and the prim wife blushed like a girl. 

“ Pooh,” continued John, merrily, “ 1 don’t see why we plain folks 
should pretend to be more saintly and pnidishlikc than our betters. 
There’s that handsome Miss Leshc, who is to marry Mr. Egerton — 
easy enough to see how much she is. in love with him — could not keep 
her eyes off from him even in church, old girl ? Ha, ha ! What the 
deuce is the matter with the ravens ?” 

“ They’ll be a comely couple, John. And I hear tell she has a 
power of money. When is tlie marrL^e to be ? ” 

“ Oh, they say as soon fis the election is over. A fine wedding we 
shall have of it ! I dare say my ymung lord will be bridesman. We’H 
send for our little Nora, to sec the gay doings ^ 

Out from the bouglis of tile old tree came the shriek of a lost spirit 
— one of those strange appalling sounds of human agony, wliich, once 
heard, are never forgotten. It is as the wail of Hope, when She, too, 
rushes forth from the Coffer of Woes, and vanishes into viewless 
space it is the dread cry of Reason parting from clav— and of Soul, 
that would wrench itself irom life ! Por a moment all was still — ana 
then a dull, dumb, heavy fall ! 

The parents gazed on each other, speechless : they stole close to 
the pales, and looked over. Under the boughs, at the gnarled roots 
of the oak, they saw — gray and indistinct — a prostrate form. John 
opened the gate and went round; the mother crept to the roadside, 
and there stood still. 

“ Oh, wife, wife !” cried John Avcnel, from under the green boughs, 
it is our child Nora ! Our child — our cliild ! ” 

And, as he spoke, out from the green boughs started the dark 
ravens, wheeling round and round, and calling to ^eir young ! 

And when they had laid her on the bed, Mrs. Avenel whispered 
John to withdraw for a moment; and, with set lips but trembling 
hands, began to unlace the dress, unden the pressure of which Nora^ 
heart heaved convulsively. And John went out of the room bewil- 
dered, and sat himself down on the landing-place, and wondered 
whether he was awake or sleeping; and a cold numbness crept oyer 
one side of him, mud his heaij felt very heavy, with a loud, booming 
noise in his cars. Suddenly his wife stood by lus side, and said, in a 
very low voice — • 

John, run for Mr. Morgan— make naste. But mind— don’t speak 
to any one on the way. ^ck, quick ! ” 

“ Is she dying P” 
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I bjow. Why not die before ?” said Mrs. Avenel, between 
her tedL But Mr. Morgan is a discreet, Mendly man.’* 

“A true Blue!” muttered poor John, as il‘ his mind wandered; 
and rising with difficulty, he stared at his wife a moment, shook his 
head, and was gone. 

An hour or two later, a* little covered taxed-cart stopped at 
Mr. Avenel’s cottage, out of which stepped a yoimg man Vith pale 
face and spare fonii, dressed in the Sunday suit of a rustic craftsman ; 
then a homely, but pleasant, ho?jest face, bent down to him, smilingly * 
and two arms emerging from under covert of a red cloak, extended 
an infant, which the young man took tenderly. The baby was cross 
and very sickly ; it began to my. The father hushed, and rocked, 
and tossed it, with the air of one to whom such a charge was. 
familiar. 

“ He’ll be good when we get in, Mark,” said the young woman, as 
she extracted from the depths of the cart a large basket containing 
poultry and liome-made bread. 

“ Don’t forget the flowers that the Squire’s gardener gave us,” said 
Mark the Poet, 

Without aid from her husband, the wife took down basket and 
nosegay, settled her cloak, smoothed her gown, and said, " Very 
odd !— they don’t seem to expect us, Mark. How still the house is ! 
Go and knock ; they can’t ha’ gone to be(>yet.” 

Mark knocked at the door— no answer. A light passed rapidly 
across the windows on the upper floor, but still no one came to his 
summons. Mark knocked ^ain. A gentleman, dressed in clericid 
costume, now coming from Lansmere Park, on the opposite side of 
the road, paused at the sound of Mark’s second and more impatient 
knock, and said, civilly— 

“ Are you not the young folks my friend Jolui Avenel told me this 
morning he expected to visit him?” 

“ Yes, please, Mr. Dale,” said Mrs. Pairfield, dropping licr curtsey. 

** You remember mo ! ami this is my dear good man f ” 

” What I Mark the Poet?” said the curate of Lansmere, wiih a 
smile. ‘‘ Come to write squibs for the election ?” 

Squibs, sir ! ” cried Mark, ’ndignanily. 

Bums wrote squibs,” said the curate, mildly. 

Mark made no answer, but again knocked at the door. 

This time, a man, whose face^ even seen by the starligiit, was much 
flushed, presented himself at tlie threshold. 

“Mr. Morgan 1” exclaimed the curate, in benevolent alarm; “no 
illness here^ 1 hope P” 

“ Cott 1 it is you, Mr. Daldl— Come in, come in; I want a word 
with you. But who the teuce are these people ?” 

“ Sir,” said Mark^ pushing through the doorway, “ my name is 
Pairfield, and my wile is Mr. Avenel’s daughter !” ^ 

“Oh, Jane— and her baby too! — Cood— cood! Come m; but be 
quiet, can’t you ? Still, still— stiU as death !” 

The party entered, the door closed; the moon rose, and shone, 
calmly on the pale silent house, on the sleeping flowers of tkj little 
gardfli, on the old pollard with its hollow core. The horse in the 
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taxed-cart doeed, unlieeded; the light Uill at times flitted across the 
upper windows. These were the only signs of lifei except when a 
bat, now and then attracted by the JigEt that passed across the 
windows^ brushed against the panes^ and then, dipping downwards, 
struck UP against the nose m the slumbering horse, and diurted 
mcrrilx alter the moth that fluttered round the raven’s nest in the 
old pollard. 


CHAPTEE XVm. 

All that day Harley L’Estrange had oeen more thim usiiito 
mournful and dejected. Indeed, the return to scenes associate '^th 
Nora’s presence increased the gloom that had settled on his mind 
since he had lost sight and trace of her. Audley, in the remorseful 
tenderness he felt for his injured friend, had induced L’Estrange 
towards evening to leave the Park, and go into a district some mil^ 
off, on pretence that he required Harley’s aid there to canvass certam 
important outvoters : the change of scene might rouse him from Ms 
reveries. Harley himself was glad to escape from the guests at 
Lansmere. He readily consented to go. He would not return that 
night. The outvoters lay remote and scattered— he might be absent 
for a day or two. When Harley was gone, Egerton himself sank mto 
deep thought. Tliere was rumour of some unexpected opposition. 
His partisans were alarmed and anxious. It was clear that the 
Lansmere interest, if attacked, was weaker than the Earl would 
believe ; Egerton might lose his election. If so, what would become 
of himr How support his wife, whose return to him he always 
counted on, and whom it woMd then become him at all hazards to 
acknowledge? It was that day that he had spoken to William 
Hazcldcan as to the family.livmg. — “Peace at least,” thought the 
ambitious man— “I shall have peace!” And the Squire hid prii- 
mised him the rectory if needed ; not without a secret pang, for his 
Harry was already using her conjugal influence in favour of her old 
schooUfriend’s husband, Mr. Dale ; and the Squire thought Audley 
would be but a poor country parson, and Dale — if he would only grow 
a little plumper than his curacy would permit him to be — would be a 
parson m ten thousand. Put whijc Audley thus prepared for the 
worst, he still brouglit his energies to bear on the more brilliant 
option ; and sat with his committee, looking into canvass-books, 
and disoussing the characters, politics, and lociil interests of eveii^r 
elector, until the night was well-nigh gone. “When he gained his 
room, the shutters were unclosed, aud ne stood a few moments at 
the window gazing on the moon. At that sight, the thought of 
Norfi, lost and? afar, stole over him. The man. as we know, had 
his nature little of romance and sentiment. Seldom was it ms wont 
to gaze upon moon or stars. But whenever some whisper of romance 
did soften his hard, strong mind, or whenever moon or stars did 
cliann bis gaze from earth, Nora’s bright Muse-like face— Nora’s 
sweet loving eyes, were seen in moon and star-beam— Nora’s low 
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tender voice, heard in the whisper of that which we call romance, 
and which is but’ the sound of the mysterious poetry that is ever in 
the air, would* we but deign to hear it ! He turned with a sigh, 
uttdrcssed, threw liimscif on his bed, and extinguisiiod his light. 
But the light of the moon would fill the ro(un. It kept him awake 
lor a little time : ho turned his face from the calm heavenly beam, 
resolutely towards the dull blind wall, and fell asleep. And, in the 
sleep, he was with Nora;— again in the humble bridal-home. Never 
in his dreams had she seemed to liim so distinct and life-like— her 
eves upturned to his— lier hands clasped together, and resting on his 
shouldTer, as had been her graceful wont — her voice murmuring 
meekly, “Has it, then, been my fault that we parted? — ^forgive, 
forgive me ! ” 

And the sleeper imagined that he answered, "Never part from me 

gain — ^never, never ! and that he bent down to kiss the chaste dps 
that so tenderly sought liis own. And suddenly he heard a knocking 
sound, as of a ha,mmer — regular, but soft, low, subdued. Did ycni 
ever, 0 reader, hear the sound of the hammer on the lid of a coffin in 
a house of woe. — ^when the undertaker's decorous hireling fears that 
the living may near how he parts them from the dead ? Such seemed 
the sound to Andley — the dream vanished abruptly. He woke, and 
again heard the knock; it was at his door. He sat up wistfully — 
the moon was gone — it was morning. “Who is there?” lie cned, 
peevishly. 

A low voice from without answered, liusb, it is 1 ; dress quick ; 
let me see you.” 

Egerton recognised Lady. Lansmcrc’s voice. Alarmed and snrpris(id, 
he rose, dressed in haste, and went to the door. Lady Lansmerc was 
standing without, extremely pde. She put her finger to her lip, and 
beckoned liim to follow her. He obeyed mechanicaliy. They enttu ed 
her dressing-room, a few doors from his own chamber, and the Countc-ss 
closed thedoor. 

Then laying her slight firm hand on his shoulder, she said, in sup- 
pressed and passionate excitement — 

"Oh, Mr. Egerton, you must serve — ^serve me, and at once — ^Harley 
— ^Harley — save mv Harley — goto him—prevent his coming back here-, 
stay with him — give up the election — ^ix is but a year or two lost in 
your life— yon wiU have other opportunities— make that sacrifice to 
your friend.” ® 

"^eak — ^what is the matter ? 1 can make no sacrifice too groat 
for Harley ! ” 

“ Thanks — was sure of it! • Go then, I say, at once, to Harley : 
keep him away from Lansmere on any excuse you can invent, until 
you can break the sad news to him — gently, gently. Oh, how wiU he 
bear it — ^how recover the shock ? My ooy, my boy !” 

“Calm yourself! Explain! Break what news ?— recover what 
shock?” 

" True — you do not know — you Ifave not heard. Nora Avenel lies 
yonder, in her father’s liouse— ^ead — dead !” 

Audley stjiggcred back, clapping his hand to his heart, and then 
dropping on his knee as if bowed,dovni by the stroke of Heaven. 
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“ My bride, my wife ! ” he muttcrea. Dead— it cannot be !” 

Lady Lansmere was so startled at tliis exclamation, so stunned by 
a coni'ession wholly unexpected, that she remained unable to soothe 
—to explain, and utterly uni)rcpared for the^ fierce agony that burst 
from the man she had ever seen so digiuficd and cold — when he 
sprang*to his feet, and ail the sense of his eternal loss rushed upon his 
heart. 

At Icnpfth he crushed back his emotions, ^mid listened in apparent 
calm, and in a silence broken but bj' quick gasps for breath, to l^ady 
Lansmere’s account. 

One of the guests in the house^ a female relation ot Lady Lans- 
mcre/s, had been taken suddenly ill about an hour or two before 1 — 
the house liad been disturlK'.d, the Countess herself aroused, and 
Mr. Morgan summoned as the family medical practitioner. ^Vomhim 
she had learned that Nora Avcncl h;id ndurned to her father’s house 
late 911 the previous evening ; had been seized with brain fever, and 
died in a few hours. 

Audley listened, and turned to tlie door, still in silence. 

Lady Lansmere cauglit him by the arai— “ Where are you going? 
Ah, can 1 now ask you to save my son from the awful news, you 
yourself the sulfbrer? And yet — yet — you know his haste, his 
vehemence, if lie learnt that you were his rival — her husband; 
you whom he so trusted! What, wdiat would be the result? — 
I tremble!” 

“ IVemblc not — 1 do not tremble ! Let me go — I will be 
back soon — and then (his lips writhed) — then we will talk of 
Harley.” 

Egerton went forth, stunned and dizzy. Mechanically he took 
his way across the park to John AvenePs house. He had been forced 
to enter that house, formally, a day or two bidbre, in the course of liis 
canvass ; and his worldly pride liad received a shock when the home, 
the birth, and the mannera, of his bride’s parents had been brought 
before him. He had evim said to himself, “ And is it the child of these 
persons that I, Audley Egertou, must announce to the world as 
wife ! ’’ Now, if she had been the child of a beggar — nay, of a felon 
— nofc, if he could but r(;call her to life, how small and mean would 
all that dreaded world appear to him! Too late — too late I TJie 
dews were glistening in the sun— the birds w^ere singing overhead- 
life waking all around him— and his own ht'art felt like a cliarncl- 
housc. Nothing but death and the dead there — nothing ! He arrived 
at the door; it was open: he called; no one airswered: he walked 
up the narrow stairs, undisturbed, uwscen ; iic came into the chamljcr 
of death. At the opposite side of the bed was seated John Avtmel; 
but he seemed in a lieayy sleep. In fiict, paralysis had smitten iiim ; 
but he knew it not- ; neither did any one. Who could heed the strong 
hearty man in such a moment ? Not even the poor anxious witc He 
had been left there to guard the house, and watch the dead — ^an 
unconscious man j numbed, himself, by the invisible icy hand ! Audley 
stoic to the bedside ; he liffcd the coverlid thrown over the pale still 
face. Wliat pfissed within him, during the minute he staged tliere. 
who shall say ? But when he leij the room, and slowly descended 
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the stairs, he left behind him We and youth, all the r veet hopes and 
joys of tiie hbusehold human life— for ever and ever ! . 

He returned to Lady Lansmere, who awaited his coming with the 
most nervous anxiety. 

!Now,” said he, drily, “ I will go to Harley, and I will prevent his 
returning hither.’* * 

“ You have seen the parents. Good heavens ! do they Kiow of 
vour marriage ?** 

No ; to Harley I milst own it first. Meanwhile, silence ! ” 

" Silence ! ” echoed Lady Lansmere j and her burning hand rested 
in Audicy’s and Audley’s hand was as ice. 

In another hour Egcrion had left the house, and before noon he was 
with Harley. 

It is necossarj' now to explain the absence of ah the Avenel 
family except tlie poor stricken father. 

Nora hacfdied m giving birth to a child — died delirious. In her 
delirium she had spoken of shame— of disgrace : there was no holy 
nuptial ring on her finger ! Tlirough all her pief, the first thought of 
Mrs. Avcncl was to save the good name of her lost daughter — ^the 
unhlendshcd honour of all the living Avenels. No matron, long 
dcscciidpd from knights or kings, had keener pride in name and 
cliaractcr, than the poor punctilious Calvinistic trader’s wife. “ Sor- 
row later, honour now ! ” Witli hard dry eves she mused and mused, 
and made out her plan. Jane Fairfield should take away the infant at 
once, before the day dawned, and nurse it with her own. Mark should 
go with her, for Mrs. Avenel dreaded the indiscretion of his wild 
giief. ' She would go with them herself part of the way, in order to 
command or reasoji them into guarded silence. But they could not go 
l)ack to Hazeldean with another infant; Jane must ^ where none 
knew her ; the two infants might pass as twins. And Mrs. Avenel, 
though naturally a huiuiine, kindly woman, and with a mother’s heart 
to iuiants, looked with almost a glad sternness at Jane’s puny babe, 
and thought to herself, “ .^1 dimcuHv would be over should there 
be only one! Nora’s child could thus pass throughout life for 
Jane’s!” 

Fortunately for the preservation of the secret, the Avenels kept 
no servant— only an occasional drudge, who came a few hours in the 
day, and went home to sleep. Mrs. Avenel could count on Mr. 
Morgan’s silence as to the true cause of Nora’s death. And Mr. 
Bdc, wliy should he reveal the dishonour of a fiunily ? That very 
day, or the next at larthest, she could induce her husband to absent 
himself, lest lie should blab out the tale while his sorrow was greater 
than his pride. She alone would lihen stay in the house of death untii 
she could feel assured that all else were bushed iuto prudence. Ay, 
she felt, that with due precautions, the name was still safe. And so 
she awed and hurried Mark and his wife away, and wc^it with them in 
the covered cart — that hid the faces of all three — leaving for an hour 
or two the bouse and the dead to hep* husband’s charge, with many an 
admonition, to vvbich he nodded his head, and which he did not Jiear ! 
I)o you think this woman was unfeeling and inhuman P Had Nora 
ooked from heaven into her mother’s heart, Nora would not have 
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'j,‘xiought so. A good name when the burial-stone closes over dust, is 
still a possession upon the earth i on earth it is indeed our only one ! 
Better for our friends to guard for us that treasure, than to sit down 
and weep over perishable clay. And weep ! — Oh ! stem mother, long 
years were left to thee for weeping ! hlo tears shed for Nora made 
such deep furrows on the chedcs as thine did ! Yet who ever saw 
fhcm*flow ? 

Harley was in great surprise to see Egerton ; more surprised when 
Egerton told him that he found he was to .be opposed—that he had 
no chance of success at Lansmere, and had, therefore, resolved to 
retire from the contest. He wrote to the Earl to that effect ; but the 
Countess kne wtlie tnie causcj and hinted it to the Earl ; so that, as we 
saw at the commencement ol tliis history, Egerton’s cause did not 
suffer when Car)tain Dashmore appeared in the borough ; and thanks 
to Mr. Hazeldean’s exertions and oratory, Audley came in by two 
votes — the votes of John Avencl and Mark Eairfield. Eor though the 
former had been removed a little way from the town, and bv medical 
advice — and though, on other matters, tfic disease that had smitten 
him left him docile as a child (and ho had but vague indistinct ideas of 
all the circum^^laiices connected with Nora’s return, save the sense 
of her loss) — jet he still would hear how the Blues went on, and 
would get out of bed to keep his word: and even his wife said, ‘‘He 
is right ; better die of it, tliaii break his promise ! ” The crowd gave 
way as the broken man they had seen a few days before so jovijd and 
healthful was brought up in a chair to the poll, and said, with his 
tremulous quavering voice, “ Tm a true Blue — Blue for ever ! ” 

Elections are wondrous things ! No man who lias not seen can 
guess how the zeal in them irimiiphs over sickne’ss, son*ow, the ordi- 
nary private life of us ! 

There was forwarded to Audley from Lansmere Park, Nora’s last 
letter. The postman had left it there an hour or two after he him- 
self had gone. The w(;dding-ring fell on the ground, and rolled under 
Ills feet. And those biiniiiig passionate reproaches — all that anger 
of the wounded dove — explained to himth(‘, mystery of her return— 
her unjust suspicions — the cause of her sudden death, which he stiU 
ascribed to brain fever, brought on by excitement and fatigue. Por 
Nora did not speak of the child about to he born ; she had not remem- 
bered it when she wrote, or she would not have written. On the 
rcc(upt of this letter, Egen’ton couM not remain in the dull village dis- 
trict. — alone, too, witli Harley, lie said, abruptly, that he must go to 
London— prevailed on L’Estrangc to accompany him; and there, 
wlicii he heard from Lady Ijansinpre that the funeral was over, he 
broke to Harley, with lips as white as the dead, and his hand pressed 
to his heark on which liis hereditary disease was fastening quick and 
fierce, the dread truth tliat Nora was no more. The effect upon the 
boy’s health «aud spirits was even more crushing than Audley could 
anticipate. He o-nly woke from grief to feci remorse. “Por,” said 
the noble Harley, “ had it not bgenformy passion— my rash pursuit — 
would sh(‘ ever have left her safe asylum— ever even have left her native 
town ? And then — and then— the struggle between her souse of duty 
and her love to me ! 1 see it all — all 1 But for me she were living still r” 
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“Oh, no!*’ cried Egerton—hrs confession now rushing to his lips. 
" Believe me, she never loved you as you tluhk. Kay — ^nay — hear 
me I Rather suppose that she loved another— fled with him— was 

perhaps married to him, and ** 

^ “ Hold !** exclaimed Harley, wHh a terrible burst of passion— “ you 
M her twice to me if you say tluit I 1 ciin still feel that she lives — 
lives here, in my heart— while I dream tliat she loved me — or, at least, 
that no other lip ever knew the kiss that was denied to mine ! But 
if you tell me to doubt that ; — you-^^yoii 1 ** The boy’s anguish was toe 
great for his frame ; he fell suddenly back into Audley’s arms ; he had 
broken a blood-vessel. Eor several days he was in great danger ; but 
his eyes were constantly fixed on Audley’s, with wistful intense gaze. 
“ Tell me,” he muttered, at the risk of rc-openiug the ruptured veins, 
and of tli(i instant loss of life — “ tell .me — you did not mean that ! 
Tell me you have no cause to think she loved another — loas 
another’s !” 

“Hush, hush — ^no cause — ^none — ^nonc. 1 meant but to comfort 
you, as 1 thought — fool that 1 was —that is all !” cried the. miserable 
friend. And from that hour Audlcy gave up the idea of righting him- 
self in his own eyes, and submitted still to be the living lie— he, the 
haughty gentleman I 

Now, while Harley was still very weak and suflfering, Mr. Dale came, 
to London and called on Egcrtoii. The curate, in promising secrecy 
to Mrs, Avenel, had made one condition, that it should not be to the 
positive injury of Kora’s living son. Wliat if Kora were married, 
after all P And would it: not be right, at least, to learn the name of 
the child’s father P . Some day he might need a father. Mrs. Avenel 
was obliged to content herself with these reservations. However, sh(.' 
implored Mr. Dde not to make inquiries. What could they do % If 
Kora were married, her husband would naturally, of his owii accord, 
declare himself ; if seduced and forsaken, it would but disgrace hc)* 
memory (now saved from stain) to discover the father to a child of 
whose very existence the world as yet knew nothing. These argu- 
ments perplexed the good curate. But Jane Eairfiela had a sanguine 
belief 111 her sister’s innocence ; and nil her suspicions naturally 
pointed to Lord L’Estrange. So, indeed, perhaps, did Mrs. Avenel’s, 
though she never owned them. Of the correctness of these suspicions 
Mr. Dale was fully convinced the young lord’s admiration, Lady 
Lansmere’s fears, had been too evident to one who had often visited at 
the Park-r-Harley’s abmpt departure just before K ora’s retuni home — 
Egerton’s sudden resignation of the borough before even opposition was • 
declared, in order to rejoin liis fribnd, the very day of Kora’s death — 
all oonfliTOed his ideas that Harley was the betrayer or the husband. 
Perhaps there might have been a secret marriage— possibly abroad— 
since Harley wanted some years of his majority, lie would^ at least, 
to to see and to sound Lord L’Estrrfngc. I’rcvcutcd "this interview 
by Harley’s illness, the curate resolved to ascertain how 1 ar he could 
penetrate into the mystery by a coilfversation with Egerton. There 
^vas Hiuch in the grave repute wliich the latter had acquired, and the 
singular and pre-eminent character for truth and honour with which 
it was accompanied, that made the curate resolve upon this step. 
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Accordiiij^iy, he saw Effertoii, meaning only diplomatically to extract 
1 Voui the new member tor Laiismerc what might benefit the family of 
the voters wlio had given him his majority of two. 

He began by mentioning, as a touching fact, how poor John Ave- 
nel, b()wcd down by tiie loss of his^hila, and the malady which had 
crippled his limbs and enfeebled his mind, had still risen trorn his bed 
1.0 kc'ep his word. And Audley’s emotions seemed to him so .earnest 
;iiid gonniiie, to show !So good a heai*!, tljat out by little and little came 
more; first, his snspi(iions that i)oor Nora had been betrayed ; then 
iiis li()i)cs that there might hate been private marriage; nnd as 
Audicy, M'ith his iron self-command, showed iust the proper degree ol 
in < (Test, and no more, he \wnt on, till Audley knew that he had a 
child. 

“ Inciuire no further !*' said the man of the world. “ Kespect Mrs. 
Avcncl’s feelings and wishes, I entre^at you; they are the right ones. 
Leave the rest to me. In my positi 9 n“l mean as a resident of Lon- 
don — I can (inietly and easily ascertain more than you couldj and 
provoke no scandal ! If I can riglit this — ^this—poor [his voice 
trembled]— right the lost mother, or the living child — sooner or later 
you will hear from me ; if not, bury this secret where it now r(;sts, in 
fi pave which slander ha.s not reached. But the child — give me the 
address wlicre it is to be found— in ease I succeed in finding the 
father, aud toucliiug liis heart.” 

“ Oh, .Mr. Egerton, may 1. not say where you may find that father — 
who he is P” 

«Sir!” 

Do not be angry ; and, after all, I cannot ask you to betray any 
confidence which a friend may have iilaccd in you. I know what you 
men of high honour arc to each other — even in sin. Ko, no— I beg 
]jar(loii ; I leave all in >our hands. 1 shall hear from you then !” 

“ Or if not — ^why, tlieii, bedieve that all search is hweless. My 
iVicud ! if you mean Lonl L’Estrangc, he is innocent. 1— I — I [the 
\’oioe faltered]— am coJivinced of it.” 

Tlu^ curate sighed, but made no answer, “Oh, ye men of the 
world ! ” thought lie. He gave the address which the member for 
Lansmerc had asked fur, and went his way, and never heard again 
iVom Audley Egci-toii. He was convinced that the mmi who nad 
shown such deep feeling had fail(^l in Ms appeal to Harley's CQU- 
science, or had judgcul it best to leave Nora’s name in peace, and her 
child to her own relations and tlie care of Heaven. 

Hurlfiy L’Estrango, scarcely yet A-ccovcrcd, hastened to join our 
aiTuies on the continent, and seek the Death which, like its hidf- 
brotlKT, I’arely conics when we call it. 

As soon as Harley was gone, Egerton went to the village to which 
Mr. Dale had^ direct ed him, to seek for Nora’s child. Butlierehe 
was led into a mistake which mat(^Tiallv idfected tlie tenor of Ms oivn 
life, and Leonard’s future dcstkies. Mrs. Eairfield had been natu- 
rally ordered by her mother to take another name in the village to 
which she had gone with the two infants, s6 that her comiection with 
the Avenel family might not be traced, to the provcicatiou of incpiiry 
and gossip. The grief and cxcitefiiewt through which she had gont^ 
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dried fte source of nutriment in her breast. She put Nora’s child 
out to nurse at the house of a small farmer, at a little distance from 
^?iJlag% and moved from her first lodgmg to be nearer to the 
infant. Her own child was so sickly and ailing, that she could not 
bear to intrust it to the care of Aother. She tned to bring it aip by 
nand ; and the poor child soon pined away and died. She and Mark 
could net endure the sight of their baby^s grave ; they hastened to 
i:eten to Hazeldean, and took Leonard with them. Prom that time 
Leonard mssed for the son they had lost. 

•When JBgerton arrived at the viHage, and inquired for tlio p(M-sou 
whose address had been given to him, he was rcterred to the cottage 
m which she had last lodged, and was told that she had been gone 
some days—the day after her child was buried. Her child buried ! 

S :erton stayed to inquire no more ; thus he heard nothing of tiie 
imt that had been put out to nurse. He walked slowly mto the 
churchyard, and stood for some .minutes gazing on the small new 
mound?; then, pressing Ms hand on the heart to which all cjnotion 
had been forbidden, he re-entered his chaise and returned to London. 
l*he sole reason for acknowledging his marriage seemed to him now 
removed. Nora’s name had escaped reproach. Even had his painful 
position with regard to Harley not constrained him to preserve his 
secret, there was every motive to the World’s wise and naughty son 
not to acknowledge a derogatory and foolish marriage, now that none 
lived whom concealment could wrong. 

Audley mechaaicaUy resumed his former life, —sought to resettle 
his thoughts on the grand objects of ambitious men. His poverty 
still pressed on him : his pecuniary debt to Harlev stung ana galled 
his peculiar sense of honour. He saw no way to clear his estates, to 
repay his friend, but by some rich alliance. Dead to love, he faced 
this prospect first with repugnance, then with apathetic indifference. 
Levy, of whose treachery towards himself and Nora he was unaware, 
still held over him the power that the money-lender never loses over 
the man that has owed, owes, or may owe again. Levy was ever 
nmng him to propose to the rich Miss Leshe Lady Lansmere, 
willing to atone, as she thought, for his domestic loss, urged the 
same HarW, influenced by iiis mother, wrote from the Continent 
to the same effect. 

"Manage it as you will,” at last said Egerton to Levy, " so tliat I 
am not a wife’s pensioner.” 

"Propose for me, if you will,” he said to Lady Lansmere—"]. 
cannot woo— 1 cannot talk of love.” 

^mehow or other the marriage, with all its rich advantages to the 
ruined gentleman, was thus made iip. And Egerton, as we have 
seen, was the polite and dignified husband before the world— married 
to a woman who adored him. It is the common fate oi men like liim 
to be loved too well ! ^ 

On her death-bed his heart was touched by his wife’s melancholy 
reproach—" Nothing I could do has ever madfe you love me I ” " It is 
true,” answered Audley, with tears in his voice and eyes— "Nature 
gave me but a small fund of what women lik& you call ‘love,’ 
and 1 lavished it all away.” Add be then told her, though with 
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reserve, some portion of his former history; and ^hat soothed her; 
for when she saw that he had loved; and coM grieve, she caught a 
glimpse of the human heart she Aad not seen before. She died, for- 
giving him, and blessing. 

Audley’s spirits were much affectid by this new loss. He inly 
resolved never to marry again. He had a vague thought at first of 
retrenching his expenditure, and making young KancM Leslie his 
heir. But when he first saw the clever Etpn boy^ his feeliugs did not 
warm to him, though his intellect appreciated xlandal’s quick, keen 
talents. He contented himseK with resolving to push the boy;— to 
do what was merely just to the distant kinsman of his late wife. 
Always careless and lavish in monev matters, generous and prmoely, 
not from the delight of serving otpers, but from a grand seigmur'a 
sentiment of what wns due to himself and his station, Audley had a 
mournful excuse for the lordly waste of the large fortune at his 
control. The morbid functions of the heart had become organic 
disease. Tme, he might live many years, and die at last of some other 
complaint in the course of nature ; but the progress of the disease 
would quicken with all emotional excitement; — he might die suddenly 
— any day — ^in the very prime, and, seemiogly, in the full vigour of 
his life. And the only physician in whom he confided what he wished 
to keep concealed from the world (for ambitious men would fain be 
thought immortal), told him frankly that it was improbable that, with 
the wear and tear of political strife and action, he could advance far 
into middle age. Therefore, no son of his succeeding— his nearest 
relations all wealthy— Egerton resigned liimself to his constitutional 
disdain of money ; he could look into no affairs, provided the balance 
in his banker’s hands were jsuch* as became the munificent commoner. 
All else he left to his steward and to Levy. Levy grew rapidly rich— 
very, very rich— and the steward thrived. 

The usurer continued to possess a determined hold over the impe- 
rious great man. He knew Audley’s secret ; he could reveal that 
secret to Harley. And the one solt and tender side of the states- 
man’s nature— tlie sole part of him not dipped in the ninefold Styx 
of practical prosaic life, wtoh renders man so invulnerable to affec- 
tion — ^was his remorsciul love for the school-friend whom he still 
deceived. 

Here, then, you have the key to tlie locked chambers of Audley 
Egertoii’s character, the fortified castle of his mind. The envied, 
nunister— the jpyless man the oracle on the economies of an empire 
— ^the prodigal in a usurer^s hands tlje august, high-crested gentle- 
man, to whom princes would refer for the casuistry of honour — ^the 
culprit, trembling lest the friend he best loved on eaikh should detect 
his lie f Wrap thyself in the decent veil that the Arts or the Graces 
weave for thee, G Human Nature ! It is only the statue of marbl 
whose nakedness the eye can behold without shame aud offence ! 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Of the narrative just placed before the rcade^ it is cl6ar that 
Leonard could gather only desultory friiginents. He could but see 
that his ill-fated mother liad been united to a man she had loved with 
surpassing tendeniess ; liad been led to suspect that the marriage 
was fraudulent : had gone abroad in despair, returned repentant and 
hopeful; had gleaned some intelligence that her lover was about to 
be mai’ried to another, and there the manuscript closed with the 
bhi^ters left on the page by agojiising tears. The mournful end of 
Nora — her lonely return to die under the roof of her parents — this lie 
had learned before from tlu? narrative of Dr. Morgan. 

But even the name of her sup])osed husband was not revealed. 
Of him Leonard could form no conjecture, except that he was evi- 
dently of higher rank than Nora. Harley L’Estrange seemed clearly 
indicated in the caidy boy-lover. If so, Harley must know all that 
was loft dark to Leonard, and to him Leonard resolved to confide the 
manu scripts. With this resolution lie left the cottage, resolving to 
return and attend the funt^nd obsequies of his departed iriciid. 
Mrs. Goodyer willinriy permitted him to take away the papers she 
had lent to him, and added to them the packet wluch had been ad- 
dressed to Mrs. Bertram from the Continent. 

Musing in anxious gloom over the record he had read, Leonard 
entered London on foot, and bent his way towards Harley’s hotel ; 
when, just as he had cro.ssed into Bond Sircct, a gentleman in (!om- 
pany with Baron Levy, and who seemed, by the flush on liis brow 
and the sullen tone of Ids voice, to liave had ralher an imtatiug col- 
locpiy with the fashionable usurer, suddenly cauglit siglit of Leonard, 
and, abruptly quitting Levy, seized the young man by the arm. 

“ Excuse me, sir,” said the gcnlleinan, looking hard into ]jconard’s 
face ; “ but unless these sharp eyes of mine arc mistaken, whicli they 
seldom are, I see a nephew whom, perhaps, I behaved to rather too 
harshly, but who still has no right to forget Richard Avcnel.” 

“ My dear uncle,” exclaimed Leonard, “ this is indeed a joyful 
surprise; at a time, too when Lncedcd joy ! No ; I have never for- 
gotten your kindness, and always revetted our estrangement.” 

“ That is well said ; ghx us your hst again. Let me look at you — 
quite the gentleman, 1 declare !"• still so good-looking too. We 
Avenels dways were a handsome family. Good bye, Baron Levy. 
Need not wait for me; I am not going to run away. I shall see you 
again.” 

'' But ” whispered Levy, who had followed Avenel across the street, 
and eyed Leonard with a (piick, curious, searching glance — “ but it 
must be as I say with regard to«the borough; or (to be plain) you 
must cash the biUs on fho day they arc due.” 

" Very well, sir— very well. So you think to put the screw upon 
me, as it I were a poor little iiouselioldcr. I understand— my money 
or my borough ? ” 
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** Exactly so,” said the Baron, with a soft smile. 

“ Y 9 U sliall hear from me. [Aside, as Levy strolled awayj—D d 

•arnation rasciil!” 

Dick -Avenei then linked his arm in Iiis Nephew's and strove for 
some minutes to forget his own troubles, in the indulgence of that 
curiosity in the affairs of another wliich was natural to him, and in 
this instance, increased by the real affection wliich he had felt for 
Leonard. But still his curiosity. remained unsatisfied; for long 
oefore Lt^onard could overcome his habitual reluctance to speak of 
his success in literature, Dick's mind wandered back to liis rival at 
Screwstown and the curse of “over-competition,” — to the bills which 
Levy liad discounted, in order to enable Dick to meet the crushing 
force of a capitalist larger than himself — and the “ tarnation rascal ” 
wlio now wished to obtain two scats at Lansmere, one for Kmidal 
Leslie, one for a rich Nabob whom Levy had just caught as a client; 
and Dick, tlmugh willing to aid Leslie, had a mind to the other seat 
lor Wmself. Therefore Dick soon broke in upon the hesitating con- 
fessions of Leonard, with exclamations far from pertinent to the sub- 
ject, and mtlicr for the sake of venting his own griefs and resentment, 
than witli any idea that the sympathy or advice of his nephew could 
seiTC him. 

“ Well, well,” said Dick, “ another time for your history. I see 
you have thrived, and that is enough for the present. Very odd; 
f)ut just now ]. can only think of myself. I’m in a regular lix, sir. 
Screwstown is not the; respectable Screwstown that you remember it 
— all demoralised raid turned toi)sy-turvy by a demoniacal monster 
capitalist, with steam-engines that might bring the falls of Niagara 
into your back parlour, sir! And as if that was not enough to 
destroy and drive into almighty sliivcrs a decent fair-play Britisher 
like myself, 1 hear he is just in treaty for some patent inlcrnal inven- 
tion that will make Ids engines do twice as much work with half as 
many hands ! That’s the way those unfeeling ruffians increase our 
poor-rates ! But I’ll get up a riot against 1dm — I will ! Don’t talk 
to me of tlie law ! What the devil is the good of the law if it don’t 
protect a man’s industry —a Ubeml man, too, like me !” Here Dick 
burst into a storm of vitui>eration against the rotten old country in 
general, and Mr. Dyce, the moiislcr capitalist of Screwstown, in 
particular. 

Leonard started ; for Dick now naincd, in tliat monster ca])italist* 
the very person who was in treaty for Leonard’s own mechanical 
iinprovemeut on the steam-engine. . 

“ Stop, uncle — stop ! Why, then, if tins man were to buy the con- 
trivance you speak ot, it would injure you?” • 

“ Injure me, sir ! I should be a bankrupt — that is, if it succeeded ; 
but I dare say it i}> all a humbug.” 

“ No, it will succeed — I’ll answer for that !” 

“ You ! You have seeu it ?” 

“ Why, I invented it.” 

Dick nastily withdrew Ids arm from Leonard’s. 

“ Serpent’s tooth!” he said, falteriugly, “ so it is you, whom I 
warmed at my hearth, who are to ruin Kichard Avenel P’* 
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** No— but to save him ! Come into the city and look at my model 
If you like it, the patent shall be yours I ” 

Cab— cab— cab,” cried Dick Avcnel, stopping a "HaMom:” 
** jump in, Leonard — ^jump in. 1*11 buy vour patent — that is, if it be 
worth a straw : and as for payment * 

“ Payment ! Don’t talk of that ! ** 

“ Well, I won’t ** said Dick, mildly ; “ for ’tis not the topic of con- 
versation I shoula choose myself^ just at present. And as for that 
black -whiskered alligator, the Baron, let me first get out of those 
rambustious, unehristian, filbert-shaped claws of his, and their— But 
jump in— jump in— and teU the man where to drive !’* 

A very brief inspection of Lwnard’s invention sufficed to show 
Bichard Avenel how invaluable it would be to him. Armed 'with a 
patent, of wliich the certain effects in the increase of power and dimi- 
nution of labour were obvious to any practical man, Avenel felt that 
he should have no difficulty in obtaming such advances of money as 
he required, whether to alter his engines, meet the bills discounted 
by Levy, or carry on the war with the monster capitalist. It might 
be necessary to admit into partnership some other monster capitalist 
—What then ? Any partner better than Levy. A bright idea struck 
him. 

“ If I can just terrify and whop that infernal intruder on my own 
grpund, for a few months, he may offer, himself, to enter into partner- 
ship-rmake the two concerns a joint-stock friendly combination, and 
then we shall flog the world.” 

His gratitude to Leonard became so lively, that Dick ofiered to 
bring his nephew in for Lansmere instead of himself; and when 
X»eoiiard declined the offer, exclaimed, “Well, then, any friend of 
yours; I’m all for reform against those high ancl mighty right 
honourable boroughmongors ; and what with loans and mortgages on 
the small househmders, and a long course of ‘ Pree and Easies ’ with 
the independent freemen, I ca^ one seat certain, perhaps both seats 
of the town of Lansmere, in my breeches-pocket.” Dick, then, 
appointing’ an interview with Leonard at his lawyer’s, to settle tht> 
transfer of the invention, upon terms which he declared “ should bo 
honourable to both parties,” hurried off', to search amongst his friends 
in the city for some monster capitalist, who might be induced to ex- 
tricate him from the jaws of Levy, and the engines of his rival at 
Screwato'wn. “ Mullins is thd' man, if I can but catch him,” said 
Dick. “"You have heard of Mullins?— A wonderful great man- you 
should sec his nails ; he never cuts them ! Three indlions, at least, 
he has scraped together with those nails of his, sir. And m this 
rotten old country, a man must have nails a yard long to tight with 
a devil like Levy !— Good-bye— good-ii'^^,—oooD-bye, my peak 
nephew!” 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Hajlley L’Estrange was seated alone in his apartments. He had 
just put down a volume of some favourite classic author, and he was 
resting his hand firmly clenched uppn the book. Ever since Harle/s 
return to England, there had been a perceptible change in the expres- 
sion of liis countenance, even in the very bearing and attitudes of his 
elastic youtliful figure. But this change had been more marked since 
that last interview with Helen which has been recorded. There was 
a compressed, resolute firmness in the bps — a decided character in the 
brow. To the indolent, careless grace of his movements had suc- 
ceeded a certain indescribable energy, as guiet and self-collected as 
that which distinguished the determmed air of Audiey Egerton him- 
self. In fact, if you could have looked into his heart, you would have 
seen that Harley was, for the first time, making a strong effort oyer 
his passions and his humours : that the whole man was nervmff him- 
self to a sense of duty. “ No,” he muttered — “ no — I will think only 
of Helen ; .1 will think, only of real lile ! And what (were I not 
engaged to another) would that dark-eyed Italian girl be to me P — 
What a mere fool’s fancy is this ! 1 love again — I, who through all 
the fair spring of my life, have clung with such faith to a memory and 
a grave ! Come, come, come, Harley L’Estrange, act thy part as man 
amongst men, at last I Accept regard ; dream no more of passion. 
Abandon false ideals. Thou art no poet— why deem that life itself 
can be a poem P” 

The door opened, and the Austrian Prince, whom Harley had inter- 
ested in the cause of Violante’s father, entered with the familiar step 
of a friend. 

“Have you discovered those documents yet?” said the Prince. 
“ I must now return to Vienna within a few days. And unless you 
can arm me Avith some tanpble proof of Peschiera’s ancient treachery, 
or some more unanswerable excuse for his noble kinsman, I fear that 
there is Jio other hope for the exile’s recall to liis country than what 
lies ill the hateful option of giving his daughter to his iierndious Ibe.” 

“Alas!” said Harley, “as yet all researches have been in vain; 
and I know not what otiier steps to take, without arousing Pescltiera’s 
A'igilancc, and setting his crafty brains at work to coimteract us. 
]\ly poor fricnih then, must rest contented with exile. To give 
Violantc to the Count were dishonour. But I shall soon be married; 
soon have a home, not quite unworthy of their due rank, to oiler both 
to father and to child.” 

“ Would the liuture Lady L’Estrange feel no jealousy of a guest so 
fair as you tell me this young signoiina is ? And would you be in no 
danger yourself, my poor friend P”^ 

“ Pooh ! ” said Harley, colouring. “ My fair guest would have tm 
fathers ; that is all. fray do not jest on a thing so grave as honour.” 

Again the door opened, and Leonard appeared. 

“ vVelcomc,” ci'ied Harley, pleaseAto be no longer alone under the 
T 2 





MY SOTEL- OK. 


Prince’s penetratinff eye — " welcome. This is the noble friend who 
shares our interest for iticcabocca, and who could serve him so well, 
if we could but discover the document of which I have spoken 1,o 
you.” 

“It is here,” said Leonard, simply; “may it be all that you 
require!” 

Harley eagerly grasped at the packet, which had been sent from 
Italy to the supposed Mrs. Bertram, and, leaning his face on his hand, 
rapi^ hurried through the contents. 

Hurrah I” he cried at last, with liis face lighted up, and a boyish 
toss of his right hand. “Look, look. Prince, here are Pcschiera’s 
own letters t9 his kinsman’s wife ; his avowal of what he calls his 
‘patriotic desims;* his entreaties to her to induce her husband to 
share tliem. Look, look, how he wields his influence over the woman 
he had once wooed ; look how artfully he combats her objections ; see 
how reluctant our friend was to stir, till wile and kinsman botli united 
to urge him.” 

“ It is enqu^ — quite enough,” exclaimed the Prince, looking at 
tJie passages inPescliiera’s letters which Harley pointed out to him. 

“ JNo, it is not enough,” shouted Harley, as he continued to read 
the letters with his rapid sparkling eyes. ' “ More still I O villain, 
doubly damned ! Here, after our friend’s flight, here is Pe^chiera’s 
avowal of guilty passion : here, he swears that he had intrigued to 
ruin his benefactor, in order to pollute the liome that had sheltered 
him. Ah 1 see how she answers : thank Heaven her own eyes were 
opened at last, and she scorned him before she died. She wjis 
innocent I I said so I Violante’s mother was pure. Poor lady 1 this . 
moves me. Has your Emperor the heart of a man ? ” 

“I know enough of our Emperor,” answered the Prince, warmly, 
‘to know that the moment these papers reaeh him, Peschicra is 
mined, and your friend is restored to his honours. You will live to 
see the daughter, to whom .you w*ould have given a cliild’s place at 
your hearth, the weaJtliiest heiress of Italy — ^the bride of some noble 
lover, with rank only below the supremacy of kings I” 

“ Ah I ” said Harley, in a sharp accent, and turning very pale— “ ah, 
I shall not see her that ! I shall never visit Italy again! never see 
her more — never, after she has once quitted this climate of cold iron 
cares and formal duties — ^never, never!” He turned his head for a 
moment, and then came with qiiick step to Leonard. “ But you, O 
Jiappy poet ! !No Ideal can ever be lost to you. You are independent 
of real life. Would that 1 were a poet 1” He smiled sadly. 

“ You would not say so, perhaps, my dear lord,” answxrcd Leonard, 
with equal sadness, “if you knew howhttlo what you call ‘the ideal’ 
replaces to a poet the loss of one aftcction in the genial human world, 
independent of real life ! Alas ! nc). And 1 have Jierc the confes- 
sions of a tme poet-soul, which I will entreat you to read at leisure ; 
and when you have read, say if you would still, be a poet ! ” 

He took forth IN ora’s manuscripYs as he spoke. 

“ Place them yonder, in my escritoire, Leonard ; I will read them 
lalcr.” * 


• “ Do so, and with heed; lor to me there is much here that involves 



varieties in Evfli;rsn liek. §77 

my own life— irnicli that is still a mystery, and which I tliink you can 
unravel ! ” 

“ I ! ” exclaimed Harley ; and he was moving towards the escritoire^ 
in a drawer of which Leonard had carefully deposited the papers, 
when, once more, but this time violently, the door was thrown open, 
and Gflicomo rushed into the room, accompanied by Lady Lansmere. 

“ Oh, my lord, my lord ! ” cried Giacomo, in Italian, ** the signo- 
rina ! the signorina ! — ^Violante!” • 

‘‘ Wluit or her ? Mother, mother ! what of her ? Speak, speak ! ” 

“ Slio has gone — left our house ! 

“ Loft ! No, no ! ” cried Giacomo. She must have been deceived 
or forced away. The Count ! the Count ! Oh, my good lord, save 
licr, as you once saved her father!” 

“ Hold ! ” cried Harley. “ Give me your arm, mother. A second 
such blow ill blV. is beyond the strength of man — at least it is beyond 
mim^j So, so ! — 1 am bettcr now I Thank you, mother. Stand back, 
all of you — give me air. So the Count has triumphed, and Violante 
has lied 'with him 1 Explain all — can bear it ! ” 
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INITIAL CHAPTEK. 

WHEREIN THE CAXTON FAMILY REAPPEAR. 

“ Aoa]n,” quoth iny father — “again behold us ! We who greeted 
ihe commencement of your narrative, who absented ourselves in the 
inid -course when we coidd but obstruct the current of events, and 
jostle personages more important — now gather round the close. 
Still, as the chorus to the drama, we circle round the altar with the 
solemn but dubious chant which prepares the audicnco for the oom- 
nlction of the appointed destinies: though still, ourselves, unaware 
now the skein is to be unravelied, and where the slices are to 
descend.” 

So there they stood, the Eamily of Caxton — aU grouping round me 
—all eager officiously to question-some over-anxious prematurely to 
criticise. 

“ Violante can’t have voluntarily gone off with that horrid Count,” 
said my mother but perhaps she 'was deceived, like Eugenia by 
Mr. Eellamy, in the novel of ‘ Camilla.’ ” 

“ Ha I” said my father, “ and in /hat case it is tiir<e yet to steal a 
liint from Clarissa Harlowe, and make Yiolante die less of a broken 
heart than a sullied honour. She is one of those girls who ought to 
be killed I AU things about her forebode an early tomb !” 

“ .Dear, dear !” cned Mrs. Caxton, • I hope not IV 
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“Pooh., hrother,” said the Captain, "we have had enongn of ihe 
tomb in the history of poor Nora. The whole story grows out of a 
grave, and if to a grave it must return— if, Pisistratus, you must kiK 
fomehodv, kill Levy.” 

" Or the Count,” said my mother, with unusual teculence. 

"Dr Randal Leslie,” said Semihs. “I should like to have % post- 
mortem cast of his head— it would be an instructive study.” 

Here there was a general confuision of tongues, all present con- 
airing to bewilder the unfortunate author with their various and 
discordant counsels how to wind up his story and dispose of his 
characters. 

" Silence ! ” cried Pisistratus, clapping his hands to both ears. " I 
can no more alter the fate allotted to each of the personages whom 
you honour with your interest than I can change your own; like 
you, they must go where events lead them, urged on by their own 
characters and the agencies of others. Providence so pervadingly 
governs the universe, that vou cannot strike it even out of a book. 
The author may beget a character, but the moment the character 
comes into action, it escapes from his hands — plays its own part, and 
fulfils its own inevitable doom.” 

^ " Besides,” said Mr. Squills, "it is easy to sec, from the phrenolo- 
gical development of the organs in those several heads winch Pisis- 
tratus lias allowed us to examine, that we have seen no creations of 
mere fiction, but living persons, whose true liistory has set in move- 
ment their various bumps of Amativeuess, Constructiveness, Acqui- 
sitiveness, Ideality, Wonder, Comparison, &c. They must act, and 
they must end, according to the influences of their crania. Thus we 
find, in Randal Leslie the predominant organs of Constructiveness, 
Secretiveness, Comparison, and Eventualitv — wliile Benevolence, 
Conscientiousness, Adhesiveness, are utterly niL Now, to divine 
how such a man must end, we must first see what is the general com- 
positioH of the society in which he moves,— in short, what other gases 
are brought into contact with his phlogiston. As to Leonard, and 
Harley, and Audley Egerton, surveying them phrenologically, 1 should 
say that 

" Hash ! ” said my father, "Pisistratus has dipped his pen in the 
ink, and it seems to me easier for the wisest man that ever lived to 
account for what others have dojae, than to predict what they should 
do. Phrehologists discovered that M». Thiutell had a very fine organ 
of Conscientiousness, yet, somehow or other, that erring personage 
contrived to knock the brains out of his friend’s organ of Individu- 
ality. Therefore I rise to propose a Resolution — ^that this meeting bo 
ad-journed tiU. Pisistratus has completed his narrative ; and we shall 
then have the satisfaction of knowing that it ought, according to 
every principle of nature, science, and art, to havC been completed 
differently. Why should we deprive ourselves of that pleasure r ” 

"I 'second the motion,” said the Captain; "hut if Levy be not 
hanged, I shall say that there is an end of all poetical justice.” 

“ Take care of poor Helen,” said Blanche, tenderly ; " not that 1 
lyould have you forget Violante.” 

" Pish ! and sit down, or thc^ shall both die old maids.” 
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rriglitcned at that threat, Blanche, With a deprecating look, drew 
her stool quietly near me, as if to place her two protegees in an 
atmosphere mesmerised to matrimonial attractions ; and my mother 
set hard to work — at a new frock for the baby. Unsoftened by these 
undue female influences, Pisistratus "wrote on at the dictation of the 
relentless Pates. His pen was of iron, and his heart was of a^anite. 
Pie was «a3 insensible to the existence of wife and baby, as ifhe had 
never paid a house-bill, nor rushed from a nursery at tlie sound of an 
mftmt squall. 0 blessed privilege df Authorship ! 

“ O testudinis auresc 

Dulccm quae strepitum. Fieri, temperas ! 

O rautis quoque piscibus 
Douatwa cycni, si libeat, soimm !”• 


CHAPTER U. 

It is necessary to go somewhat back in the course of this nan*»<i'rc, 
and account to the reader for the disappearance of Violante. 

It may be remembered tliat Pescliicra, scared by the sudden approach 
of Lord L’Estrange, had little time for farther w^ords to the young 
Italian than those wliicli expressed his intention w renew the con- 
ference, and press for her decision. But the next day, when he re- 
entered the garden secretly and stealthily, as before, \ ioiantc did not 
appear. And alter watchmg round the i)rccincts till dusk, the Count 
retreated, with an indignant conviction that his arts had failed to 
enlist on his side either the heart or the imagination of his intended 
victim. He began now to revolve, and to discuss with Levy, the 
possibilities of one of those bold and violent incasm-es, which were 
favoured by bis reckless daring and desperate condition. But Levy 
treated with such just ridicule any suggestion to abstrjvct Yiolante by 
ibrcc from Lord Laiismcre’s house, — so scouted the notions of noc- 
turnal assault, with the devices of scaling windows and rope-ladders, 
that the Count reluctantly abandoned that romance of villauy so 
unsuited our sober capital, and wliicli would no doubt have termi- 
nated ill his c^ture by the police, with the prospect of committal to 
thf House of Correction. 

Levy liimseJf found his invention at fault, and Randal Leslie was 
called into consultation. The usurer had contrived that Randalls 
schemes of fortune and advancement were so based upon Levy’s aid 
and connivance, that the young man, with dl his desire rattier to 
make instruments of other men, than to be himself their instrument, 
found his superior intellect as completely a slave to Levy’s more 
exneneiiced crait, as ever subtle Gfenius of air was subject to fhe 
vulgar Sorcerer of earth. 

His acquisition of the anccstraUacres, — his anticipated seat in Par- 
Jiaraent,-— his chance of ousting Prank from the heritage of Hazei 

* O Muse, who dost temper the sweet sound of the ffolden shell of the tortoiHi^ 
BUrl oouldst also grlve, were it needed, to silpnt hslms the song; of the swan ! 
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doan, were all as strings that jJulled him to and fro, like the puppet 
in the sleek filbert-nailed fingers ofi the smiling showman, who could 
exhibit him to the admiration of a crowd, or cast him away into dust 
and lumber. 

llfmdal gnawed his lip in the sullen wrath of a man who biclos lirs 
hour of future emancipation, and lent his brain to tlic liire,of the 
present serritude, in mechanical acquiescence. The inliercnt supe- 
riority of the profound young schemer bccainc instantly apparent over 
the courage of Pcschicra, and the'^ractised wit of the Baron. 

“Your sister,” said llandal to the former, “must be the active 
agent in the first and most difficult part of your enterprise. Violante 
cannot be taken by force from Lord Lansmere’s— she must be induced 
to leave it with her own consent. A female is needed here. Wennan 
can best decoy woman.” 

“Admirably said,” quoth the Count; “but Beatrice has grown 
restive, and though hfir dowry, and therefore her very iiiarriagc with 
that (;xc(illent young llazeldcan, depend on my own alliance with my 
fair kinswoman, she has grown so indifferent to my success, that I 
dare not reckon on her aid. Between you and me, though she was 
once very eager to be married, she now seems to slrink from the 
notion ; and I liave no other hold over her.” 

“ Has she not seen some one, and lately, whom she preders to poor 
Frank?” 

“ 1 suspect that she has ; but I know not whom, unless it be that 
detested L’Estrange 

“Ah— well, well. Interfere with her no farther yourself, but have 
all in readiness to quit England, as you had before proposed, as soon 
as Violante be in your power.” 

“ All is in readiness,’’ said the Count. “ Levy has agreed i,o pur- 
chase a famous sailing-vessel of one of his clients. 1 have engaged a 
score or so of determined outcasts, accustomed to the sea—Gimocse, 
Corsicans, Sardinians — ex-Carbonari of the best sort, — no silly palriotvS, 
but liberal cosmopolitans, who have iron at the disposal of any man’s 
gold. I have a priest to perform the nuptial service, and deat ti) any 
lair lady’s ‘No.’ Once at sea, and wherever 1 land, Violante will lean 
on iny arm as Countess of Peschiera.” 

“But Violante,” said llandal, doggedly, determined not to yield to 
the disgust with which the Count’s audacious cynicism filled even 
him—** but Violante cannot be removed in broad daylight at once to 
such a vessel, nor from a quarter so populous as that in which your 
sister resides.” 

“I have thought of that tfio,” said the Count: “my emissaries 
have found me a house close by the nver, and safe for our purpose as 
the dungeons of Venice.” 

“ 1 wish not to know aU this,” answered Bandab quickly ; “ you 
will instruct Madame di Negra where to take Violante~my t:ask 
limits itself to the fair inventions that belong to intellect; what 
belongs to force is not in my province. 1 will go at once to your 
•ister, whom I think I can influence more eftectually than you can ; 
though later I may give you a hint to guard against the chance of 
her remorse. Meanwhile as, tbe moment Violante disappears, sus- 
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picion would fall upon you, show yourself constantly in public 
surrounded by your friends. Ba able to account for every hour of 
your time 

“An alibi interrupted the cidevant solicitor. 

* “ Exactly so, Baron. Complete the purchtise of the vessel, and let 
the Cojint man it as he proposes. I wui communicate with you both 
as soon as I can put ^mu into action. To-day I shall have much to 
do ; it wiU be done.*' 

As Jliindal left the room. Levy followed liini. 

“ Wiat you propose t() do will be well done, no doubt,” quoth the 
usurer, linking his arm in Bandars ;* “ but take care that you don’t 
jrct yourself into a scra])e. so as to damage your character. I have 
great hopes of you in public life ; and in public life character is neces- 
sary — ^that is, so far as honour is concerned.” 

“J danuige my character! — and for a Count Pescliiera!” said 
llandah opening his eyes. “ I ! Wuit do you take me for?” 

The Baron let go his hold. 

“ Tliis boy ought to rise very liigb,” said he to himself, as he turned 
back to the Count. 


CHAI’TEB. III. 

Banhal’s acute faculty of comprehension had long since surmised 
tlu^ truth that Beatrice’s views and temper of mind had been strangely 
and suddenly altered by some such revoluti9u as passion only can 
effect ; that pique or disappointment liad mingled with the motive 
which had induced her to accept the hand of his rash young kinsman ; 
and that, instead of the resigned indifference with which she might 
at one time have contemplated any marriage that could free her from 
a position tliat perpetually milled her pride, it was uow with a repug- 
nance, visible to liandal’s keen eye, that she shrank from the per- 
formance of that pledge which Erank had so dearly bought. The 
temptations which the Count could Jiolcl out to her to become his 
accomplice in designs of which the fraud and perfidy would revolt her 
better nature, had ceased to be of avail. A dowrj^ had grown Vidue- 
iess, since it would but hasten the ifUjjtials from which she recoiled. 
Kandal felt that he could not secure lu'r aid, except by working on a 
passion so turbulent as to coiilbund her judgment. Such a passion 
he recognised in jealousy. Hi? had orfee doubted if Harley were the 
object of her love ; yet, after all, was it not probable ? He knew, at 
least, of no one else i,o suspect. If so, he had but to whisper, 
“ Violante is yquy rival. Yiofante removed, your beauty may find its 
natural effect; if not, you arc an Italian/ and you wdl be at least 
avenged.” He saw still more reason to suppose that LordL’Estraiige 
was indeed the one by whom he dbuld rule Beatrice, since, the last 
time he had seen her, she had questioned him with much cagcTiiess 
Hs to the family of Lord Lansmerc, especially as to the female part of 
It. Randal had then judged it prudei^; to avoid speaking of Violante 
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and feigned ignorance; but promised to ascertain all particulars bv 
the time he next saw the Marchesa. It was the warmth with which 
she had thanked liim, tlmt had set his busy mind at work to copjec- 
ture the cause of her curiosity so earnestly aroused, and to ascribe 
that cause to jealousy. If Harley loved Violante (as Randal himself 
had before supposed), the little of passion that the young man admitted 
to iiimself was enlisted in aid of Peschiera’s r-chernes. Por though 
Randal did not 1ov(j Violante, he cordially disliked L^Estrangc, and 
would have gone as Ihr to render that dislike vindictive as a cold 
refisoner, intent upon worldly fortunes, will ever suffer mere hate to 
influence him. 

“ At the worst,” tliought Randal, “ if it he not Harley, touch the 
chord of jealousy, and its vibration will direct me right.” 

Thus soliloquising, he arrived at Madame di Negra’s.- 

Now, in reality, the Marcliesa^s inquiries as to Lord Lanpierc’s 
family had their source in the misgidded, restless, despairing interest 
with which she still clung to the image of the young noet, wiiom 
Randal had no reason lo suspect. I'hat interest had become yet 
more keen from the impatient misery she had felt ever since she had 
plight(id herself to anotlier. A wild hope that she might yet escape — 
a vague regretful thought that she had beeu too hasty m dismissing 
Leonard from her presence — ^that she ought rather to have courted 
liis liiendship, and oontend(;d against lier unknown rival, at times 
drew her wayward mind wholly from the future to which she liad 
consigned herself. And. to do her justice, though her sense of duty 
was so defective, and the principles which should have guided her 
conduct were so lost to her sight, still her feelings towards the 
generous Ilazeldeau were not so hard and blunted hut what her own 
ingratitude added to her torment ; and it seemed as if the soul atone- 
ment she could make to him w^as to find an excuse to withdraw her 
promise, and save him from herself. She had caused Leonard’s steps to 
be watched ; she had found that he visited at Lord Lansmere’s ; that 
he had gone there often, and stayed there long. She had learned 
in the iicighourhood tliat Lansmere had one or two young female 
guests staying with her. Surely this was the attraction— here was the 
rival ! 

Randal found Beatrice in a state of mind that favoured his puipose. 
And first turning his conversation on Harley, and noting that her 
countenance dicT not change, by little and little he drew forth her 
secret. 

I'licft said Randal, gravely, ‘‘If one whom you honour with a 
tender thought visits at Lord Eansmere’s house, you liave, indeed, 
cause to fear for yourself, to hope for your brother’s success in the 
object which has brought liim to England — for a girl of surpassing 
beauty is a guest in Lord Lansraere’s house ; anq 1 will now tell 
you that that girl is she whom Count Pescliiera would make his bride.’^ 

As liandal thus spoke, and saw how his listener’s brow darkened 
and her (iye flashed, he felt that his accomplice was secured. Violante ! 
Had not Leonard spoken of Violante, and with such praise ? Had 
not Ids boyhood been passed under her eyes ? WIio but Violante 
could be the rival ? Beatrice’s abrupt exclamations, after a momenPi 
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pause, reveided to Randal the advantage he had gained. And partly 
by rousing her jealousy into revenge— partly by flattering her love 
with assunmces that it Violantc were lairly removed from England, 
were the wife of Count Peschiera— it would be impossible tliat 
Leonard could remain insensible to her own attraotions— that he, 
litindab would underf^a-kc to free her honourably from her engage- 
ment to Prank Hazellean, and .obtain from her brother the acquittal 
of the debt which hadiflrst fettered her hand to that confiding suitor 
— he did not miit the Marchcsa untfl she had not only promised to do 
aU that Randal might suggest, but impetuously urged liim to mature 
his plans, and hasten the hour to accomplish them. Randal then 
walked some minutes musing and slow along the streets, revolving 
the next meshes in Ms elaborate and most subtle web. And here Ms 
cralt luminously devised its master-piece. 

It Avas necessary, during any interval that might elapse between 
Violante’s disappearance and her departure from Eng:lana, in order to 
divert suspicion from Peschiera (who might otherwise be detained), 
that some caus(j for her voluntary absence from Lord Lansmere’s 
should be at least assignable ; it was still more necessary that Randal 
Mmself should stand wliolly clear from any surmise that he could liave 
connived at tlie Count’s designs, even should their actual perpetrator 
bo discovercid or conjectured. To elfect these objects, Randal hastened 
to Norwood, and obtained an inf erview with Riccabocoa. In seeming 
agitation and alarm, he informed the exile that he hud reason to know 
that Peschiera had succeeded in obtaining a secret intcrvicAV with 
Violante. and he feared liad made a certain favourable impression on 
Jier mincl ; and speaking as if with the jealousy of a lover, he entreated 
Riccabocoa to authorise Randal’s direct proposals to Yiolante, and to 
require her consent to their immediate nuptials. 

The poor Italian was confounded with the intelligence conveyed to 
him ; and his almost superstitious fears of Ms brilliant enemy, con- 
mined with Ms opinion of the susceptibility to outward attractions 
common to all the female sex, made him not only implicitly credit,^ 
hut even exaggerate, the dangers that Randal intimated. The ideaoi 
his daughter’s marriage with Randal, towards wMch he had lately 
cooled, he now gratefully welcomed. 

Rut his first natural suggestion was to go, or send, for Violante, 
and bring her to his own house. This, however, Randal artfully 
opposed. 

“ Alas ! I know,” said he. “ that Peschiera has discovered your 
retreat. ; and surely she would be fair less sate here than where sue is 
now ! ” I 

“ Rut, diamlo ! you say the man has seen her where she is noAv, in 
spite of all Lady Lansmerc’s promises and Harley’s precautions.” 

“ True. Of mis PeschieraRoasted to me. He euected it not, of 
'coiii'sc, openly, but in some disguise. I am sufficiently, however, in 
ills confidence— (any man may be that with so audacious a braggart) 
— to deter him from renewing his attempt for some days. JMeanwhile, 
I or yourself will have discovered some surer home than this, to which 
you can remove, and then will be the proper time to take back your 
daughter. And for the present, if y§u win send by me a letter to en- 
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join her to receive me as heJ future bridegroom, it will necessarily 
divert all thought at once fivm the Count ; I shall be able to detect, 
by the maimer in which she receives me, how far the Count has over- 
stated the effect he pretends to have produced. You can give me also 
a letter to Lady Lansmere, to prevent your defughter coming hither. 
0, sii‘, do not reason with me. Have indulgcnse for iny lovers fears. 
Believe that I advise for the best. Have I nit the keenest interest 
to do so ?” . , 

Like many a man who is wise enough with pen and paper before 
him, and plenty of time wlicrewitli to get np his wisdom, iliccaboecfi 
was flurnod, nervous, and confused, when that wisdom was called 
upon for any readv exertion.^ Jfi*oni the tree of knowledge he liad 
taken grafts enough to serve for a forest ; but the whole forest could 
not spare him a handy walking-stick. The great folio of tlie dead 
Machiavelli laynscless before him— the living Macliiavelli of daily 
life stood all puissant by his side. The Sage was as su])])lc to the 
Sciiemcr as the Clairvovant is to the Mesmerist. And tlie l(;an, slight 
fingers of Kandal actually dictated almost the very words tiial/ llicca- 
bocca wrote to liis child and Imr liostess. 

The pliilosopher would have liked to consult his wife ; but he was 
ashamed to confess that weakness. Suddenly he remcndiei-ed Harley, 
and said, as Randal took up the letters wliicli liiccabocca liaa 
indited — 

“ There— that will give us time ; and I will send to Lord L’Es- 
trangc and talk to him.” 

My noble friend,” r^b'ed Randal, mournfully, “ may I entreat 
yon not to see Lord L’Estningc until at least I have pleaded my 
cause to your daughter— until, indeed, she is no longer under his 
fatlier’s roof.” 

‘‘ And why?” 

“ Because I presume that you arc sincere when you deign to receive 
me as a son-in-law, and because I am sure that Lord Jj^Estrange would 
hear with distaste of your disposition in my favour. Am I not 
right?” 

Riccabocca was silent. 

“ And though his arguments would fail with a man of your honour 
and discernment, they might have more effc(;t on the vimng mind of 


muiciuic, i uupiujc ^uu, tu jjuru jj a’j5>i>raiige iiu viuianie uas ac- 
cepted my hand, or at least slic is again under your charge; 
''tfierwisc take back your letter — ^it would bo of no avail!” 

“ Perhaps you are right. Certainly Lord L’Estrange is prejudiced 
against you ; or rather, he thinks too much of what I have Dcen— too 
little of what I am.” 

“ Who can see you, and not do so ? I pardon him.” After kissing * 
the hand which the exile modestly sought to withdraw from that act 
of homage, Randal pocketed the letters ; and, as if struggling with 
emotion, rushed from the house. 

Now, 0 curious reader, if thou wilt heedfuUy observe to what uses 
Randal Leslie put those letters'^-^what speedy aud direct results he 
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arew forth from cievices which would sdem to an honest simple under* 
standing the most roundabout wire-drawn wastes of invention — I 
almost fear that in thine admiration for his cleverness, thou mayest 
half forget thy contempt for his knavery. 

But when the headlis very full, it does npt do to have the heart 
very enipty ; there is iich a thing as being top-heavy ! 


CHAPTER IV. 

Helen and Violantc had been conversing together, and Helen had 
obeyed her guardian’s injunction, and spoken, though briefly, of her 
positive engagement to Harley. However much v iolante had been 
prejmred for the confidence, however clearly she had divined that 
engagement, however before persuaded that the dream of her child- 
hood was fled for ever, still the positive truth, coming from Helen’s 
own lips, was attended with that an^rdsh which proves now impossible 
it is to prepare the human heart for the final verdict which slays its\ 
future. She did not, however, betray her emotion to Helen’s akless 
eyes ; sorrow, deep-seated, is seldom seK-betrayed. But, after a little 
wliile, she crept away ; and, forgetful of Peschiera, of all things that 
could threaten danger (what danger could harm her more !). she glided 
from the house, and went lior desolate way under the 'leafless wintry 
trees. Ever and anon she paused — ever and anon she murmured the 
same words : “ If she loved him, I could bo consoled ; but she does 
not ! or liow could she have spoken to me so calmly ! how could her 
very looks have been so sad 1 Heartless ! — heartless ! ” 

Then there came on her a vehement resentment against poor Helen, 
that almost took the character of scorn or hate — its excess startled 
herself. “ Am I grown so mean ? ” she said ; and tears that .humbled 
her, rushed to her eyes. “Can so short a time alter one thus? 
Impossible !” 

Randal Leslie rang at the front gate, inquired for Yiolante, and. 
catching sight of her form as he 'walked towards the house^ advanced 
boldly and openly. His voice starthd her as she leant against one of 
the dreary trees, still muttering to hcrsclf—forlorn. “ I nave a letter 
to you from your father, Signorina,’^ said Randal. “ But, before I 
give it to your hands, some cxidanation is necessary. Condescend, 
then, to hear me.” Violante sho^k her liead impatiently, and 
stretched forth her hand for the hdtef. Randal observed her coim- 
t enance with his keen, cold, searching eye ; but he still withheld the 
.etter, and continued, after a pause — 

“ 1 know that y#3u w ere bom to princely fortunes ; and the excuse 
for my addressing you now is, that your birthright is lost to you, at 
least unless you can consent to a union with the man wdio has 
despoiled you of your heritage — ft union which your father would 
deem dishonour to youi’self and liim. Signorina, I might have pre- 
sumed to love you ; but I should not have named that love, liad your 
father not encouraged me by his assent to my suit.” 
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Violaiite tumea to the speaker, her face eloquent with haug^hty 
suiprise. Randal met tlie gaze unmoved. He continued, without 
warmth, and in the tone of one who reasons calmly, rather than of one 
who feels acutely — 

“ The man of whom 1 spoke is in pursuit of p^ou. I have cause to 
believe that this person has already intruded lii^iself upon yov,. Ah ! 
your countenance owns it : you have seen Pes^ hiera ? This house is, 
then, less safe than your father deemed it. IS 3 liouse is sale for you 
but a husband’s. I oiler to yorf my name — ^i.; is a gentleman’s ; my 
fortune, which is small ; the participation in my hopes of tlie future, 
which are large. I place now your father’s letter in your hand, ana 
await your answer.” Randal bowed slightly, gave the letter to 
Violante, and retired a few paces. 

It was not his object to conciliate Violante’s affection, but rather 
to excite her repugnance, or at least her terror — ^we must wait to 
discover why ; so he stood apart, seemingly in a kind of self-conlidciit 
indifference, while the girl read the following letter : — 

“ My child, receive with favour Mr. Leslie. He has my consent to 
ad(kess you as a suitor. Circumstances, of which it is needless now 
to inform you, render it essential to my very peace and happiness that 
your marriage should be immediate. Li a word, 1 have given my 
promise to Mr. Leslie, and I confidently leave it to the daughter of 
rny house to redeem the pledge of her anxious and tender father.” 

The letter dropped from Violante’s hand. Randd approached, and 
restored it to her. Their eyes met. Yiolante recoiled. 

“ I cannot marry you,” said she, passional ely. 

Indeed!” answered Randal, drily. “Is it because you caimot 
love me ?” 

“Yes.” 

“ I did not expect that you would as yet, and I still persist in my 
suit. I have proiiiised to your father that I would not recede Ixlbrc 
your first unconsidered refusal.” 

“ I will go to my father at once.” 

“ Does he request you to do so in his letter ? Look again. Pardon 
me, but he foresaw your impetuosity; and 1 have another note for 
Lady Lansmere^ in wliich he begs her ladyship not to sanetion your 
relurn to him (should you so* wish) until he come or scud for you 
himself. He will do so whenever your word has redeemed liis own.” 

“ And do you dare to talk to me thus, and yet pretend to love 
mo?” 

Randal smiled ironically. 

“ i pretend but to wed you. Love is a subject on which I might 
have spoken formerly, or may speak hereafter. 1 give you some little 
time to consider, when I next call, let me hope that we may fix the 
day for our wedding.” 

“Never!” 

“ You will be, then, the first daughter of your house who disobeyed 
a father; and you will have this additional crime, that you disobeyed 
him in his sorrow, his exile, and his fall.” 
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Vioknte wrung her hands. 

“ Is there no choice — no escape ?” 

“ I see none for either. Listen to me. I love you, it is true ; but 
t is not for my happiness to mjirry one who dislikes me, nor for my 
LUibition to connect myself with one whose povertj^ is greater than 
ny ow». I marry bu| to keep my plighted faith with your Mlier. 
nd to save you from i villain you would hate more than myself, and 
rom whom no walls ale a barrier, no laws a defence. One person, 
ndeed, might perhaps iiave preserved you from the misery you seem 
o anticipate with me ; that person might defeat the plans of your 
athcr’s foe—elFect, it might be, terms which could revoke his 
>anishment and restore his honours ; that person is ** 

“ Lord L’Estrange P” 

“ Lord L’Estrange !” repeated Eandal sharply, and watching her 
lale parted lips and her changing colour ; “ Lord L’Estrange ! What 
ould he do ? Why did you name him ?” 

Violante turned aside. “He saved my father once,” said she, 

“ An$ has interfered, and trifled, and promised. Heaven knows 
^hat, ever since — yet to what end ? Pooh ! The person I speak of 
our father would not consent to see — ^would not beheve if he saw 
ler ; yet she is generous, noble — could sympathise with you both. 
)he is the sister of your father’s eneTny~the Marchesa di Negra. 

am convinced that she has great influence with her brotlier^that 
he has known enough of his secrets to awe liim into renouncing all 
.esims on yourself ; but it is idle now to speak of her.” 

“No, no,” exclaimed Violante. “Tell me where she lives — I will 
ee her.” 

“Pardon me, I cannot obey you; and, indeed, her own pride is 
nw aroused by your father’s unfortunate prejudices against her. It 
3 too late to count, unon her aid. You turn from me — my presence 
3 unwelcome. "1 rid you of it now. But welcome or unwelcome, 
iter you must endure it— and for life.” 

Eandal again bowed witli formal ceremony, w^aJked towards the 
lOuse, and asked for Lady Laiismere. The countess was at home, 
landal delivered Eiccabocca’s note, which was very short, implying 
hat he feared Peschiera had discovered his retreat — and requestiug 
jady Laiismere to retain Violante, whatever her own desire, till her 
idyship heard from liim again. 

The Countess read, and her lip curled in disdain. “Strange!” 
aid she, half to herself. 

“Strange!” said liaiidal, “that a •man like your correspondent 
liquid fear one like the Count di Peschiera. Is that it P” 

“ Sir,” said the Countess, a little surprised — “ strange that any 
lan should fear another in a country like ours !” 

“I don’t know,” said Eandal. with liis low soft laugh; “I fear 
lany men, and 1 know many who ought to fear me ; yet at every 
urn of the street one meets a policeman ! ” 

“ Yes,” said Lady Lansmere. “ But to suppose that this profligiile 
oreigner could cany away a girl like Violante against lier will— a man 
he has never s^eiv, and whom she mi^t have been taught to hate I” 
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"Be on your guard, nevertheless, I pray you, madam; 'where 
there’s a will there’s a way/ ’* 

llandal took his leave, and returned to Madame di Negra’s. lie 
stayed with her an hour, revisited the Count, and then strolled to 
Limmer’s, i i , 

"Kandal,” said the Squire, who looked pile and worn, hut who 


scorned to confess the 
yearned for his rebellious 
do in London ; can you coi 


he still gncved and 
have nothing now to 
and take to fanning ? 


i remember that you showed a good deal of sound knowledge about 


thin sowing.” , , . . 

“ My dear sir, I will come to you as soon as the general election is 
over.” 


“ What the deuce have you got to do with the general election ? ” 

“ Mr. Egerton has some wish that 1 should enter Parliament ; 
indeed, negotiations for that purpose are now on fool.” 

The Squire shook his head. “ I don’t like my half-brother’s 
pohtics.’* 

“I shm be quite independent of them,” cried Kandal, loftily; 
that independence is the condition for wliich I stipulate.” 

“Glad to hear it: and if vou do come into Parliament, I hope 
you’ll not turn ydur back on the land ?” 

“Turn my back on the land!” cried Randal, with devout horror, 
“ Ob *sir ! I am not so unnatural I” 

“That’s the right way to put it,” emoth the credulous Squire; 
“ it is unnatural ! It is tdrnmg one’s hack on one’s own ihother. 
The land is a mother ” 


“To those who live by her, ceri,a,inly, — a mother,” said Randal, 
CTavely. “And thougli, indeed, my father starves by her rather than 
lives, and Rood Hall is not like Ilazeldcan, still — — ; — ” 

“ Hold your tongue,” internipted the Squire ; “ I want to 1 alk to 
you. Your grandmother was a llazeldean.” 

“Her picture is in the drawing-room at Hood. People think me 
very like her.” 

“Indeed I ” said the Squire. “ The Hazcldeans are generally inclined 
to be stout and rosy, which you are certainly not. But no fault of 
yours. We are all as Heaven made us I Hpwever, to the point. I 
am going to alter my will — [said with a choking gmp]. This is the 
rough draft for the lawyers to Avwrk upon.” 

“ Pray — pray, sir, do not speak to me on such a subject. I cannot 
bear to contemplate even the possibility of— of ” 

“ My death r Ha ! ha I Nonsense. My own son calculated on 
the date of it by the insurance tables. Ha, lui, ha ! A very fashion- 
able son— eh 1 Ha, ha ! ” 

“Poor Frank ! do not let him suffer for a momentary forgetfulness 
of right feeling. Whendie comes to be maiiied to that foreign lady, 
and be a father himselt’ he ” 

“ Father himself ! ” burst forth* the Squire. “ Father to a swarm 
of sallow-faced Popish tiulpoles 1 No foreign frogs shall hop about 
my grave in Hazeldean churchyard. No, no. But you need not look 
so repsoachful — ^I’m not going tp disinherit Frank.” 
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“ Of course not,” said Randal, ■with a* bitter curve in the that 
rebelled gainst the joyous smile which he sought to impose on it. 

‘‘No— I shall leiivc him the life-interest in the greater part of the 
.property ; but if he marly a foreigner, her children will not succeed— 
you will stand after liifc in that case.^ But — (now don’t interrupt 
■me) — ^but»Brank looks » if he would live longer tlian you^so small 
thanks to me for my gfcd intentions, you may 6a.y; 1 mean to do 
more for yon than a merl barren place in the entail. What do you 
say to inaiTying ?” 

“Just as you please,” said Randal, meekly. 

“Good. There’s Miss Sticktoriglits disengagea— gn^at heiress. 
Her lands run on to Rood. At one time 1 thought of her for that 
"traceless puppy of mine. But T can manage mor(5 easily to make 
lip tlie match for you. There’s a mortgage on the prop^y; old 
Sticktoriglits would he very glad to pay it off. I’ll pav it out of 
the Ilazeldeaii estate, and give up the right of way into the bargain. 
You understand ? So come down as soon as yon can, hnd coui't tlie 
young lady yourself.” 

Randal expressed his thanks with much grateful eloquence ; and 
he then delicai.ely insinuated, that if the Squire ever did inean to 
bestow upon liini any pr^cuniary favours (always without injury to 
hVank), it would gratify him more to win back some portions of the 
old estate of Rood, than to have all the acres of the Sticktoriglits, 
however free from any other iiiciinibranoe than the amiable heiress. 

The Squire lisimu'cl to Randal with benignant attention. This 
wisli the country gentleman could well understand and sympathise 
with. He iiroiiiised to innnirc into 1lie matier, and to see wliat could 
be done wit h old Thuruhtli. 

Randal here let out that ^Ir. I’hovnhill -was about to dispose of a 
large slice of the aueient Leslie estate through Levy, and that he, 
Ruudfd, (H)iild t hus get it at a raoj*e moderate price than would be 
natni-nl if Mr, Thoriiliill knew that his neighbour the Squire would 
bid for the purchase. 

“ Better say notliiug about it either to Levy or Thornhill.” 

* “ Right,” said the Sepdre. “ No proprietor likes to sell to another 
proprietor, in the same shire, as largely acred as himself : it spoils 
the balance of ))ower. See to, the business yourself; and if 1 can 
help you with, the purchase (after that boy is married — I can attend 
io nothing before), will.” 

R^iiidal now went to Egei*ton’s. The statesman was in his library, 
.sei-tliug the accounts of his lioiisc-ste’mird, and giving brief orders 
for the reduction of Ids establishment to that of an ordinary private 
g(mtlemiiii. 

“ 1 may go abroad if 1 lose my election,” sidd Egerton, condescend- 
mg to assign to hts servant a n^ason for his ticonomy ; “ and if 1 do 
not. lose it, still, now I am out of othee, 1 shall live much in private.” 

“ Do I disturb you, sir ? ” said Randal, entering. 

“ No — have just done.” 

The house-steward withdrew, much surprised and disgusted, and 
meditating tlic resignation of Ids own office — ^in order, not like Eger- 
'on, to save, but to spend. The lioust;-steward had i.)rivate dealings 
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with Baron Levy, and wa^ in fact the veritable X.Y. of fte Tmen, 
for whom Dick Avenel had been mistaken. He invested Ms. wages 
and perquisites in the discount of bills; and it was part of his o^vn 
money that had (though unknown to himself) swelled the last live 
thousand pounds w'hich Egerton bad borrow;^d from lievy. . 

“ I have settled with our committee ; an^ with T^pra Iiansmere’s 
consent,” said Egerton, briefly, ‘'you will ^tand for the borough, as 
we proposed, in conjunction with myself. ji^Aud should any aocioeut 
happen to im; — that is, should* I vacate thifi. seat from any cause, you 
may succeed to it—very shortly 'Uerhaps. Injrratiatc yourself witli 
tile electors, and speak at the public-houses for both of us. 1 shah 
stand on my dignity, and leave the w'ork of the election to you. No 
thanks —you know’ now I hate thanks. Good night.” 

“ I never stood so near to fortune and to })o\vcr.” said llandal, a::: 
he slowly undressed. ^“And 1 owe it but to knowledge— knowledge 
of men —life — of all that books can teach us.” 

So his slight thin Angers dropped the extinguisher on the candle, 
and the prosperous schemer laid himself down to rest in the dark. 
Shutters closed, curtains down— never was rest more quiet, never 
was room mon; dark ! 

That m^ening, llarlv-y had dined at his fathcr’i:. Ho spoke mucL 
to Helen— scarcely at all to Violantc. But it so happened that w^heu 
later, and a little wdiile before lie took his leave, Helen, at his request, 
was playing a favourite air of his; Lady Lansmere, wdio had been 
seated betw^eeii him and Yiolaute, left the room, and Violaute turned 
quickly towards Harley. 

“ Do you know the Marchesa di Negra ? ” she asked, in a liurnC I 
voice. 

A little. Why do you ask ? ” 

“That is my secret,^' answered Violantc, trying to siriiic with her 
old frank, childlike archnes'?. “ But, tell mi^, do you think better of 
her than of her brother ? ' 

“ Certainly. 1 believe her heart to be good, and that she is no', 
wilhoiit generous qualities.” 

“ Can you not induce my father to sec her? Would you not couil 
sol him to do so ? ”, 

“ Any^wish of yours is a law to me,” aiiswered Harley, gallant] y. 
“ You wfsh ypiir father to sw her? 1 will try and persuade him i'> 
do so. Now', in retm*n, coniide to me your secret. What is yoiu- 
object ? ” 

“ Leave to return to my Jtaly. I care not for honours— for i-nnk' ; 
3iud even my father has ceased to regret tlieir loss. But the laud, 
the native land— Oh, to see it once more ! Oh, to die there ! ” 

“Die ! You children have so lately left heaven, that ye lalk as if 
rc could return there, without passing through the gates of sorrow, 
infirmity, and age ! But I thought you were content with England . 
Why so eager to leave it? Violantc, you are unkind to us— to 
Helen, who alreiuly loves you so well.” 

As Harley spoke, Helen rose from the piano, and, approaching 
Violaute, placed her 'hand caressingly on the Italian’s shouldct- 
Violanfe sluvered, and shrunk away. The eyes both of Harlev 
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and ifelen followed her. Harley’s eyes wore very gTavc and 
thoughtful. 

she'' not changed — your friend?” said he, looking down. 

* “ Yes. lately — mucll changed. I fear there is something on her 
mind— I know not whlit.’’ 

"‘All*!’’ muttered Marley, "it maybe so; but at- your age ami 
iiers, notlung rests onlthe mind long. Observe, I say the mind — tho 
heart is more tenaoioui” 

Helen sighed softly,, nut deeply. 

"And therefore,” continued Harley, half to himself, "we can 
victect when something is on the mind — some care, some feai’, some 
trouble. But when the heart closes over its own more passionate 
i sorrow, who can discover ! who conjecture ! Yet you at least, my 
pure, candid Helen— you might subject mind and heart alike to the 
fabled window of glass.” 

" Oh, no ! ” cried Helen, involuntarily. 

“ Oh, yes ! Do not let me think that you have one secret I may 
not know, or one sorrow 1 may not share. For, in our relationshipj 
that would be deceit.” 

He pressed h(!r liancl witli more than usual tenderness as he spoke, 
and shortly afterwards left the house. 

And all that night ilcleii felt like a guilty thing— more wretched 
even than Yiolaute. 


CHAPTER V.. 

Eaiilv the next morning, while Violante was still in her room, a 
letter addressed to her came by the post. The direction was in a 
strange hand. She opened it, and read, in Italian, what is thus 
» ranslated : — 

, " 1 would gladly see you, but I cannot call openly at the house in 

'wliich you live. Perhaps I may have it in niy power to arrange 
family dissensions— to repair any wrongs your father may have sus- 
tained. Perhaps I may he enabled to render yourself an essential 
service. But lor ail this, it is necessary that we should meet and 
confer frankly. Mean wliile time presses — delay is forbidden. Will 
you meet me, an hour aft er noon, m the lane, just outside the private 
gate of your gardens ? I .shall be alone, and you cannot fear to meet 
one of your own sex and a kinswoman. Ah, 1 so desire to see you ! 
Come, 1 beseech you. 

“ Beatrice.” 

Violante reaa, ana her decision was taken. She was naturally 
fearless, and there was little that sihe would not ^ve braved for 
chance of serving her father. And now all peril seemed slight in 
comparison with that which awaited her in Randal’s suit, backed by 
her father’s approval. Randal had said that Madame di iNe^a alone 
could aid her m escape from himself. • Harley had said that Aladama 
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di Negra had generous quatitics; and who but Madame di Ncgva 
would writ e herself a kinswoman, and sign herself Beatrice ? 

A little before the appointed hour, she stoic unobserved ihrouirii 
the trees, opened the little gate, and IbunJ herself in the <iniot 
solitary lane. In a few rnmutes, a female Jgurc came up, with a 
quick, light step; and, thi-owing aside her mil, said, with a sort (,f 
wild, suppressed energy, “It is you ! I was tf ily told. Beautiful 
beautiful ! And, oh ! what youvi and what bjbom ! ” 

The voice dropped mournfully; andViolan#, surprised by the tone, 
and blushing under th(i praise, remained a moment sileui, ; then sh(‘ 
said, with some liesitation— 

“ You are, I incsume, the Miirchcsa di Ncgra ? And I liave heard 
of you enougli to induce me to tnist you.” 

“ Of me ! From whom ?” asked Beatrice, almost fiercely. 

“Fj-oiu Mr. Leslie, and -and ” 

“ Go on — wliy falter r ” 

“From Lord L’Estrange.'* 

“From no one else 

“ Not that 1 rememhor.” 

Beatrice sighed heavily, and let fall her veil. Some foot-passeugei s 
now came np the lane ; and seeing two ladies, of mien so remarkfmle, 
turned round, and gjizecl curiously. 

“Wc cannot talk lierc,” said Beatrice, impatiently; “and J havii so 
much to say — so much to know. Trust me yet more; it is for your- 
self I speak. My carriage waits yonder. Come home with me — 1 \v\l\ 
not detain you an hour ; and I will bring you back.” 

This proposition startled Violante. She retreated towards the gat(‘ 
with a gesture of disseiiu. Beatrice laid her hand on the girl’s arm, 
and again lifting her veil, giu&ed at licr with a look, half of scorn, halt' 
of admiration. 

“ I too, would once liave recoiled from one step beyond thi; formal 
line by which the world divides liberty from woman. Now see liow 
bold I am. Child, child, do not trifle with your destiny. You may 
never again have the same occasion offered to you. It is not only lo 
meet yon that I am here ; I must know something of you - somei liiiig 
of your heart. Why shrink ? — ^is not the heart pure ? ” 

Violante made no answer ; but her smile, so sweet and so lofty 
humbled the questioner it rebx^cd. 

“ I may restore to Italy your father,” said Beatrice, with an [iltc'red 
voice. “ Come ! ” 

Violaut(^ approached, but still hesitatingly. 

“Not by union with your brother ? ” 

“ You dread that so much then ?” 

“Dread it? No! Why should I dread what is in my power lu 
reject. But if you can really restore my father, ail'd by nobler means, 
you inay save me for ” 

Violante stopped abruptly ; the Marchesa’s eyes sparkled. 

“ Save you for— ah ! I can guess wdiat you leave unsaid. Bui come, 
come— more strangers— see ; you shall tell me all at my own house. 
And if you can make one saeriiice, why, J will save you all else. Com« . 
or fai'ew' cU for ever ! ” t 
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Yiolaut c placed licr hand in Beatrice’s, with a frank confidence that 
orouaht the accusing? blood into the Marchesa’s cheek. 

“We are women both,” said Violante, “we descend from the same 
noble bouse; we haveiknclt alike to the same Virgin Mother; wliy 
should 1 not believe aid tnist you?” 

“ Wlvv not?” muttlrcd Beatrice, feebly* and she moved on, witli 
her head bowed on lipr breast, and all tne pride of her step was 
gone. 

They reached a carri^e that stood by the angle of the road. Bea- 
trice spok(‘. a word apan to the driver, who was an It^ian, in the pay 
of the Count ; the man nodded, and opened the carriage door. The 
ladies entered. Beatrice pulled dowm the blinds ; the man remounted 
his box, and drove on rapidly. 

Beatrice, leaning ])ack, groaned aloud. Violante drew nearer to her 
side. “Arc you in pain ?” said she, with her temder, melodious voice ; 
“ or (;ap. 1 serve you as you would server me ? ” 

‘ Child, give me your hand, and b(^ silent while I look at you. Was 
1 ever so fair as this? IN ever! And what deeps— -what deeps roll 
between her aiid me ! ” 

^She said tliis as of some one absent, and again sank into silence ; 
but continued still to gaze on Violante, whose eyes, veiled by their 
long fringes, drooped beneath the gaze. 

Suddenly lleatrice started, exclauning, “No, it shall not be!” and 
place ‘d lier hand on the checK-siring. 

“ What shall not be?” asked Violante, surprised by the cry and 
the action. Beatrice paused —her breast Insaved visibly under her 
dress. 

“ Stay,” she said slowly. “ As you say, w^e arc both women of the 
same noble house ; you w'oidd reject the suit of iny brother, yet you 
iiave seen him; his th(‘ form to please the eye— his the arts that 
allure the fancy, lie offers to you rank, wealtli, your father’s pardon 
and recall. If I could remove tlic objt^etious which yoiir father euter- 
taiiis— prove that the Count has less wronged him than he deems, 
would you still reject the rank, and thew{;alth, and the hand of GiuKo 
Fraiizini ? ” 

“ Oh yes, yes, were his Inuid a king’s ! ” 

“ Stdl^ th(;ii, as woman to woman-- both, as you say, akin, and 
sprung Irom iJie saim* liiu;age— still, then, answer me — answer me, for 
\ou speak to one who has loved ls»it not that vou love another? — 
fSpeak.” 

“ 1 do not know. Nay, not love— it was a romance ; it is a thing 
impossible. Do not question— 1 cannbt answer.” And the broken 
words were choked by sudden tears. 

Beatrice’s face grew' hard and pitiless. Again she lowered her 
veil, and withdrew' iier -hand from the, eheck-string ; but the coachman 
had felt the touch, and halted. “Drive on,” said Beatrice, “ as you 
were directed.” 

Both were iiow^ long silent—Viofente wdtli great difficulty recover- 
ing from her emotion, Beatrice breathing hard, and her arms folded 
fij-ndy across her breast. 

Meanwhile tlie carriage had entered London— it passed the (juarter 
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m wiiicli liflMame di Negra’s koxise was situated-^it rolled fast over a 
bridge—it whirled through a broad thoroughfare, then through deSes 
of Iwacs, with tall blank dreary houses on either side. On it went, 
and on, till Violante suddenly took alarm. “ Do you live so far sh(‘ 
said, (Irawing up the blind, and gazing in dkmay on the stranger 
^oble suburb. “I shall be missed already. JOh, let us tuiai back, 
1 beseech you !” 

“We are nearly there now. The driver has iLKcn this road in order 
to avoid those streets in which vft might hav/ been seen together— 
perhaps by my brother himself. Listen to me, and talk of— of tlu’ 
lover whom you rightly associate with a vain romance. ‘ Impossible,’ 
—yes, it is impossible !’* 

Violante clasped her hands before her eyes, and bowed down her 
head. “ Why are you so cruel P” said she. “ This is not what you 
promised. Sow are you to serve my father— how restore him to his 
country ? This is what you promised ! ” 

‘‘If you consent to one sacrifice, I will fulfil that promise. We arc 
arrived.” 

The carriage stopped before a tall dull house, divided fronj other 
•houses by a bigh wall that appeared to enclose a yard, and stand- 
ing at the end of a narrow lane, which was bounded on the one side 
bv the Thames. ^ In that quarter the river was crowded witli 
gloomy, dark-looking vessels and craft, all lying lifeless under tin*, 
wintry skj. 

The driver dismounted and rang the bell. Two swarthy Italian 
faces presented themselves at the threshold. 

lioatrice descended lightly^ and gave her hand to Violante. “ Now, 
here we shall be secure,” said she ; “ and here a few minutes may 
suffice to decide your fate.” 

As the door closed on Violante— who, now waking to suspicion, to 
alarm, looked fearfully round the dark and dismal hall— Beatrice 
turned : “ Let the carriage wait.” 

The Italian who received the order bowed and smiled ; but when 
the two ladies had ascended the stairs, he rc-opened the street-door 
and said to the driver, “ Back to the Count, ana say ‘ all is safe.’ ” 

The carriage drove off. The man who had given this order barred 
and locked the door, and, taking with him tlie huge key, plunged into 
tlie mystic recesses of the basement and disappeared. Tlic hall, thus 
left solitary, had the grim aspect of a prison ; the strong door sheeted 
with iron— the rugged stone stairs, lighted by a high window grimed 
with the dust of years, and jealously barred — and the walls themselve.'j 
abutting out rudely here and there, as if against violence even frow 
within. 
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CHAPTER VL 


It was, as we have seen, without takin^r counsel of the faithful 
Jemima, that the sage recluse of Norwood had. yielded to his own 
feai’s, and Randal’s subde suggestions, in the concise and arbitrary 
letter which he Jiad written to Violante ; but at night, when church- 
wards give up the dead, and conjugal nearls the secrets hid by day 
from each oilier, the wise man informed his wife of the step he had 
' taken. Aiid.lcminia ihen, who held English notions, very different 
from those which prevail in Ittdy, as to the right of fathers to dispose 
of their daughters without reference to inclination or repugnance— so 
sensibly yet so mildly represented to the pupil of Machiavelli that he 
had not gone exactly the right way to work, if he feared that the 
handsome Count had made some impression on Violante, and if ho 
wished her to turn with favour to the suitor he. recommended— that 
so abrupt a command could only clull the heart, revolt the will, and 
even give 1o tlie audacious Pcschiera some romantic attraction which 
he had not before possessed—/** effectually to destroy Riocabocca’s 
sleep that night. And the nexj day lie sent Giacomo to Lady Lans- 
mcre’s with a very kind letter to Violante and a note to the hostess, 
praying the latter to bring his daughter to Norwood for a few hours, 
as lie much^ wished to converse with both. It was on Giacomo’s 
arrival at Kniglitsbridge that Violantc’s absence was discovered. 
Lady Lansmen;, ever proudly careful of the world and its gossip, 
kept Giacomo from betraying Ms excitement to her servants, ana 
stated throughout the decorous household that the young lady had 
iufornied her she was going to visit some friends that morning, and 
Jiad. no doubt gone tlirougli the garden gate, since it was found o^en; 
the way was more quiet there than by the iiigk-road, and her fnends 
. might have therefore walked to mc(;t her by the lane. Lady Lans- 
* juere observed that her oulv surprise was that Violante had gone 
earlier than she had expected. Having said this with a composure 
that compelled belief, Lady Lansmerc ordered the carnage, and, 
taking Giacomo with her, drove at onceAo consult her sou. 

Harl('-y’s ciuick intellect had sciircefy recovered from the shock upon 
his emotions, before KandM Leslie was announced. 

‘"Ah,” said Lady Lansmerc, '‘Mr.,Leslie may know something. 
He came to her yesterday with a note from her father. Pray let Min 
Ciller.” 

I 'he Austrian Prince^approached Harley. I will wait in the next 
room ” he vvliisptfrcd. You may want me if you have cause to sus- 
pect Pcschiera m all this.” 

Lady Lansmerc was pleased the Prince’s delicacy, aiul, glau- 
cing at Leonard, said, “ Perhaps yon too, sir, may kindly aid us, if 
you would retire with the Prince. Mr Leslie may be disiucMicd to 
speak of affairs like these, except to Hurley and myself.” 

True, madam ; but beware of Mi» Leslie.” 
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As the door at oac end ^)f the room closed on the Prince and 
Leonard, Pandal entered at the other, seemiii;?lj" mucli agitated. 

“ 1 have just been to your house, Lady Lansraere. 1 heard you 
were here ; pardon me if 1 have followed ^you. 1 had called* at. 
Knightsbridge to see Violante—leamed thaij she liad left you. 1 
implore you to tell me how or wherefore. 1 mive the riglit ‘to ask : 
her fathei* has promised me her baud.” . 

Harley’s falcon eye had brightened up at Randal’s entrance. It 
watched steadily the young man^s hiee. it w? s clouded for a moment, 
by his knitted brows at Randal’s closing words. But lie left it to 
Lady Ijansmerc to reply and explain. This the Countess did briefly. 

Randal clasped his hands. “And she not gone to her father’s i" 
Are you sure of that p ’’ 

“ Her father’s servant luus just come from Norwood.” 

“ Oh, 1 am to blame fortius ! It is my rash suit — her fenr of it— 
her aversion. 1 sec it all ! ” Handtd’s voice Avas hollow with remors. * 
and despair. “ To sav(; her from Pcschicra, her father insisted on hci- 
immediate marriage with myself. His orders were too abrupt, my 
own wooing too unwclconu*.. I know her high spirit ; she has fled 1o 
escape from me. But whither, if not to Norw^ood V—oh, whither r 
What other friends has she — ^what relations ? ” 

“ You throw a new light on this mysiijry,” said Lady Laiisiiicre ; 
“ pcrliaps she may have gone to her fatlier’s after all, and tlic seiwaiit, 
may liave crossed, but missed her on tlic way. 1 will drive, to Nor- 
wood at once.” 

“ Ho so— do ; but if slic be not tlierc, be careful not to alarm llicca- 
bocca witli the news of lier disapiiearance. Caution Giacomo not to 
do so. He woidd only suspect reschicra, and be hurried to some act 
of violence.” 

“ Ho not yon, then, suspect Pescliiera, Mr. Leslie ?” asked Harley, 
feiddenly. 

“ Ha ! is it possible Yet, no. I called on him this inoniing wil 
Prank Hazeldean, who is to marry his sister. 1 was wdth him till 1 
went on to Knightsbridge, at the very timc.of Violantc’s disappear- 
ance. He could not then have been a party to it.” 

“ You saw Violante yesterday. Hid you si)eak to ber of Aladaino 
^ Negra ?” asked Harley, suddenly recalling the qu(;stioii'> rr.spcct- 
ing the JVIarchcsa which Violante addrcssi^d to him. 

In spite of himself, llaiidal‘ felt that lie changed countenance. 
“ Of Madame di Ncgra ? 1 do not think so. Yet 1 might. Oh, yes, 
I remember now. She asked me the Marchesa’s address ; 1 w^ould 
not give it.” 

“The address is easily found. Can she have gone to the Marchesa’s 
house?” 

“I will run there, and see,” cried Randal, starting un. 

“And 1 with you. Stay, my dear mother. Proceed, as you pro- 
pose, to Norwood, and take Mr. Leslie’s advice. Spare our friend 
the nows of his daughter’s loss— it lost she be— till she is restored tu 
him. He can be of no use mcanw'hile. Let Giacomo rest here ; i 
may want him.” 

Harley then passed into the ^next room, and entreated the Prince 
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and Leouiird io await his i-ctum, and# allow Giacomo to stay in the 
same room. 

He then vyent quickly back to llandal. Whatever might be his 
f(‘ars or ctnotions, Hafley felt that he liad need of all his coolness of 
judgment and presence of mind. The occasion made abrupt demand 
upon ix)wers which hhd slept since boyhood, but which now woke 
with a vigour tliat would have made even Hand^ tremble, could lie 
liave detected the wit, the counigc, the electric energies, masked 
under ihat ti’anquil sctf-posscssiou.* Ijord L’Estrange and Eandal 
soon reached the MarSiesa’s house, and learned that she had been 
out sinee morning in one of Count Peschiera’s carriages, llandal 
stole an alarmed glance at Hailey’s face. Harley did not .seem to 
notice it. 

Now, Mr. Leslie, what do you advise next 

“1 am at a loss. Ah, perhaps, afraid of her father— knowing how 
/hispotic is his belief in paternal rights, and how tenacious he is of his 
word once passed, as it has been to me, she may have resolved to 
lake refuge in the country—;-pcrhaps at the Casino, or at Mrs. Dale’s, 
or Mrs. ilazeldcan’s. I will hasten to inquire at the coacli-oliice. 
Meanwhile, you ” 

‘'Never miud me, Mr. Leslie. Do wliat you think best. But, if 
your sunnises be just, you must liavcj been a very rude wooer to the 
iiigh-born lady you aspired to win.” 

“ Not so ; but perhaps an unwelcome one. If she has indeed fled 
i'rom me, need 1. say that my suit will b(5 withdrawn at once ? 1 am 
not a selfish lover, Lord L’Estrangc.” 

“ N f)r 1 a vindictive man. Yet, could I discover who lias conspired 
against this lady, a guest under my father’s roof, I would cnisli him 
iiif.o flic mire as easily as I set my foot upon tliis glove. Good day 
to you, Mr. Leslie.” 

Itaudal stood still for a few moments as Harley strided on ; tlfen 
nis lip sneered as it muttered — " Insolent ! But does he love her ? 
If so, 1 am avenged already.” 


CHAPTER VTI. 

Hauley went sti-aight lo Peschiera’s hotel. He was told that the 
Count had walki'd out with Mr. Erank*Hiizcldeanand some other gen- 
tlemen who had breakfasted with him. He had left word, in case any 
oiu'. called, that he had gone to Tattersall’s to look at some horses 
that were for salfj. Th TattersMl’s went Harley. The Coimt was in 
t he yard leaning against a pillar, and surrounded by fashionable 
friends. Lord L’Estrange paused, and, with an heroic dfoirt at scU 
mastery, repressed his rage. “ 1 iflayiose ail if 1 show that I suspect 
him ; and yet I must insult and fight him rather than leave Ids move- 
mcuits free. AJi, is tliat young Hazcldean ? A thought strikes me ! ” 
Frank was standing apart from fhe group round the (.kiunt, and 
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looking very absent and vefy sad. Harley touched him on the 
shoulder, and drew liim aside unobserved by the Count. 

Mr. Hazeldean, your uncle Egerton is my: dearest friend. Will 
you be a friend to me ? I want vou.” 

“My lord » 

“Follow me. Do not let Count Pescliiei’a see us talking 
together.^’ 

Harley quitted the yard, and ^entered St. James’s Park by lie 
little gate (dose by. In a very few words /he infoimed Frank of 
Violante’s disappeainnco, and of his reasons for suspecting the 
Count. Frank’s first sentiment was that of indignant disbelief that 
the brother of Beatrice could be so vile ; but as he gradudly called 
to niiiid the cynical and corru])t vein of the Count’s familiar con\'cr- 
sation-— the hints to Peschicra’s prejudice that had been dropped hy 
Beatrice lierscK—and the general character for brilliaiit and daring 
lU'ofligacy which evxui t he admirers of the Count ascribed to him — 
Frank was coin]ielled to reluctant acquiescence in Harley’s sus- 
picions; and lie said, with an caniest gravity very rare to liim — 
“ Believe me, Lord L’Fistrange, if 1 can assist you in defeating a base 
and mercenary design against this poor young lady, you liavc but to 
show me how. One thing is clear — Peschiera was not personally 
engaged in tliis abduction, since I have been with him all day; and — 
now 1 think of it — 1 begin t o hope that you wrong him ; for he has 
invited a large party of us to make an excursion with him to 
Boulogne next week, in order to try his yacht, which he could 
scarcely do if — 

“ Yacht,, at this time of the year ! a man who habitually resides at 
Vienna— a yacht 1” 

“ Speiidquick sells it a bargain, on account of the time of year and 
Oliver reasons ; and the Count proposes to spend next summer in 
cruising about the Ionian Isles, lie has some property on those isles, 
wliich he has never yet visited.” ' 

“How long is it since he bought this yacht ?” 

“ Why I am not sure that it is already bought— t, hat is, paid for. 
Levy was to meet Spendnuick this very morning tc^ arrange the 
matter. Spendquick complains that Levy screws him.” 

_ “My dear Mr. Hiizeldciin, you are guiding me tb’ough the maze. 
Where shall 1 find Lord Spcndquick ?” 

“ At Ibis hour, probably, in bcS. Hi^rc is his card.” 

“ Thanhs. And where lies the vessel ?” 

“ It wits off Blackwall the .other day. I went to sec it— ‘ ’J'he 
I .yingDutcliman’ — a fine vessel, !iad canies guns.” 

“ Enough. Now, heed me. There can be no immediate danger to 
Violantc, so long as Pesehitera docs not meet her— so long as we 
know his movements. You arc about to marry Ifis sistcjr. Avail 
yourself of that privilege to keep close by his side. Refuse to be 
stiaken ()fF. Make what excuses i<^r the present your invention sug- 
gests. I Will give you an excuse. Be anxious and uneasy to know 
wiicre you can find Madame di Negra.” 

“ Madame di Negra ! ” cried Frank , “ What of her ? Is she not 
in Curiion Street 
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“ No : she has gone out in one of fhe Count’s carriages. In aJL 
probability the driver of that carriage, or some servant m attendance 
on it, will come to tlieConnt in the course of the dav; and, in order 
to get rid of you. the\>ount will teU you to see this servant, and 
ascertain yourself that liis sister is safe. Pretend to believe what the 
man sajI;, but make him come to your lodgings on pretence of writing 
there a letter for tljo Marchesa. Once at ^oiir lodgings, and he will 
be safe ; for 1 shall see that the o%ers of justice secure him. The 
noniciit he is i here, scn\j an express for me to my hotel.” 

""But,” said Frank, a little bewildered, ""if 1 go to my lodgings, . 
how can T watch the Count?” 

^ “ It will not then he necessa^. Only Mt him to nocompany you tc 

your lodgings, and part with liim at ilio door.” ^ 

"" Stop, stop— you cannot suspect ^Madame di Negra of connivance 
in a scheme so infamous. Pardon me. Lord Ij’ E strange ; I cannot 
a,ct in this matter — cannot even liear you except as your foe, if you 
insinuate a word against the honour of the womiin I love.” 

‘"Brave gentleman, your hand. It is Madame di Negra I would 
save, as well as my friend’s young child. Think but of her, while 
;>’ou art as I entreat, and idl will go well. I confide in you. N^w, 
.c'furn to the Count.” 

Frai.'lv walked bark io join Pcsehiera, and his brow was thoTightful, 
and his li])s dosed limiiy. Harley had that gift whicli belongs to the 
genius of Actioij. He inspired others with the light of his own spirit 
and tlir force of his own will. Harley next hast(;ned to Lord Spend- 
<iuirk, remained with that young gentleman some minutes, then 
"epairod to his hotel, where Leonard, the Prince, and Giacomo still 
awaited him. 

Come with me, both of you. You, too, Giacomo. I must now 
see the police. .’VVe may then di^ncle upon separate missions.” 

"" Cb, my dear lord,” cried Leonaref, “ you must have had good 
news. You seem cheerful and sanguine.” 

"‘ ! Nay I aM so ! H* I once paused to despond— even to 

^(loubt— I should go mad. A foe to baffle, and an angel to save ! 
Whose spirits would not rise high — ^wliose wits would not move quick 
to ihf' wann pulse of his heart?” 


HAPTER VMI 

Twilight was dark in the room to which Beatrice had oonduct-ed 
Violante. A great change had come oytir Beatrice. Humble and 
weeping, she kncit beside Violante, hiding her face, and imploring. 
I)ardon. And Y^iolante, striving to resist the terror fpr winch she 
now saw such cause as no woma^-heart can defy, still sougljt to 
soothe, and still sweetly assured forgiveness. 

Beatrice had learned — after quick and fierce questions — ^which at 
last compelled the answers that cleared away every doubt — ^that her 
iealousy liad been groundless— that ^he had no rival in Violante. 
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tliat moment ilic pasSions that had made her the tool of i^ilt 
al^ruptly vanished, and her conscience startled her with the ma^nifude 
ot her treachery. Perhaps had "Violante*s hept been wholly free, or 
she had been of that mere commonplace, ^rlisli character, wliich 
women like Beatrice are apt to dcSpisc, the Jlarchesa’s affection fijr 
Peschiera, and her dread of him, might ^vc made her try to persuade 
her young kinswoman at least to receive the Count^s visit—at least 
to suffer him tb make his own opuses, and plead liis omi cjiuse. But 
t here had been a loftiness of spirit in whicVViolantc had hrst deiied 
the Marchesa’s questions, followed by such generous, exquisite sweet- 
ness, when the girl perceived how that wild heart was stung and 
maddened, and such purity of mournful candour when she had over- 
come her own virgin bashfulness sufficiently to undeceive the error 
she detected, and confess where her own affections were placed, that 
Beatrice bowed before her as mariner of old to some fair saint tiiat 
had allayed the storm, 

“ I have deceived you ! ” she cried, through lun* sobs ; “ but 1 will 
now save you at any cost. Had you been as i dccmcd--the rival 
who had despoiled all the hopes of my future lif(‘.-”I could, without 
remorse, have been the accomplicf^ ram pledged to be. But noir 
>011 !~;-oh, you —so good and so noble — .vou can never be the bride of 
Pescliiera. Nay, start not : he shall renounce his designs for ever, 
or I will go myself to our Emperor, and expose the dark secrets of 
liis life. Return with me quick to the homo from which I ensnared 
you/’ 

Beatrice’s hand was on the door wliilc she spoke. Suddenly her 
lace fell— her lips grew white ; tlic door was locked from without . 
She called— no one answered; the bcU-puU in the room gave no 
sound ; the windows w’crc high and barred — they did not look on tin* 
river, nor the street, but oji a close, gloomy, silent y^ird — ^high blank 
.walls ail arouiul it — no one to hear the cry of distress, rang it ever 
so loud and sharp. 

Beatrice divined that she herself had been no hiss ensnared than 
her companion ; that Peschiera, distrustful of ln!r lirmness in evil, had, 
precluded her iroin the power of reparation. Sin*, was iu a house only 
tenanted by his hirelings. Not a hope to save A^iolante from a fall* 
that now appalled her, seemed to remain. Tims, in incoherent self- 
repmaches and frenzied tears, Beatrice knelt beside her victini, oom- 
mulfeating more and more the terrors that slio felt, as Ihfj hours 
rollea- on, and the room dai'kencd, till it was only by the dull lamp 
which gleamed through the grimy windows from ttie yard without, 
that each saw the face of the other. 

Night camcon- they heard a clock from some distant church strike 
the hours. The aim fire had long since burnt out, and the air became 
intensely cold. No one broke upon tlieir solitude— not a voice \vas 
heard in the house. They felt neither cold nor Imnger— they felt but 
the solitude, and the silence, and the dread of something that wus tc 
oome. 

At length, about midnight, a bell rang at the street door; then 
there was the quick sound of steps— of sidlon bolts w it.lub:awn— of 
low, murmured voices. Light streamed tkrougii tk,3 eliiiiks of tlie 
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door to the apartment— tlie door itself opened. Two Itanans bearing 
tapers entcre<l, and the Count di Pescluera followed. 

licatrice sprang up, and rushed towards her brother. He laid his , 
hand gently on her lips, and motioned to the Italians to withdraw. 
They placed the lights on the tabic, ^d vanished without a word. 

PescMera then, putting aside his sister, aiiproached Violante. 

‘‘Pair kinswoman,” said he, with an air of easy but resolute assu- 
rance, “ there arc things which no ^lan can excuse, and no woman 
can pardon, unless tlia% love, which is beyond all laws, suggests 
excuse for the one, and obtains pardon for the other. In a word, I 
have sworn to win you, and i have had no opportunities to woo. 
F(jar not ; the worst that can hefal you is to be my bride. Stand 
aside, my sister, stand aside.” 

“ Giuho, no ! Giiilio Pranzini, I stand between you and her ; you 
shall strike me to the earth before you can touch even the hem of her 
robe.” 

“ What, my sister ! —you turn against me ? ” 

“ And unless you instantly retire, and leave her free, I will immask 
you 1o the Emperor.” 

“Too late, won enfant! You wiU sail with us. The effects you 
may need for the voyage arc already on board. You will be witness 
to our marriage, ami by a holy son of the Church. Then tell the 
EinTX'.ror what you will.” 

With a light and sudden exertion of his strength, tlie Count put 
away Ecatricc, and iell on Ids knee btfforc Violaiite. who^ drawn lo her 
lull hciglii., death-like pale, but uutrcmbL’iig, regarded bun with uimt- 
Icrable disdain. 

“ You scorn me now,” said he, throwing into his features an 
expression of hiuiiility and admiration; “ and I cannot wonder .at 
it. But, believe me, that until the scorn yield to a kinder senti- 
ment, 1 will lake no advantage of the jjower 1 have gained over your 
fate.” 

“ Power ! ” said Violaute, liaughtily. “You have ensnared me into 
this iiousc, — ^j^ou liave gained the power of a day; but the power over 
iuy fate — no ! ” 

You mean that your friciidn have discovered your disappeamnee, 
:ind ai'(^ on your truck. Pair one, 1 provide against your triends, and . 

1 defy all tlic laws and police of England. The vessel that will,bear 
yon from these shores waits in the river hard by. Beatrice, l^varu 
you— be still — unhand me. In that vessel will be a priest who sbaii 
ioin our hands, bUTiiol before you will jecognisc the truth, that she 
who tlics with Giulio Pcschiera must becouui his wife, or quit liim as 
the disgrace of her house, and the scorn of Imr sex.” 

“ (jli, villain ! \dllain j ” cried Beatrice.* 

“ my sister, gentler words. You, too, would marry. I tell 
no talcs of you. Signorina, 1 grieve to threaten force, Give me your 
band ; we must be gone.” 

Yiolaiiti) eluded the clasp that would have profaned her, and dart- 
ing across the room, opened the door, and closed it hastily behind 
hci*. Beatrice clung lirmly to the Count to dctiiin him from pursuit. 
But just without the door, close, as if listening to what passctfwdtbin. 
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$fi)od a rmxL wrapped from bead to foot in a large boat-doak. The 
ray of the lamp tnat beamed on the man glittered on the barrel of a 
pifttol which he held -in his right hand. , 

“ Hist 1 ” whispered the man, in English, ann passing his arm round 
her—** in this house you arc in that ruffian's power ; out of it, safe. 
Ah ! I am by your side — I, Violante ! " 

The voice thrilled to Yiolantc’s heart. She started— looked up, 
but nothing was seen of tlic man’s face, what with the hat and cloak, 
save a mass of raven curls, and S. beard of tb^ same line. 

The Count now tlirew open the door, dragging after him his sister, 
who still chm^ round him. 

** Ha— that is well ! ” he cried to the man, in Italhui. **Bear tho^ 
lady after me, gently ; but if she attempt to cry out — why, force 
enough to silence her, not more. As for you. Beatrice, traitress tlmf 
you are, I could strike you to tlie eai’th — but — No, this suffices,” 
He caught his sister in his arms as lie spoke, and, regardless of her 
cries and struggles, sprang down the stairs. 

The hall was crowded with fierce swarthy men. The Count turner' 
to one of them, and whispered; in an instant tlu) Marchesa was seized 
and gagged. The Count cast a look over his slmulder ; Violante \va>, 
close behind, supported by the man to -whom Pescliiera had consigned 
her, and who was pointing to Bcatiice, and appc’arc^d \rarning Violaul 
against resistance. Violanlo was silent, and seemed rcsigrietl. Pes'* 
chiera smiled cynically, and, preceded by some of his hii’clings, who 
held torches, desceiidea a few stops that led to an abrupt landing- 
place between the hall imd the basement story. There a small door 
stood open, and the river flowed close by. A boat was moored on the; 
bank, round which grouped four men, w'ho had the air of foreign 
sailors. At the appearance of Peschiera, three of these men sprang 
into the boat, ana got ready their oars. The fourth carefully rc- 
ruljusted a plank thrown from the boat to t lic wharf, and offcrcnl his 
arm obsequiously to Peschiera. Tlic Count was the first to enter, 
and, liumming a gay opera air, took his place by the liclm. The two 
lemales were next lifted in, and Violante felt her hand pressed almost ^ 
(!onvulsively by the man who stood by the plank. The rest followed, 
and in another minute the boat boundi^d swiftly over the waves 
towards a vessel that lay several furlongs adown the river, and apart 
from all the meaner craft that crowded the stream. The stars strug* 
glcd pale through the foggy atmosphere : not a word w as heard within 
the boat — no sound, save the regular of the oars. The Count 

paused from his lively tupe, ?nd gathering round him the ample fold 
of liis fur pelisse, seemed absorbed in- thought. Even by tlie iuspiu - ^ 
feet light of the stars, Pescliiera’s face wore an air of sovereign tri- 
umph. The result had justified that careless and insolent conndence 
in himself and in fortime, which was the most prominent featuri'. iu 
the character of the man who, both bravo and gamester, had played 
against tlie world, with his rapier yn one hand, and cogged dice in the 
other. Violante, once in a vessel filled by his oAvn men, was iiTo 
trievably in ins power. Even her father must feel g::ateful to learn 
that the captive of Peschiera bad saved name and repute in becoming ^ 
Peschiera’s wife. Even the pride of sex in Violante herself must 
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induce lif,r to coniinn what Pesoliiera# of course, intended to state, 
viz., that she was a williiig: partner in a hride^opm’s schemes of flight 
towards the altar, ratlier than the poor victim of a betrayer, and 
receiving his hand burfrom Ids mercy. He saw liis fortune secured, 
his success envied, his very character rehabilitated b^ his splendici 
niiptialf. Ambition began to mingle with his dreams of plcs^ure aiici 
pomp. Wliat post in the court or the state too high for the aspira- 
tions of one who had evinced the most incontestable talent for active, 
life— tlie talent to succ^d in all thaf the will had undertaken ? Thu.s 
mused the Count, half mrgetfal of the present, and absorbed intht^ 
golden future, till he was aroused by a loud hail from the vessel, ^d tlu'. 
bustle on board the boat, as the sauors caught at the rope flung forth to 
them. He then rose and moved towards Violantc. But the man who 
was still ill charge of her passed the Count lightly, half-leading, hall- 
carrying his passive prisoner. “ Pardon, Excellency,*’ said the man, 
in Italian, “but the boat is crowded, and rocks so much, ihat yOur 
aid would but disturb our footing.” Before Peschiera could reply, 
Vdolant e w’-as already on the steps of the vessel, and the Count paused 
till, with elated smile, he saw her safely standing on the deck. 
Beatrice I'ol lowed, and then Feschiera himself ; but when the Italians 
ill his train also tlironged tow'ards the sides of the boat, two of the 
sailors .got beibre them, and let go the rope, while the other two 
plied their oars vigorously, and pi^ed back towards shore. Th(i 
1 talians burst into an amazed and indignant volley of execrations, 
“ Silence,” said the sailor who had stood by the plank, “ we obey 
orders. If you arc not quiet, we shall upset the boat. We can 
swim ; Heaven and Monsigiiore San Giucomu pity you if you 
cannot ! ” 

Meanwhile, as Peschiera leaped upon d(jck, a flood of light poured 
upon liini from lifted torches. That light streamed full on the face 
and form of a man of commanding stature, whose arm was around 
Violante, and whose dark eyes flashed upon the count more lumi- 
nously than the torches. On one side this man stood tlie-Austriau 
Prince ; on the other side (a cloak, and a profusion of false dark locks, 
ar his feet) stood Lord L’Estrange, his arms folded, and his lips 
curved by a smile in which the ironical humour native to the man 
was tempered with a calm and supreme disdaiu. The Count strove 
to speak, but his voice faltered. 

All aroiuid him looked ominouS and hostile. He saw many 
Italian faces, but they scowled at him with vindictive hate ; in the 
rear were English mariners, peering iJuriously over the shoulders 
tiie foreigners, and with a broad grin on their open countenances. 
Suddenly, as the Count thus stood perolcxed, cowering, stupiflecl, 
\ lierc burst fron^ all Jhe Italians preseA a hoot of unutteralfle scorn 
— II tradiiore ! il traditore — (the traitor ! the traitor !) 

The Count was biuvc, and at the cry he lifted Ms head with a 
certain majesty. 

At that moment Harley, raising his hand as if to silence the hoot, 
came forth from the group by wnich he had been hitherto standing, 
and towards him the Count advanced with a bold stride. 

“ VVhat trick is tMs ?” he said, jiu Erciich flerco-V* *'1 divMid 
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tlmt it is you whom I can single out for expianation and atone- 
ment.” 

“ PardkiL Momienr le Comte” answered Itolcy, in the same lan- 
guage, which lends itself so well to polished' sarcasm and high-bred 
enmity — “ let ns distinguish. Explanation should come from me, 1 
allow ; but atonement I have the honour to resign to yourseli*. Tliis 
vessel ” 

Is mine ! ” cried the Count . ‘‘ Those men, who insult me, should 
be in my pay.” 

“ The men in your pay, Mouueur le Comle, are on shore, drinking 
vsuccess to your voyage. But, anxious stiH to procure you the grati- 
fication of being amongst your own countrjTiieii, those whom I have 
taken into my pay are still better* Italians than the pirates whose 
place they supjdy ; perhaps not such good sailors ; but then 1 have 
taken the liberty to add to the equipment of a vessel, which has cost 
me too mucli to risk lightly, some stout Enghsb seamen, who arc 
mariners more practised than even your pirates. Your grand inis- 
takc, Monsieur le Comte y is in tlunking that the ‘^Flying Dutchma.^' 
is yours. With many apologies for inlorfcriiig with your intention 
to purchase it; J. beg to inform you that Loi"d Spendquick lias kindly 
sold it to me. IJevertheless, Motiuem' le Cointe^ for the next few 
weeks Tjilace it— men and all— at your service.” 

Pcschiera smiled scornfully. 

1 thank your lordshij) ; but since I nresumc that I shall no longer 
Jiave the travelling companion who alone could make tlie voyage 
, ^.attractive, I shall return to shore, aiulwill simply rcQucsi you lo 
'inform me at what hour you can receive the friend ivlioiu 1 shall 
■ depute to discuss that part of the question yet imtouchcd, and to 
arrange that the atonement, whether it bo due irom jne or yourself, 
may be rendered as satisfactoiy as you liavc eoiKk^scended to make 
the explanation.” 

Lei/ not that vex > ou, Mmsicur le Comte- ■ the atonement is, in 
much, made already; so anxious have 1 been to ibrcstall all that 
your nice sense of honour would induce so complel.e a gentleman to , 
desire. Yon have ensnared a young heiress, it is true ; but you see 
that it was only to restore her to the arms of her father. You have 
juggled an illustrious kinsman out of his heritage ; but you have 
voluntarily come on board this vessel, first, to enable his highness the 

Prince Yon , of whoso rai5k at the Austrian court you arc fully 

aware, to state to your Emperor that ho himself has been witness of 
the manner in which you interpreted his Imperial Majesty’s assent 
to yonr nuptials with a cliild of one of the first subjects in his It<'ilhni 
realm ; iina, next, to commence by an excursion to the seas of t he 
Baltic, the sentence of b^!hushmeut which 1 have no doubt will 
accompany the same act that restores to the'' chief of your house bis 
lands and his honours.” 

The Count started. 

That restoration,” said the jiustriau Prince, who had advanced 
to Harley’s side, “I already guarantee. Disgrace that* you are, 
Giulio Eranzini. to the nobles of tlie empire, I will not leave iny 
royal master till his baud slrij^e vour name from the roll. I have 
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here your own letters, to prove that your kinsman was dimed by 
yourself into the revolt which you wodld have headed as a Cfatiline, 
if it had not better syted your nature to betray it as a Judas. In 
ten days from this time, these letters will be laid before the Emperor 
and his Council.” 

Are* you satisfied, Momieur le Comtey* said Harley, with your 
atonemeut so far ? if not^ I have procured you the occasion to render 
it yet more complete. J3efore you stands the kinsman you have 
wronged. He knows now. tliat though, for a while, you ruined his 
fortunes, you failed to sullv Ms hcartli. His heart can grant you 
pardon, and hereafter his band may give you Mins. Kneel tlien, 
Giulio Eranzini — kneel at tlie feet of "Alpbonso, Diiko of SciTauo.” 

J'he above dialogue had been hi 'Ercncli, which only a few of the 
Italians present understood, and that imperfectly; but at the name 
with which Harley concliidea his address to the Count, a simultaneous 
cry from those Italians broke forth. 

“AMhonso the Good !— Alphonso the Good! Vim — vim — the 
gQod iJuke of Serrano ! ” 

KxlA, forgetful even of the Comit, tliey crowded round fhc tall 
form of Riccabocca, striving who should first kiss his hand — tlic veiy 
hem of his garments. 

Riccabocca’s eyes ovm’ilowed. The gaunt exile seemed transfigured 
into another and more kingly man. An inexpressible dignity invested 
Jiim. He stretched fort-h liis arms, as if to bless Lis countrymen. 
Even that rude cry^ from humble men, exiles like himseli, consoled 
him for years of banishment and iienury. 

‘^Thanks, thanks,” he continued; ^‘thanks. Some day or other, 
you will all perhaps return with me to the beloved land I ” 

The Austrian Prince bowed liis head, as il‘ in assent to the prayer. 

“ Giulio Eranzini,” said the Duke of Serrano—for so we may now 
call the threadbare recluse of the Casino— '‘liad this last villanous 
design of yours been allowed by Providence, think you that there is 
one spot on earl-h on which the ravisher could have been saved from 
a father’s arm? But now. Heaven has been more kind. In this 
hour let me imitate i1.s mercy and with relaxing brow the Duke 
mildly drew near to his guilty kinsiniin. 

Erom th(; moment the Austrian Prince had addressed him, the 
Count had preserved a profound silence, showing neither repentance 
nor shame. Gathering himself up, Jufliad stood firm, glaring round 
liini like one at bay. But as the Duke now approached, he waved his 
liand, and exclaimed, “Back, pedant, bafjk; you have not triumphed 
yet. And you, prating German, tell your tales to our Emperor. 1 
shall be by bis throne to answer — if, indeed, you escape from the meeting 
to which I will for^3 you by the way.” He spoke, and made a rush 
towards the side or the vessel. But ILuIcy’s quick wit had foreseen 
tIkj Count’s intentiou, and Harley’s quick eye liad given the signal by 
whicli it was frustrated. ^Seized ill tjie gripe of liis own watchful and 
indignant countrymen, just as lie was about to plunge into tiiQ stream, 
Pesehicni was dragged back — ^pinioned down. Then tlie expression 
nf his whole eountenanoe changed; the desperate violence of the 
Cihoni gladiator broke forth. His g|;eat strength enabled W to 
. yoL. II. X 
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break loose more than once, 'to dash more than one man to the (ioer 
of the deck ; but at icnstli, overpowered by iiimibcrs, thou^di si ill 
struggling— all dignity, all att(nnpt at presencR of mind gone/iiitt riiig 
curses tlie most plebeian, gnashing his teetfi, and foaming at llu^ 
mouth, nothing seemed left of the brilliant L(;tLario hut the coarse 
fuiv of the fierce natural man. . . . 

Then still presciwing that air and tone of exquisite imperturbable 
irony which the highest comedjian might have; sought to imitate in 
vain, Harley bowed low to the storming Coviit. 

“Adieu^ Mmdenr le Comte, adieu! The vessel which you have 
honoured nu; by entering is bound to Norway. The Italians who 
accompany you were sent by yourself into exile, and, in return, tlie-y 
now kindly promise to enliven you with their socit lv, whenever m)u 
feel somewhat tired of your own. Conduct the Count to his Ciioin. 
Gently there, gently. Adieu, Monmur le Comte, adieu/, et box, 
venmge!^ 

Harley turned lightly on lus heel, as Pcschiera, in spite of iiis 
struggles, was now fairly carried down to the cabin. 

“A trick for the trickster,’’ said L’Estrangc to the Austrian Prince. 
“ The revenge of a farce on the would-be tragedian.” 

“ More than that— he is ruined.” 

And ridiculous,” riuoth Harley. “ I should like to see his look 
when they land him in Norway.” Harley then passed towaj tlb (he 
centre of the vessel, by which, hitherto parlially concealed by tin; 
sailors, who were now busily occupi(‘d, stood Peatricc; Prank Hazcl- 
de«, who had first rcceivea her on entering tlm vessel, standing by 
beside ; and Leonard, a little apaid. from the two, in (luict observa- 
tion of all that had passed around him. Beatrice appeared hut little 
to heed Prank ; her dark eyes were lift<^d to the dim starry skies, and 
her lips were moving as if in prayer; yet lier young lover wus 
speaking to her in great emotion, low and rapidly. 

No, no—do not think for a moment that we .suspc'ct you, Beatrice, 
r will answer for vour honour with my life. (Jli, why ’will you turn 
from me - why will you not speak ?” 

“A moment later,” said Beatrice, softly. “ Give me one moment 
yet. She i)assed slowly and faltcringly toward.^ Leonard— placed her 
hand, that trembled, on his aim — and led him asid(^ to the verge ol 
the vessel. Prank, startled by, her nnwcmeiit,, made a step as if to 
follow, and then stopped short, and looked on, but w itli a clouded and 
doubtful coiiuteuance. Harley’s smile had gone, and his eye was also 
watchful. ^ ^ . 

It was but a few w’ords that Beatrice spoke—it W’as but a senieut. e 
or so that Leonard answci^pd ; and then Beatrice extended her baud, 
which the young poet bent over, and kissed hi silsoicc. k^he lingo ed 
an instant; and even hvtlie starlight, Harley noted the blush ih.'it 
overspread her face. The blush faded as Beatrice rctunied to Prank. 
Lord L’Lst range would liave ref 'red- vshc signed to him to stay. 

**My lord,” she said, very finuly, “1 cannot accuse you of hiirCw 
ness to my wsiidul and unhappy brother. JUs oifence might perhap, 
deserve a heavier pnnislmu nt. than that whicli you inflict vitli suci; 
playful scorn. v/hatevcrwiis penauec, conieinv'l' or povc*;, . 
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later, I feel that his sister should be by Iiis side to share it. I am 
not innocent, if he be ^ilty; and, wreck though he be, nothing else 
on tiiis dark sea of life is now left to me to cling to. Hush, lord * 
1 shall not leave tliis vessel. All that 1 entreat of you is, to order 
your inpn to n^spcct my brother, since a woman will be by side.’’ 

But, Marcliesa, this cannot be; and ” 

Beatrice, Bt'atrice— Jind me !~our betrothal ? Do ^u forget 
me (Tied Frank, in reproachlid agony. 

“ No, young and too Aoble lover ; i shall remember you ever in my 
prayers. " But listen. I have been deceived— hurried on, I might say, 
by others, but also, and far more, by my own mad and blinded heart — 
deceived, hurried on, to wrong yau and to belie myself. My shame 
burns into me when I think that 1 could have inflicted on you the 
just anger of your family - linked you to my own ruined fortunes — 
my own ” 

“Your own generous, loving heart !-;-that is all I asked!’* cried 
Frank. “ Cease, ccasc - that Jicart is mine still I ” 

Tears guslicd from the Italian’s eyes.^ 

“ Englishman,! never loved you ; this heart was dead to you, and 
it will l>c dead to all else, for ever. Farewell. You will forget me 
sooner than you think for— sooner than I shall forget you— as a friend, 
as a brother ~ if ])rotlicrs hud natures as tender and as kind as yours ! 
Now, my lord, will you give me your arm ? I would join the 
Count.” 

“Stay— one word, luadame,” said Frank, very pale, and through 
his set teeth, but calmly, and with a pride on his brow which had 
nevc'T before dignified its habitual careless expression-— “one word, 
i may not be woiHiy of you in anything else — but au honest love, 
that never doubted, never suspected— that would have clung to you 
though all the world were against ; such a love makes the meanest 
man of worth. One word, frank and opeii. By all tliat you hold most 
sacred in your crei^d, did >ou speak the truth when you said that you 
never loved me?” 

lieatricc bent down her head ; she wuis abashed before this manly 
luUuro that she had so deceived, and perhaps till then undervalued. 

“ I’ardon, pardon,” slie said, in reluctant accents, hiilf-choked by 
the- rising of a sob. 

At her hesitation, Frank’s face %liti d as if with sudden hope. 
She raised her eyes, and saw the change in him, tiien glanced where 
]j(u)nard stood, mournful and motionless. She shivered and added, 
hnni.v - 

“ Yes— pardon ; for 1 spoke the tothf-and I had no lieart to give. 
It might have been as wax to iia^rer— ^t was of granite to you.” 
Sim paused, and mattered inly — “Granite, and — ^broken!” 

Frank said not a word more, st(K)d rooted to the spot, no- 
( ven gazing after IfeatricC as sh« pasbcd on, leaning on the arm ol' 
:u)rd JfEst range. lie then walked resolutely away, and watched 
I '.le boat that the men were now lowering from the side of the vessel. 

' Beatrice stopped when she came near the place where Violanle sto<ul, 
;-.uswering in agitated whispers her father’s anxious (.juestions. As 
she stopped she leaned more lieavily upon Harh'y. “ It is your aiiu 

V 9 . 
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tliat tremblea now. Lord L’Estranjre” said slie. with a mournful smile; 
and, quitting him ere he could answer, she bowed down her liead 
Tueekly before Violante. “ You have pardonemme already/’ she said, 
iix a tone that reached only the girl’s ear, “and my last words shall 
not be of the past. I see your future spread bright before mp under 
those steadfast stars. Love still; hope and trust. These are the 
last words of her wJio will soon die to tne world, .lair maid, they arc 
prophetic!” 

violante slirunk back to her father’s br<?hst, and there hid Ijcr 
glowing face, resigning her hand to Beatrice, \vho pressed it to her 
bosom. The Marchesa then came back to Harley, and disappcarcMl 
with him in the interior of tlic vessd. 

When Harley again came on deck, he seemed much flurried and 
disturbed. He kept aloof from the l)uke and Violante, and was tlie 
last to enter the boat, that was now lowered into tlie water. 

As he and his companions reached the land, they saw the vessel in 
movement, gliding slowly down the river. 

“ Courage, Leonard, courage ! ” murmured Harley. “ You grieve, 
and nobly. But you liavc shuimed the worst and most vulgar deceit 
in civilised life ; you have not simulated love. Better that yon poor 
lady should be, awhile^ the suflercr from a harsh truth, than the eter- 
nal martyr of a flattering lie ! Alas, my Leonard I with the love of 
the poet’s dream are linked only the Graces ; with the love of the 
human heaH come the awful Fates I ” 

“ My lord, poets do not dream when they love. You will loam how 
the* feelings are deep in proportion as the fancies are vivid, when you 
read that confession ol genius and w’oo which 1 have h^ft in your 
hands.” 

Leonard turned away. Harley’s gaze followed him with inquiring 
interest, and suddenly encountered the sof^, daik, gi'atcful eyes of 
Violanie, “ The Fat(!s, the Fates!” murmured Harley. 


CHAPTER IX. 

^ We are at Korwood in the safe’s drawing-room. Violante has long 
since retired to rest. Harley, who had accompanied the father and 
daughter to their home, is stiil conversing with the former. 

“Indeed, my dear duke ” said Harley. 

“ Hush, hush ! JJiavolo, don’t call me Hukc yet ; I am at home 
here once more as Hr. Bicc^bocca.” 

“ My dear doctor, then, allow me to assure yoii^ that you overrate 
my claim to your tlianks. Your old friends, Leonard and Frank 
Hazeldean, must come in for their share. Nor is the faithful Giacomo 
to be forgotten.” 

“ Contmue your explanation.” 

“In the first place, i learned, through Frank, that one Baron Levy, 
a certain fashionable money-lpnder, and ge/ieral ininistrant to the 
ftffaii’s of line gentlemen, Wits just about to purchase a yacht from 
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Lord Spendquick on behalf of the Cojant. A short Interview v^th 
Spendquick enabled me to outbid the usurer, and conclude a bargain, 
by which the yacht became mine ; — a promise to assist Spendquick in 
extricating himself frcfc the claws of the money-lender (which I trust 
to do by reconciling him with his father, who is a man of liberality 
and sense), made ^end(iuick readily connive at my scheme for outwit- 
ting the enemy. He allowed Ijcvv to suppose that the Count might 
take possession o{ the vessel; nut affecting an engagement, and 
standing out for terms, postponed the final settlement of the purchase- 
money till the next day. 1 was thus master of the vessel, which [ 
felt sure was destined to serve Peschiera’s infamous desipi. But it 
was my business not to alarm the Count’s suspicious ; 1 therefore 
permitted the pirate crew he had* got together to come on board, £ 
knew 1 could get rid of them when necessary. Meanwhile, Eraiik 
underto()k to keep close to the Count until he could see and cage 
within his lodgings the servant whom Pescliiera had commissioned to 
attend lus sister. If I could but apprehend tliis servant, I had a san- 
guine hope that I could discover aud tree yoar daughter before Peschiera 
could even profane her with his presence. But' Frank, alas ! w’as no 
pupil of Machiavelli. Perhaps the Count detected his secret thoughts 
under his open countenance ; perhaps mcrelv wished to get rid of a 
companion very much in his way; hut, at all events, he contrived to 
elude our young friend as cleverly as you or 1 could have done — ^told 
him that Beatrice herself wiis at llochampton~had borrowed the 
Count’s carriage to go there — volunteejred to lake Frank io tlie house 
—took him. Frank found himself in a drawing-room ; and after wait- 
ing a few niinutcs, while the Count \yent out on pretence of seeing 
h is sister — in piroiiet ted a certain distinguished opera-dancer 1 Mean- 
while the Count wius last back on the road to London, and Frank had 
to return as he could. Il() then hunted for the Count everywhere, 
aud saw him no more. It was late in the day when hhank found me 
out with this news. 1 became seriously alarmed. Peschiera might 
perhaps learn my counter scheme with the yachl— or he niiglit post- 
pone sailing lUitil lie had terrified or entangled Violante into some — 
in short, everything was to be dreaded from a man of the Coimt’s 
temper. 1 had no clue to the place to which your daughter was 
takcii'--no excuse to arrest Peschiera — no means even of learning 
where he was. He had not rolfunicd to Miyar1>’s. The Police were at 
fault., aud useless, except iii one valuable piece of information. They 
told me where some of your countrymen, whom Pescliiera’s perfidy 
had sent into exile, were" to be found. 1 commissioned Giacomo to 
seek these men out, and induce tlieiu td man the vessel. It might bo 
necessary, should Peschiera or his confidential servants come aboard, 
after we had expelled or drawn off the pirate crew, that they should 
find Italians whoiTi they might well mistake for their own hirelings. 
To these foreigners I added some English sailors who had befort? 
served in the same vessel, and on whom Spcndnuick assured me I 
could rely. Still these precautions only availed in case Peschiera 
should resolve to sail, and defer till then all machinations against his 
captiv('.s. 'While, amidst my fears and uncertainties, I was struggling 
stul to preserve iirescnce of mind, and rapidly discussing with the 
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Austinaa Prinee if any other* steps could be taken, or if our sole 
resource was to repair to tlie vessel and take the chance of what 
might ensue, Leonard siiddcnlj and quietly e^|tered my room. You 
know his countenance, in wluch joy or sadness is not betrayed so 
mneh by the evidence of the passions as by variat-ions in the intellec- 
tual expression. It was but by the clearer brow and the steadier eye 
that I saw he had good tidings to impart.” 

“ Ak” said Eiccabocc>a— tor so, obeying his own request, we will 
yet call the sagc--“ ah, I earl/ taught that young man the great 
^ lesson inculcated by Helvctius. ‘ All our e^t^ors arise from our igno- 
\ ranee or our passions.’ Without ^norance, and without passions, 
we should be serene allmenetrating intelligeiiees.” 

" Mopsticks,” quoth Harley, “ hate neither ignorance nor passions 
but as for their intelligence-; — ” 

" Pshaw! ” interrupted Riccabocca— “Proceed.” 

“ Leonard had parted from us some hours before. I had commis- 
sioned him to call at Madame di Negra’s, and, ils he was familiarly 
known to her servants, seek to obtain quietly all the information he 
could collect, and, at all events, procure (what in niy haste 1 had 
failed to do) the name and description of the man .who had driven her 
out in the morning, and make what use he judged best of evcM'y hint 
‘ he could gather or glean that ini.ght aid our researches. Jjeimard 
only succeeded in learning the name and description of the coachman, 
whom he recognised as one Boppo, to whom slie had often given 
orders in his presence. None could say where she then could be 
found, if not af the Count’s hotel. Leonard went next to that hotel. 
The man had npt been there all the day. While revolving what next 
he should do, his eye caught sight-of your intended son-in-law, gliding 
across the opposite side of the street. One of those luminous, imspiring 
corjectures, which never occur to you philosophers, had from the first 
guided Leonard to believe that Randal Leslie was mixed up in tin’s 
villanous affair.” 

“ Ha ! He I” cried Riccabocca. “ Impossible ! Por wdiat interest ? 
—what object ? ” 

“ I cannot tell ; neither could Lepnard ; but \re had both formed 
the same conjecture. Bricff Leonard resolved to follow Randal 
Leslie, and track all his movements. He did then follow, him, imob- 
ficrved ; and at a distance - fir.st to Audlcy Egerton’s house— then to 
Eaton-square— tlience to a house in Bniton-strect, wiiich Leonard 
ascertained to he Baron Levy’s. Suspicious that, my dear siige 

“ JJietvolo~yi)s I ” said Riccabocca, thoughtl’ully. 

“ At Levy’s. Randal stayed till dusk. He then came out, with his 
cat-like, stealthy stra, and walked quickly into the neighbourhood of 
Leicester-square. LeonardT saw him enter one oft those small hotels 
%diich are appropriated to foreigners. Wild outlandish fellows were 
loitering about tlie door and in the street. Lconai'd divined that the 
JDount or the Count’s confidants were there.*^ 

“ If that can ^ be proved^” cried Riccabocca— “ if Randal could 
have been thus in (•ominunication with Peschdera— could have con- 
nived at such perfidy - I om released from iiy yvoiriise. Oh, to 
prove it ! ” t 
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‘‘ Proof will come iator, if we are on the rigM track. Let me'ip 
on. While waiting near the door of tnis hotel, Beppo himself, the 
very man Leonard wa^ in search of, came forth, and, after speaking 
a few words to some of*he loitering foreigners, walked briskly towards 
i’iccadilly. liconard here resigned all further heed of Leslie;, and 
gave ch^se to Bcp[) 0 , whom he recognised at a glance. Coming up 

10 him, he said, quietly, ‘ 1 have a letter for the Marchesa di Ncgra 
She told mo 1 was ^ send it to her by you. I have been searchinj; 
i'or you the whole day/ The man 4*011 into the trap, and the more 
<;iusily, because — as he since owned in excuse for a simplicity, w^hich, 
i dare say, weighcc^ on his conscience more than any of the thoiisand- 
find-onc crimes he may have committed intlie course of his illustrious 
life—he had been employed by the Marchesa as a spy upon Leonard, 
and, witli an Italians acumen in aflairs of the heart, detected her 
secret.” 

“ What secret ?” asked the innocent sage. 

“ Her love for the handsome young poet. I betr^ that secret, in 
order to give her some slight excuse for becoming f dschicra’s tool. 
She believed Leonard to be in love with your daughter, and jealoi^sy 
urged her to treason. Violantc, no doubt, will explain this to you. 
WcU, the man fell into the trap. ' Give me the letter. Signore, an 
(juick.’ 

‘ Jt is at an hotel close by ; come there, and you will have a guinea 
for your trouble.’ 

So Leonard walked our gentleman into my hotel: and ha,vmg 
taken him into my cTressing-room, turned the key and llicrc left him. 

011 Icaniiiig this capture, ihe Prince and myself hastened to see our 
prisoner. He was at first suEcn and silent ; but when the Prince dis- 
closed Ills rank and name (you know the mysterious terror the meaner 
Itaiiaus feel for an Ausi rijin magnate), his countenance changed, and 
iiis courage fell. What with threats, and what with promises, we 
soon obtained all that- we .souglit to know- and an ollercd bribe, 
which I calculated at ten times the amount tlie rogue could ever ex- 
pect to receive from his spendthrift master, finally l?ound him cheer- 
tully to our service, soul and body. . Thus we learned the dismal 
place to which your noble daughter had been so perfidiously ensnared. 
We learned also that the Count had not yet visited her, hoping much 
from the effect that prolonged incarceration might have in weakening 
ner spirit and inducing her siibmissitn. Peschiera was to go to the 
Iiousc at midnight, thciicc to transport her to the vessel. Beppo liad 
received orders to bring the carriage to Leiccstcr-square. where i^es- 
chiera would join him. The Count (as* Leonard surmised) had taken 
•kulking refuge at the hotel in which Kandal Ijeslie had disappeared. 
The Prince, Leonard, Frank (who was tlft;n in the hotel), and myself, 
Held a short council. Should wc go at once to the house, and, by the 
nelp of the police, force an entrance, and rescue your daughter ? TFis 
was a very haziiraous resDurcc. The abode, which, at various times, 
nad served for the hiding-place of rften haunted by the law, abounded, 
according to our informant, in subten-auean vaults and secret passages, 
:uid had more than one outlet on the river. At our first summons at 
the door, therefore, the ru Ilians within might not only escape them^ 
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seives, but carry off their prisoner. The door was sirong, and before 
our entrance could be forced, all trace of her we sought mig:ht bo lost. 
Again, too^the Prince was desirous of bringing Pcschiera’s guilty desip 
home to him — anxious to be able to state to the Emperor, jmd to the 
great minister, his kinsman, that he himself had witnessed the Count’s 
vile abuse of the Emperor’s permission to wed your dauglitor. In 
short, while I only thought of Violante, tlie Prmcc thought also ot- 
her father’s recall to his dukedom. Yet still to leave Violante iu that 
terrible house, even for an hour, a few minutes, subjected to tlu' 
actual presence of Pescliiera, unguarded ^save, by the feeble and 
false woman who had botraj ed, and might still d^eit her — how coii- 
templatc that fearful risk? Wliat might not happen in the interval 
between Pescliiera’ s visit to the house and his appearance with his 
victim on the vessel ? An idea flashed on me— Beppo was to conduct 
the Count to the house ; if 1 could accompany Beppo in disguise- 
enter the house — myself be present ?— 1 ruslied back to our informant, 
now become our agent ; I found the plan still more feasible than 1 
had at first stipposed. Beppo had asked the Count’s permission to 
bring with him a brother accustomed to the sea, and who wished to 
<iuit England. I might personate tliat brother. You know' that ilur 
Italian language, in most of its dialects and varieties of patois- 
Genoese, Piedmontese, Venetian— is as familiar to me as Addison’s 
English ! Alas ! rather more so. Presto ! tlic thing was settled. 1 
felt my heart, from that moment, as light as a feather, and my sense 
as keen as the dai*t which a feather wings. My plans now were 
formed in a breath, and explained in a sentence. It was right that, 
you should 1)6 present on board the vessel, not only to witness your 
foe’s downfall, but to receive your child in a father’s arms. Leonard 
set out to Norwood for yon, cautioned not to define too precisely for 
what object you were wanted, till on board. 

“ Prank, lu^compaiiied by Bcxipo (for there was yet time for these 
preparations before midnight), repaired to the yacht, taking Giacomo 
by the way. There our new ally, familiar to most of that pira- 
tical crew; and sanctioned by the i)rescnce of Prank, as the Count’vS 
friend and prospective brother-in-law, told Peschiera’s hirelings that 
they were to quit the vessel, and wait on shore under Giacomo’s 
auspices till further orders ; and as soon as the decks w'ere cleared of 
tiieseruffians (save a few left to avoid suspicion, and wlio were afterwards 
i«^cly stowed down in the hold),’ and as soon as Giacomo had lodged 
his convoy in a public-house, where he quitted them, drinking liis 
health over unlimited rations of grog, your inestimable servant quietly 
sliippcd on board the Italians pressed into the service, and Prank 
took charge of the English sailors. 

‘"The Prince, promising f.o be on board in duef^me, then left me 
to make arrangements for his journey to Vienna with the dawn. I 
hastened to a masquerade warehouse^ where, witli the help of an 
Ingenious stagewright artificer, I disguisdd myself into a most 
thorough-paceddooking cut-throaf, and then wmted the return of my 
friend Beppo with the most perfect confidence.” 

“ Yet, ujhat rascal had played false, all these pj^cautions irerc 
lost. Cospetto ! you were not ^isc,” said the prudent philosopher. 
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** Very likely not You would have keen so wise, that by this time 
your daughter wo^old have been lost to yon lor ever.” 

Blit why not emplfj^ the police ?” 

“ b'irst— Because 1 had already eraployed tliem to little purpose. 
Secondly — ^Because T no longer wanted them. Thirdly — Because to 
use thcfti for luy final catastrophe, woidd bo to drag your najnei, and 
your daughter’s, perhaps, before a police-court ; at all events before 
the tribunal of public gossip. Ana lastly-— Because having decidet^ 
upon the proper punishment, it had too much of equity to be quite 
consistent with law; alul in forcibly seizing a man’s person, and 
shipping iiini off to Norway, my police would have bcmi sadly in tin? 
way. (vcrtainly my plan rather savours of Lope de Vega than of 
Blackstonc. However, you sec ^iccess atones tor all irregularities. 
I riisume : — Beppo came back in time to narrate all the arrangements 
that had been made, and to inform me that a servant from the Count 
had come on board just as our lu'w crew were assembled there, to 
order the boat to be at the place where wc found it. The servant, it 
was deemed iirndent to detain and secure. Giacomo undertook to 
manage the boat. I am nearly at the close of my story. Sure of my 
disguise, I got on the coach-box with Beppo. The Count arrived at 
the spot appointed, and did not even honour myself with a question or 
glance, ^lour brother?’ he said to Beppo ; ‘ one might guess that, 
iiC'. has the family likeness. Not a liandsome race yours ! Drive on.’ 

'‘We arrived at the house. 1 dismounted to open the carriage- 
door. 'i'he Count gave me one look. 

“ ' Beppo says you have known the sea.’ 

“ ' Excellency^ yes. T am a Genoese.’ 

“ ' Ha ! how is that ? Beppo is a Lombard.’ — Admire the readi- 
ness with which I redeemed my blunder: 

" ' Excellency, it iileased Heaven that Beppo should be bom in 
Lombard}", ana then to remove my respt:otea parents to Genoa, at 
v/liich citj they were so kindly treated, that my mother, in common 
gratitude, was bound to increase its population. It was all she could 
do, poor woman. You sec she did her best.’ 

“ The Count smiled, and said no more, 'fhe door opened — followed 
him ; your daugliter can tell you the I'cst.” 

'‘And you risked your life in that den of miscreants! Noble 
IViend!” 

“ liisked my life — no ; but I risked tlic Count’s. ’There was one 
moment when my hand >vas on my trigger, and my soul very near the 
sin of justifiable homicide. But my talc is dotie. The Count is now 
on the river, and will soon be on the salt seas, — though not bound to 
Norway as I had first intended. I could^ot inflict that frigid voyage 
on his ‘sister. Sc# the ^nen have orders to cniise about for six days, 
keeping aloof from shore, and they will then land the Count and the 
Alarchesa, by boat, on J;Jie Erench coast. That delay will ^ve time 
hr the Prince to anive at Vieni 4 |;v before the Count could follow 
bim.” 

“Would he have that audacity?” 

“ Do him more justice ! Audacity, faith ! he does not want for 
that. But I dreaded not his appearajVJe at Vienna with such evidence 
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gainst him. 1 dreaded bis encoiuitermg the Prince on the road, and 
forcing a duel, before his clmracter was so blasted that the Prince 
could refuse it and the Count is a dead sk# of course such 
men are ! 

■ ‘ Pie will return, and you ** 

I ! — Oh, never fear : ]ic has had enough of me. And now, my 
dear frieiid~now that V iolantc is safe once more under your own 
roof—now tliat liuiioiucd mother must loug^'cre this have been 
satisfied by Leomird, who left uS to go to her, that our success has 
been achieved without danger, and, what sne will value almost as 
much, without scandal — now that your foe is i)owerlcss as a rceti 

lioating on the water towards its own rot, and the Prince Yon is 

jKjrhaps about to enter his carriage on the road to Dover, charged 
with file mission of restoring to Italy her wodliicst son — let me dis- 
miss you to your own happy slumbers, and allow me io wrap myself 
inmyejoak, and snatch a short sleep on the sofa, till yonder grey 
dawn has mellowed into riper day. My eyes are heav;;j', and if you 
stay here three minutes longer, I shall be out of reach of hearing — in 
the land of dreams. Buona mite 

But there is a bed prepared for you.” 

Harley shook his head ui dissent, and composed hiiiiscK at length 
on the sofa. 

Kiccabooca bending, wrapped the cloak round his guest, kissed him 
on the forehead, and crept out of the room to rejoin Jemima, who still 
sat up for him, nervously anxious to learn from him those explana- 
tions which her considerate aftectio}i would not allow her to ask from 
the agitated and exhausted Yiolante. “'Not in bed !” cried the sage, 
on seeing her. “ Have vou no feelings of compassion forwny son that, 
is to be ? Just, too, when there is a reasonable probability that we 
cipi ^brd n son ?” 

Biccabocca here laughed merrily, and his wife threw herself on his 
shoulder, and cried for joy. 

But no sleep fell on the lids of Harley L’Estrange. He started up 
when his host had left him, and paced the apartment, with noiseless 
but rapid strides. AH whim and levity had vanished from his face, 
which, by the light (if the dawn, seemed death-like pale. On lliat 
pale face there was all tlie struggle, and all the anguish of passion. 

“Tlicse arms have clasped her,” he murmurt'.d; “ these lips have 
inhaled her brcMith. 1 am under the same roof, and she is saved — 

' jmved ever more from danger and from penury, and for ever divided 
from me. Courage, courage! Oh, honour, duty; and thou, dark 
memory of the past—tliou that didst pledge love at least to a grave — 
support — defend me I Can J be so w’eak ! ” 

The sun w'^as in the wintry skies, when Harley stole from the house. 
No one was stiiTiu" except Giacomo, who stood by the threshold of 
the door, which he had just uubarred, feeding the house-dog. “ Good 
day,” said the servant, smiling. " Jhe dog has not been of much use, 
but I don’t think the Padrone wifi henceforth grudge liim a break- 
fast. I shall take him to Italy, and marry him there, in the hope of 
improving the breed of our native Lombard dogs.” 

‘‘ Ab !” said Harley, ''you wjll soon leave oiir cold shores. May 
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simslime settle? an yon nil” He paused^ and looked up at the closed 
windows wistl'uUy. 

“ The Sipniorina sleeps there,” said Giacomo, in a husky voice, 
‘‘just over the room in which you slept.” 

“ I knew it,” muttered Harley. “An instinct told me of it. Open 
the I must go home. My excuses to your lord, aiid to all.” 

^ Ho tunjed a deal car to Giacomo’s entreaties to stay till at least the 
Signoriiia was up -•-the Siguorina whom he had saved. Without 
trusting liimself to speak furtlier, he Quitted the demesne, and walked 
with swift strides towards London. 


CHAPTER X. 

Haully had not long reached his hotel, and was still seated before 
liis uTitastcd breakfast, when Mr. Randal Leslie was announced. 
Randal, who was in the linn belief that Yiolante was now on the 
wide seas with Peschiera, (‘Dfored, looking tlie very personation of 
anxiety and fatigue. For, like the great Cardinal* Richelieu, Randal 
liad learned the art how to make good use of his own delicate and 
soniewhat sickly aspect. The Cardimd, when intent on some san- 
guinary scheme requiring unusual vitality and vigour, contrived 
to make himself look a harmless sufferer at death’s door. And 
Randal, whose nervous energies could at that moment have whirled 
liini from one end of this huge metropolis to the other, with a speed 
that would liave outstripped a prize pedestrian, now sank into a chair 
with a jaded weariness that no mother could have seen without com- 
passion. He seemed since the last night to have galloped towards 
the last stage of consumption. 

-Have you discovered no trace, ray lord ? Speak, speak !” 

“ Sp( ;ak — certainly. I am too happy to relieve your mind, Mr. Leslie. 
What fools we were ? Ha ! ha ! ” 

“Fools— how ?” faltered Randal. 

“Of course; the young lady was at her father’s house all the 
time.”' 

“EhP what?” 

“And is there now.” 

“It is not possible!” said Randak in the hollow dreamy tone 
of a somnambulist. “ At her father’s house — at Norwood ! Are you 
sure ?” 

“ Sure.” 

Randal made a desperate and successful effort at self-control. 
“ Heaven be praised ! ”, he cried. “ And just as I had be^xn- to 
suspect the Count — the Marchesa^ for I find that neither of them 
slept at home last night; and Levy told me that the Count had 
written to liirn, requesting the Raron to discharge his bills, as he 
should lie for i^me time absent from England.” 

“ Indeed ! Well, that is nothing tc^us — ^very much to Paron Levy, 
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if *116 executes his co^imission, and discharges the bills. What ! are 
you going already ?” , , 

Do you ask such a question ? How canC’I stay ? I must go to 
Norwood—must sec VioJaute with my own eyes! Eorg:ive my 
emotion— I— I 

llandal snatched at liis hat and hurried away. The lowscornful 
laugh of Harley followed him as he went. 

I have no more doubt of his jjuilt than Leonard has. Violaiitc at 
Jeast shall not be the prize of that thin-lipped knave. What strange 
fascination can he possess, that he should thhs bind to him the two 
men I value most — Audley Egerton and Alphonso di Serrano? 
Both so wise loo! — one in books, one in action. And hotli sus- 
picious men ! "Wliile I, so imprudfintly trustful and franlr — ^Ah 1 iliat 
IS the reason; our natures are antipathetic; cimning, simulation, 
falsehood 1 have no mercy, n 9 pardon, for these. Woe to all hypo- 
crites if I were a Grand Inquisitor !” 

“ Mr. Eichard Avenel,” said the wa.itor, throwing open the door, 

Harley caught at the ann of the chair on which he sat e, and grasped 
if nervously ; while his eycs*bccame fixed intently on tlie form of tlie 
gentleman who now advanced into the room. He rose with an efibii. 

'^Mr. Avenel!” he said, faltcringly. “Did I hear your name 
aright? Avenel?^ 

Richard Avenel, at your service, my lord,” answered Dick. “]\Iy 
family is not uuknou n to you ; and 1 am not ashamed of my family, 
though my parents were small Lansmere tradesfolks. And 1 am— 
a -hem! — ?i citizen of the world, and well-to-do!” added Dick, 
dropiiing his kid gloves into his hat, and then placing tlie hat on the 
table, with the air of an old acquaintance who wisiics t o make liimself 
at home. 

Lord^ L’Estrange bowed, and said, as lie reseated himself (Dick 
being firmly seated already) — “You are most welcome, sir; and if 
there be anything I ^*an do for one of your name 

“Thank you, my Lord,” interrupted Dick. “1 want nothiug of 
imy man. A bold word to say; but I say it. Nevertheless, 1 should 
not have presumed to call on your lordship, unless, indeed, you 
liad done me the honour to call first at my liousc, Eaton Square, 
No. * * — I should not have presumed to call, il' it had not been 

on business public business, 1 may s ^— k atiokal business I ” 

Harley bowed again. A faint smile nitted for a moment to liis lip, 
but, vanishing, gave way to a mournful, absent expression of coun- 
tenance, as he scaimed the^ handsome features before him, and. 
perhans, masculine and bold though they were, still discovered 
something of a family liken^s to one whose beauty had once been liis 
ideal of ienialc loveuness : for suddenly he stretcled forth his hand, 
and said, with more than liis usual cordial sweetness, “ Business, or 
not business, let us speak to each other as friends— for the sake of a 
name that takes me back to Lans,mere— to my youth. I h'sten to you 
with interest.” 

Richard Avenel, much surprised by this unexpected kindliness, and 
touched, he knew not why, by the soft ana melancholy tone of 
Harley’s voice, warmly pressed the hand held out to him ; and, seized i 
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witti a rare fit of shyness, coloured, and coughed, and hemmed, and 
looked first down, them aside, before he could find the words which 
■were genendly ready enough at his command. 

“ You are very good, Lord L’Estrange ; nothing can be handsomer. 
I feel it Jicre, my lord,” striking his fcraff waistcoat — *'1 do, ^pon my 
honour. But not to waste your time (time ’s money), I epm^ to the 
point. It is about |^he borough of Lansmere. Your family interest 
IS very strong in that borough. Buli excuse me if I say that I don’t 
think you are aware that%I too have cooked up a pretty considerable 
interest on the otlier side. No offence— opinions arc frcc.^ And the 
popular tide runs strong with us — mean with vie, at the impending 
ensis — that is, at the next ejpctioiv Now, 1 have a gi’eat respect for 
the Earl, your father ; and so have those who brought me into the 
world my father, John, was always a regular good Blue ; — and my 
respect for yourself since I came into this room has gone up in the 
market — a very great rise indeed — considerable. So 1 should just 
like to see if wc could set our heads together, and settle the borough 
between us tw'o, in a snug private way, as public men ought to do 
when they get together— nobody else by, and no necessity for that sort 
of humbug — which is so common in this rotten old country. Eh, my 
lord ? ” 

“jVIr, Avenel,” said Harley, slowly, recovering himself from the 
abstraction 'witli which be had listened to Dick’s earlier sentences, 
“1 fear 1 do not quite understand you; but I have no other interest 
in the next election for the borough of Lansmere, than a>s may 
sen^e one whom, wdiatever be your politics, you must acknowledge 

to be ” 

A humbug ! ” 

“ j\ir. Avenel, }'Ou cannot mean the person I mean. I speak of 
one of the lirst statesmen of our time— of Mr. Audley Egeii,on — 
of ” 

A stiff-necked pompous — — ” 

“ ]\Iy earliest and dearest friend.” 

T1i( 5 rebuke, though g(mtly said, sufficed to silence Dick for a 
moment ; and when he spokii again, it was in an altered tone. 

“ I beg your pardon, my lord, I am sure. Of course, 1 can say 
notliing disrespectful of your friend ;—v(^ry sorry that he is your 
friend. In that case, I am almosk afraid that nothing is to be 
(lone. But Mr. Auih^y Egcrtoii has not a chance. Let me con- 
vince you of this.” Aiid Dick pulled out a little book, bound neatly 
in red. » 

“(Jauvass-book, my lord. J am no aristocrat. I don’t pretend to 
carry a free and independent "constituency in my breeches pocket. 
Heaven forbid ! But, as a r radical man of business — what 1 do is 
done properly. Just look at this book. Well kept, eh? Naipcs, 
promises, inclinaiioiis. f/ublic opinions, and private interests of 
every individual Lansmere elector* Now, as one man of honour 
to another, I show you this book, and 1 think you will sec that 
We have a clear majority of at least eighty votes as against Mr, 
Sgerton.” 

“ Ihat is your view of the question ** said Harlcj^, taking the book 
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glancing ovler the names* catalogued and ticketed therein. But 
his cotmtenance became serious ts he recognised many names, 
familiar to his hoyliood as those of important electors on the 
Lansmere side, and which he now found transferred to the hostih*. 
“ But surely there ai'e persons here in whom you deceive yourself— 
old friends of my family— stanch supporters of our party.” 

“Exactly so. But this new question has tumed^all old things topsy- 
turvy. No relying on any friqnd of yours. No reliance except m 
this book !” said I)ick, slapping the red cov^r with <salm but ominous 
emphasis. 

“ Now, what I want to propose is this : Don’t let the Lansmere 
interest be beaten ; it would vex the olu^Earl— go to his heart, 1 am 
sure.” 

Harley nodded. 

“ And the Lansmere interest need imt be beaten, if you’ll put up 
another man instead of this red-tapist. (Beg pardon.) You see 1 
only want to get in one man — ^you want to get in another. Wliy not. ? 
Now; tiiere’s a smart youth — connection of Mr. Egerton’s,— liaudal 
Leslie. I have no objection to him, though lie is of your colours. 
Withdraw Mr. Egcrt.on, and I’ll withdraw nny second man before it 
comes to the poll ; and so we shall halve the borough slick between 
us. That’s the way to do business, eh, niy lord ?” 

“ Eandal Leslie ! Oh, yon wish to bring in Mr. Leslie ? But he 
stands with Egcrtoii, not against Miri.” 

“Ah!” said Dick, smiling, as if to liimself, “so I hear; and we 
could bring him in over Egerion without saying a word to you. Jhit 
all our family respect yours, and so i have wished to do the thing 
handsome and open. Let the Earl and 3 ^our party be content witii 
j^oung Leslie.” 

“ Young Leslie has spoken to you ?” 

“ Not as to my coming here. Oh no— that’s a secret “ private and 
confidential, my lord. And now, to make matters still more smootli, 
1 propose that my man shall be one to your iordsliip’s own heart. 
I imu you have been very kind to my nepliew does you cKidii., my 
lord ; — a wonderful young man, though 1 say it. I never guessed 
there was so much in him. Yet all the time he was in my house, Ikj 
had in his desk the very sketch of an invention that is now saving 
me from ruin — from positive rwn — ^Baron Levy — ^the King’s l^iich 
— and almighty smash ! Now, such a youug man ought to in 
Parliament. 1 like to bring forward a relation ; that is, w^lien h{‘. 
does one credit ; ’tis human ilaturc and saei'^al ties— one’s own flesh 
and blood ; and' besides, one hand rubs the other, and one leg helps 
on the other, and relations ^ct on best in the world when they puli 
together; that is, supposing that they are the propcfr sort of relations, 
and pull one on, not down. I had once thougiit of striding fo.’ 
Lansmere myself— thought of it very latdy. The country wants 
men like me— I know that ; but ihave an idea that I had better see. 
to mj own business. The country may, or may not, do without ni(‘, 
stupid old thing tliat slie is ! But my mill and my new engincis, 
there is no doubt that they cannot do without me. fn short, as 
we ai-c quite aione, and, as 1 said before, there’s no kind of necessit v 
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for that sort of humbug which exists w^ien other i)eople are present, 
provide elsewhere for Mr. Egerton, wljoni I hate lixe poison — 
nave a right to do tliJt, 1 suppose, without oflenec to your lord- 
ship - ' and the two yoiinkers, Leonard Eairfield and Handal Leslie, 
shall he members for the free and independent borough of Lans- 
merfi ! ' 

“ But does Leonard wish to come into Parliament 
^‘No: he says flot; but that’s nonsense. If your lordship will 
just signify your wish t^a:t he should not lose tliis noble opportunity 
to raise himself in life, and get something liandsome out of tne nation, 
I’m sure lie owes you too much to hesitate — ’specially ■when ’tis to 
his own advantage. And, besides, one of us Aveiiels ought to be in 
Parliament. And if 1 liavc' not the time and learning, and so forth, 
and he has. why, it stands to reason that he should be tne man. And 
if he can do something for me one day — ^not that I want anything— 
but still a Baronetcy or so would he a comphmeut to British In- 
dustry, and be ajiprcciated as such by myself and the public at large 
— I say, if he could do somethiu’g of that sort, it woutd keep up the 
whole family ; and if ho can’t, why I’ll forgive him.” 

Avenel,” said Harley, with that familiar and gracious charm of 
manner which few ever could resist— “ Avcnel, if, as a great personal 
favour to myself— to me your fellow-townsmau (1 was born at Laiis- 
mere)— if I asked you to forego your grudge against Audlcy Egerton, 
whatever that grudge be, and not oppose his election, wliile our party 
would not oppose your nephew’s -could you not oblige mo ? C(ime, 
for tiie sake, of ileiir Lansmere, and all tlu^ old kindly feelings lietween 
your family and mine, say ‘ Yes — so shall it be.’ ” 
iliehard Avimel was almost melted. He turned away Ills face ; but 
there suddenly rose to his recollection the scornful brow of Audiey 
Egerton, the lofty contempt with wliicli he, then the worshipfid 
Mayor of Screwstown, had been shown out of the Minister’s oflicc- 
rooin; and, the blood rushing over his cliecks, ho stamped his foot 
on the floor, and exclaimed, angrily, “ Is'o ; I sw^ore that Audiey 
Egerton shorn i smart for his insolence to me, as sure as my name bf‘ 
llicliard AvePel; and all the soft soup in the world will not wash out 
that oath. So there is nothing for it but for you to ’withdraw that, 
man, or for me to defeat him. And I would do so, ay—and in thr 
way4hat could most gall iuni, if it qpst me hall* my fortune. But i‘ 
will not eo.st that,” said Dick, coohng, ‘‘nor any thing like it; for 
when the popular fide runs in one’s favour, ’tis astonishing hov' 
cheap fi ll election may be. 1 1 will (?o^ him cnougli though, and ai: 
for nothing™ worse than nothing. Think of it, my lord.” 

] will, Mr. Avcnel. .tVnd i say, in my turn, tnat my friendship is 
as strong as } our* liatQ ; and Unit if it costs me, not half, but my 
w'liole fortujie, Audiey Egerton shall come in without a shilling of 
f'Xjv'irsc to himseK, should we once decide that he stand the contest.” 

“ Very well, my lord— very weH” said Dick, stiflly, and drawing 
on his kid gloves ; “ we’ll sec if the aristocracy is always to ride over 
the free ciibice of the people in this way. But the peojile arc rouseil, 
my lord. Tlie March of Enhgiiteumeut is commenced -t '(f School 
nuisi.er is abroad, and the BritisliLioii ” 
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** Nobody here but ourseWes, my dear Avcnel. Is not this rather 
what yon call— j 

Dick started, stared, coloured, and their burst out laughing— 

Give us your hand again, my lord. You arc a good fellow, t/mt you 

are. And for your sake ” 

You’ll not oppose Egerton ? ” , ^ . , , . , 

" Tooth and naal— tooth and nail !” cried Dick, clapping his hands 
to his ears, and fairly running oi^t of the room. 

There passed over Harley’s countenance tliat change so freipient 
to it— more freciucnt, indeed, to the gay children of the world tlinn 
those of consistent tempers and uniform habits miglit suppose. Tlier(^ 
is many a man whom we call friend and whose face seems familiar 1 o 
ns as our own yet, could we but take a glimpse of him wlicn wc 
leave his presence, and he sinks back into his chair alone, we should 
sigh to see how orten the smile ou the frankest lip is but a brav(‘,ry oi 
the drill, only worn when on parade. 

What thoughts did the visit of lUchard Avcnel bequeath to Harley ? 
It were hard to define them. 

In his place, an Andlcy Egerton would have taken some comfori 
from the visit—would have murmured, “ I’hank Heaven ! I have 
not to present to the world that terrible nuui as my b«otlier-inJaw.” 
But ptobably Harley liad escaped, in his Reverie, from Bichard Avenel 
altogether. Even as the slightest incident in the daytime causes 
our dreams at night, but is itself clean forgotten— so the name, so 
the look of the visitor, might have sufficed but to influence a vision 
— as renlote from its casual suggester, as what we call real life is 
from that life much more real, that wc imagine, or remember, in the 
haunted chambers of the brain. Eor what is real life P How little 
the things actually doing jiround us affect the springs of our sorrow 
or joy ; but the life whichf our dulness calls romance— the sentiment, 
the remembrance, the hope, and the fear, that are never seen in th(i 
toil of our hands — never heard in the jargon on our lips ; — from that 
life all spin, as the spider from its entrails, tJie w'ob by wdiicli we hang 
in the sunbeam, or glide out of sight into the shelter of home. 

“I must not think,” said Harley, rousing himself with a sigli, 
“ either of past or present. Let me huiry on to some fancied future. 
* Happiest are the mairiages,’ said the Irench pliilosopher, and still 
says many a sage, ‘ in which m^'U asks only the mild companioir, and 
woman but the calm protector.’ 1 will go to Helen.” 

He rose ; and as he was about to lock up his escritoire, he r(N 
meaibered the papers which’* Leonard had requested liim to read. 
He took ihem from their deposit, with a careless hand, intending i.o 
carry them with him to hb’ father’s house. But as his eye fell upon 
the characierg, the band suddenly trembled, ana he recoiled some 
paces, as if struck by a violent blow. Then, gazing more intently on 
the writing, a low cry broke from. his Hps. He reseated bim^^elf, and 
began to read. 
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CIIAPTEE XI. 

iLiLNDAL—witli many misgivings at Lord L’Estrange’s tone,^ ni 
i^'hich 1 h‘ was at no loss to detect a latent irony — proceeded to Kor* 
lie found Riccabocca excce^gly cold and distant. Eut he 
soon brought that sago to^ communibato the suspicions which Lord 
Ij’EbIrange had instilled^ into his mind, and these Randal was as 
.si)(‘cJily enabled to dispel. He accounted at once for his visits to 
jjcvy iind Peschiera. Naturally he had sought Levy, an acquaintance 
of his own — ^nay, of Audley Egrttou’s ; but whom he knew to be 
professionally employed by the Count. He had l^ucceeded in ex- 
tracting from the Earon. Pescliicra’s suspicious change of lodgment 
fioin MivarPs Ilotel'to the purlieus of Leicester Square;— had called 
tliere on the Count— forced an entrance— openly accused Mm of 
abstracting Violante; high words had passed between them — even a 
challenge. Randal produced a note from a milita^ friend of Ms, 
whom he had sent to the Count an hour after quitting the hotel. 
This note stated that arrangements were made for a meeting near 
Lord’s Cricket Ground, at seven o’clock the next morning. Eandal 
then submitted to Riccabocca another formal memorandum from the 
same warlike friend— to the purport that Eandal ^d himself had 
repaired to the ground, and no Count been forthcoming. It must be 
owned that Eandal bad taken all suitable precautions to q|^ him- 
self. Such a man is not to blame for want of invention, if he be 
sometimes doomed to fail. 

“ 1 then, much alarmed,” continued Eandal, “ hastened to Baron 
Levy, who informed me that the Count had written him word that he 
should be for some time absent from England. Rushing thence, in 
despair, to your friend Lord L’Estrange, I heard that your daughter 
w.is safe with you. And though, as I have just proved, I would nave 
risked my life against so notorious a duellist as the Count, on the 
mere chance of preserving Violante from Ms supposed designs, I am 
r^'joiced to think that she had no need of my unskilful arm. But how 
and why can the Count have left England after accepting a challenge? 
A man so sure of his weapon, too— reputed to be as fearless of daimer 
as he IS blunt in conscience. Explaih you who know mankind so 
well— explain. I cannot.” 

^'he philosopher could not resist the pleasure of narrating the 
detection and humiliation of his foe — the wit, ingenuity, and readi- 
ness of his friend. So Randal learned, by little and little, the whole 
drama of the preetding night. He saw, then, that the exile had all 
reasonable hope of speedy restoration to rank and wealth. Violante, 
indeed, would be a oriUi^nt prize— too brilliant, perhaps, for Eandm 
—but not to be sacrificed without an effort. Therefore wringing 
convulsively the hand of his mtdilated fatber-in-law, and turning 
away his bead as if to conceal Ms emotions, the ingenuous young 
suitor faltered forth— “That now Dr. Riccabocca was so soon to 
'‘'anish into the Duke di Serrano, Im— Randal Leslie of Rood, bora a 
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gentlemaiL indeed, but of fallen fqrttinei^had no right to claim the 
nromise wich baa been given to him while a father had cause to fear 
for a daugWcris future : with the fear ceased the promise. Might 
Heaven mess father and daughter both !” 

This address touched both the heart and honour of the e:^e. 
‘Raiidal Leslie knew his man. And though, before Raudai’s visit 
fiiccabocca was not quite so much a philosopher, but what he would 
have been woU pleased to have found himself released, by proof of 
the young man’s treachery, froirf an alliance below^the rank to vnicli 
he had aS chance of early restoration; yet no-' Spaniard was ever more 
tcaiacious of plighted word than this inconsistent pupil of the pi'o- 
found Rlorenfiiie. And liandaFs probity being now clear to him, he 
repeated, with stately formalities/ his previous offer of Yiolantc’s 
hand. 


“JBut,” still falteiingly sighed the provident and far-calculatiug 
Randal — "but your only cMd, your sole heiress! Oh, might iio^ 
your consent to such a marriage (u known before your recall) jeopar- 
dise your cause ? Your lands, your principalities, to devolve ou the 
child of an humble Englishmau ! 1 dare not believe it. All, would 
Violante were not your heiress 1” 

"A noble wish,” said Hiccabocca, smiling blandly, "and one that 
the Fates will realise. Cheer up ; Violante will not be^y heuess.” 

"Ah,” cried Randal, drawing a long breath—" ah, what do i 
hear!” 


"Hist ! I shall soon a second time be a father. And, to judge bv 
the une^iing researches of writers upon that most interesting of all 
subjects, parturitive science. 1 sliall be the father of a son. lie "w ill, 
of course, succeed to the titles of Serrano. And Violante;^ ” 

"Will nave nothing, I suppose !” exclaimed Randal, trying his Ixisi 
to look overjoyed, till he had ^t his paws out of the trap mto winch 
he had so incautiously thrust them. 

" Nay, her portion by our laws — to say notliiiig of my affectii'n— 
would far exceed the ordinary dower •wliicli the daug liters of London 
merchants bring to the iwns of British pot'rs. Wlioe\cr mariu's 
Violante, provided 1 regain my estates, must submit to the caus 
which the poets assure us ever attend on wealth.” 

"Oh !” groaned Randal, as if already bowed beneath the cares, uiid 
sympatliising with the poets. 

"And now, let me present ycJti to your betrothed.” 

Although poor Randal had been remorselessly hurried along wind 
Bchillcr calls the gamut of Reeling,” during tiic^ last throe minut(‘^ , 
down to the deep chord of despair at the abrupt intclligcnec that In^ 
betrothed was no heiress after all; thence ascending to vibrations of 
pleasant doubt as to the unborn usurper of her s'*iglits, according lo 
tlie prophecies of parturitive science ; and lastly, swelling into a con- 
cord of all sweet thoughts at the assurance tliat, come wliat might, 
she would be a wealtluer bride ^thau a peer’s son could discover in 
the matrimonial Potosi of Lombard Street ; still the tormented love r 
was not there allowed to repose his exhausted though ravished soul. 
For, at the idea of personally confronting the destined bride— whose 
wy existence had almost yapishsd from his mind’s eye, amiost the 
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golden showers that it saw falling divinely rotmd her— ;Ilandal was 
suddenly reminded of the exceed^ bluntncss with whidh, at their 
last interview, it had oeen his poli^ t 9 announce his suit^^ and of the 
necessity of an impromptu falsetio woi\^^ to the new variations that 
tossed lum again to and fro on the merciless gamut.^ However, he 
could*iiot recoil from her father’s proposition, though, in order to pre- 
pare lliccabocca for 7 iolante’s representation, he confesses patheti- 
cally that bis impatience to obtah^ ber consent, and baffle Peschiera, 
had made him appear a rude and^ presumptuous wooer. The philo- 
sopher, who was disposed to believe one kind of courtship to be 
much the same as another, in cases where the result of all courtships 
was once predetermined — smjjied beni^y, patted Randal’s thin 
cheek with a “Pooh, pooh, pazzk /” and left the room to summon 
Violante. k* 

“If knowledge be power,” soliioqnised Randal^ “abilifyis certainly 
good luck, “as Miss Edgeworth snows in that story pi Murad the 
Unlucky, which I read at Eton ; very clever story it is, too. So 
. nothing comes amiss to me. Vioiante’s escape, which has cost me 
the Count’s ten thousand pounds, proves to be worth to me, I dare 
say, ten times as much. No doubt slic’U have a hundred thousand 
pounds at the least. And then, if her father have no other child, after 
all, or the child he expects die in infancy, why, once reconciled to his 
government and restored to his estates, the law must take its usual 
course, and Violante will be the greatest heiress in Europe. As to 
the young lady herself, I confess she rather awes me ; I Idaow 1 shall 
be henpecked. Well, all respectable husbands are. Theire is some- 
thing scampish and ruffianly in not being henpecked.” Here Randal’s 
smile might Imve harmonized well with Pluto’s “ii*on tears;” but, 
iron as the smile was, the serious young man was ashamed of it 
“ What am I about,” said he, half aloud, “chuckling to myself and 
wasting time, when I ought to be thinking gravely now to explain 
away my former cavalier courtship P Such a masterpiece as I thought 
it then ! But who could foresee the turn things would take P Let 
me think ; let me think. Plague on it, here she comes.” 

But Randal had not the fine car of your more romantic lover ; and, 
to his great relief, the exile entered the room unaccompanied by 
Violante. lliccabocca looked somewhat embarrassed. 

“ My dear Leslie, you must eu^suse my daughter to-day ; she is 
still suffering from the agitation she has gone through, and cannot 
sec you.” 

The lover tried not to look too delisted. 

“ Cruel,” said he ; “yet I would not for worl^ force myself on her 
presence. I hopy, duke, that she will not find it too difficult to obey 
the commands wnich dispose of her hand, and intrust her happiness 
to my grateful chaa*ge.” 

“ To be plain with you, Randal, she does at present seem to find it 
more difficult than I foresaw. Sh» even talks of ” 

“ Another attachment—Oh, heavens ! ” 

“ Attachment, pazzie ! WTiom has she seen P No— a convent I 
But leave it to me. In a calmer hour she will comprehend that a 
child must know no lot more euviab-eiand holy than that of redeeming 
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a fatlier’s honour. And no\^ if yon are returning to London, may I 
ask you to convey to young Mr. Hazeldean mvj^surances of undying 
gratitude for his share in my daughter’s delivery from that poor 
bailed swindler.” 

It is noticeable that, now Peschiera was no longer an object of 
dr^ to the nervous father, he became but an object of pity xo the 
phSosopher, aud of contempt to the grandee. 

“ True,” said Haiidal, “ you tqjd me Frank hSd a share in Lord 
L’Estrange’s very clever and dr^atic deyice. aMy lord must 
be by nature a fine actor — comic, with a touch of melodrarne ! Poor 
Frank r ^patently he has lost the woman he adored — Beatrice di 
Negra. You say she has accompamed the Count. Is the marriage 
that was to be between her and Frank broken oft’ P ” 

“ I did not know such a marriage was contemplated. I understood 
her to be attached to another. Not that that is any reason why she 
should not have mfirried Mr. Hazeldean. Express to him my con- 
gratulations on his escape.” 

“ Nay, he must not know that I have inadvertently betrayed his 
confidence j but you now guess, what perhaps puzzled you before — 
viz., how 1 came to be so well acquainted with the Count and his 
movements. I was so intimate with my relation Frank, and Frank 
was affianded to the Marohesa.” 

“ I am glad you give me that explanation ; it suflices. After all, the 
Marohesa is not by nature a bad woman— that is, not worse than 
women generally are, so Harley says, and Yiolante forgives and 
excuses her.” 

” Generous Yiolante ! But it is true. So much did the Marchesa 
appear to me possessed of fine, though ill-regulated qualities, that I 
always considered her disposed to aid in frustrating her brother’s 
criminal designs. So I even said, if I remember right, to Yiolante.” 

Dropping this prudent and precautionary sentence, in order to 
guard against anything Yiolante might say as to that subtle mention 
of Beatrice which had predi^osed her to confide in the Marchesa, 
llan^ then hurried on, — “But you want repose. 1 leave you, the 
happiest, the most grateful of men. 1 will give your courteous 
message to Fi:ank.” 


CHAPTEE Xli. 

CuEious to learn what liad passed between Beatrice and Frank, 
and deeply interested in all that could oust Frenk out of the Squire’s 
good-will, or aught that could injure his own prospects, by tending to 
unite son and father, Eandal was not slow in reaching his young 
kimman’s lodgings. It might be supposed that having, in all proba- 
bility, just secured so great a fortune as would accompany 'Vioiaut.e’s 
hand, Randal might be indifferent to the success of his scheme on the 
Hazeldean exchequer. Such a supposition would OTevously wrong 
this profound young man. For/? in the first place, Yiolante was not 
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jret won, nor her father yet restored to the estates which would 
defray her dower; and in the next place, IRandal, like lago, Wed 
villany for live genius it called forth in him. The sole luxury the 
abstemious aspirer allowed to himself was that which is found in 
intellectual restlessness. Uutempted by wine, dead to love, unamused 
by ple&sure. indifferent to the arts, despising literature, save as means 
to some end of power, Eandal Leslie was the incarnation of thought, 
hatched out of thij corruption of wiU. At twilight we see thin airy 
spectral insects, all wing and nippers, hovering, as if they could never 
pause, over some sulleir mephitic pool. Just so, methinks, hpver over 
Acheron such gnat-Hke, noiseless soarers into gloomy air^out of 
Stygian deeps. ^ arc the thoughts of spirits like Bandal Leslie’s. 
Wings have*tney, but only the better to pounce down-draw their 
nutriment from unguarded material cuticles ; and just when, mad- 
dened, you strike, and exulting exclaim, “ Caught by Jove I ” wh— in* 
flies the diaphanous ghostly larva, and your blow falls on your own 
twice-offended check. 

The young men ■who were acquainted with Randal said hq had not 
a vice ! The fact being, that his whole composition was one epic vW> 
so elaborately constructed that it had not an' episode which a critic 
could call irrelevant. Grand young man ! 

“But, my dear fellow,” said Randal, as soon as he had learned 
from Frank all that had passed on board the vessel between him and 
Beatrice, “I cannot believe this. ‘Never loved you ! ’ What was 
her object, then, in deceiving, not only you, but myself? I suspect 
her declaration was but some neroical refinement of generosity. After 
her brother’s dejection and probable ruin, she might feel that she was 
no match for you. Then, too, the Squire’s displeasure. I see it aR — 
just like her—noble, unhappy woman 1 ” 

Frank shook his head. There are moments,” said he, with a 
wisdom that comes out of those instincts which awake from the depths 
of youth’s first great sorrow — “moments when a woman cannot feign, 
and there are tones in the voice of a woman which men cannot mism- 
terpret. She does not love me — ^she never did love me ; I can see that 
her heart has been elsewhere. No matter— all is over. I don’t deny 
that I am suffering an intense grief ; it gnaws like a kind of sullen 
hunger • and I feel so broken, too, as if 1 had gro'wn old, and there 
was nothing left worth living for. I don’t deny all that.” 

“ My poor dear friend, if you wSuld but believe ” 

“ 1 don’t want to believe anything, except that I have been a great 
fool. I don’t think I can ever commit such follies agam. But Pm a 
man. I shall get the better of this ; 1 should despise myself if I 
could not. And now let us talk of my dear father. Has he left 
town ? ” ^ . 

“ Left last night, oy the mail. You can ■write and teU him you 
have given up the Marchesa, and all ■will be well again between 
yon.” 

“ Give her up ! Fic, Randal I Do you think I should tell such a 
lie ? — She gave me up ; I can claim no merit out of that.” 

“ Oh yes ! I can make the Squire see all to your advantage. Oh, 
if it were only the Marchesa I but, 1 that cursed post-obit / How 
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couid Levy betray you? Nev/3r trust to usurers again; they cannot 
resist the temptation of a speedy profit. They first buy the son, and 
then sell him to the father. And the Squire \m sueh strange notions 
on matters of tliis kind.*' 

He is right to have them. There, just read this letter from my 
mother. It came to me this morning. I could hang myseH*, if I were 
a dog ; but I’m a mam and so I must bear it.** 

Randal took Mrs. fiazeldean’s letter from Frank’s trembling hand. 
—The poor mother had learned,'' though but imperfectly, Frank’s 
misdeeds from some hurried lin^ which the Squire nad despatched tc 
her: and sheqwrote, aa good, indulgent, but sensible, ri^t-minded 
mothers alone can write. More lenient to an imprudent love than 
the Squire, she touched with disore^ tenderness on Frank’s rash en- 
g^ements with a foreimiter, but severely on his own open defiance of 
his father’s wishes. Her anger was, however, reserved for that un- 
holy post-obit. Here the hearty, genial wife’s love overcame the 
mother’s affection. To count, in cold blood, on that husband’s death, 
and to wound his heart so keenly, just where its jealous fatherly 
fondness made it most susceptible I 

0 Frank. Frank ! ” wrote Mrs. Hazeldean, “ were it not for this, 
were it only for your unfortunate attachment to the Itahau lady, only 
for your debts, only for the errors of hasty, extravagant youth, I 
should he with you now— my arms round your neck, kissing you, 
chiding you back to your father’s heart. But— but tlie thought that 
between you and his heart has been the sordid calculation of his 
death— is a wall between us. I cannot come near you. I should 
not hike to look on your face, and think how my William’s tears fell 
over it, when I plaped you, new born, in his arms, and bade him wel- 
come his heir. What ! you a mere boy stiU, your father yet in the 
prime of life, and the heir cannot wait till nature leaves him father- 
less. Frank; Frank ! this is so unlike you. Can London have ruined 
already a disposition so honest and affectionate? — No; 1 cannot 
believe it. There must be some mistake. Clear it up, I implore 
you ; or, though as a mother I pity you, as a ^vil■e 1 cannot forgive. 

» " Hahjhet Hazeldean.” 

Even liandal was affected by the letter ; for, as we know, even 
Randal felt in his own person tM strength of family tics. Tiie poor 
Squire’s choler and hlumiess had disguised the parental heart from an 
eye that, however acute, had net been willing to search for it ; and 
Randal, ever affected through his intellect, had despised the very 
weakness on which he had played. But the mother’s letter, so just 
and sensible (allowing that the Squire’s opinions had naturally in- 
fluenced the wife to take, what men of the world would caU a very 
exaggerated view of the every-day occurrence of loans raised by a 
son, payable oidy at a father’s deajh), — this letter. I say, if exag- 
gerated according to fashionable notions, so sensible if judged by 
natural affections, touched the dull heart of the schemer, because 
approved by the auick tact of his intelligence. 

' Frank.^’ said he, with a sincei^ty that afterwards amazed himself, 
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“ go down at once to Hazcldeaa--see y®ur mother, and explain to her 
how this transaction really happened. The woman you loved, and 
wooed as wife, in dallpr of an arrest — your distra^ion of mind* 
Lev/a counsels — ^your hope to pay off the debt, so incurred to the 
usurer, from the fortune you would shortly receive with the Mar- 
chesa. • Speak to your mother— she is a woman ; women have a com- 
mon interest in forgiving all faults that arise from the source of their 
power over us meo^ — 1 mean love. Go ! ” 

“ No— I c^ot go you see she would not like to look on my 
face. And I cannot repeat what you say so glibly. Besides, some- 
how or othc]^ as I am so dependent upon my father, — aud he has said 
as much— 1 feel as if it would be mean in me to make any excuses. I 
did the thing, and must suffer ibr it. But I’m a m — an— no — ^I’m 
not a man here.” Frank burst into tears. 

At the sight of those tears, Bandal CTadually recovered from his 
strange aberration into vulgar and low humanity. His habitual con- 
tempt for his kinsman returned ; and with contempt came the natur^ 
indinerence to the sufferings of the thing to be put to use. It is 
contempt for the worm that makes the angler fix it on the hook, and 
observe with complacency that the vivacity of its wriggles will attract 
the bite. If the worm could but make the angler respect, or even 
fear it, the barb woidd find some other bait. Few anglers would im- 
pale an estimable silkworm, and still fewer the anglers who would 
linger into service a formidable hornet. 

^Pooh, my dear Frank,” said liandal; “I have given you my 
advice : you reject it. Well, what then will you do ? ” 

“ I snail ask for leave of absence, and run away somewhere,” said 
Frank, drying his tears. “ I can’t face London ; 1 can’t mix wi^ 
others. I want to be by myself, and wrestle with all that I feel in 
my heart. Theb 1 shall write to my mother, say the plain truth, and 
leave her to judge as kindly of me as she can.” 

“ You are quite right. Yes, leave town ! Why not go abroad P 
You have never been abroad. New scenes wiH distract your mind. 
Bun over to Paris.” . 

“Not to Paris — I defn’t want gaieties ; but I did intend to go 
abroad somewhere — ^any dull dismal hole oi a place. Gk)od-bye. Don’t 
think of me any more for the present.” 

“ But let me know where you go ! and meanwliile I will see the 
Squire.” • 

“ Say as little of me as you can to him. I know you mean most 
kindly— but oh, how I wish there never had been any tliird person 
between me and my father \ There ; you well snatch away your 
hand. What an ungrateful wretch to,you I am. I do believe I am 
the wickedest fellow.. What, you shake hands with me still. My dear 
Bandal, you have the best heart— God bless you.” Frank turned 
away, and disappeared ,witliin his dressing-room. 

“They must be reconciled novi^ sooner or later — Squire and son,” 
— said Bandal to himself, as he left the lodgings. “ I don’t see how 
I can prevent that— the Marchesa being withdrawn— unless Frank 
does it for me. But it is well he should be abroad— something may 
be made out of that ; meanwhile I n;^ay yet do all that I could reason 
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ably hope to do-^ven if Frank had married Beatrioe—since he wai 
not to be disinherited. Get the Squire to advance the money for the 
Thornhill purchase— complete the affair ; — this hiarriafye with Violante 
will help Levy must know that ; secure tlif3 borough well thought 
of. I will go to AvenePs. By the bye — by the bye— the Sciuire might 
as well keep me still in the entail after Frank— supposing Frank die 
childless. This love affair may keep him long from marrying. His 
hand was very hot — a hectic colour j — those str^'ng-looking fellows 
often go off in a rapid decline, especially if anything preys on their 
minds — ^their minds are so veiy small. 

“Ah— the Hazeldean Parson— and with Avenel ! That young man, 
too— who is he? I have seen him before somewhere. My dear 
Hr, Bale, this is a pleasant suiprise.*- 1 thought you had returned to 
Hazeldean with pur friend the Squire ?” 

Mk. Bale.— The Squire ! Has he left town, and without telling 
me? 

Eandal (taking aside the ParsonJ. — He was anxious to get back 
to Mrs. jELazeldean, who was naturally very uneasy about her son and 
this foolish marriage ; but 1 am happy to tell you that that marriage 
is effectually and permanently broken off. 

Mb.. Bale. — How, bow ? My poor friend told me he liad wholly 
failed to make any impression on Frank— forbade me to mention the 
subject. I was just going to see Frank myself. I always lu4 some 
influence with him.* But, Mr. Leslie, explain this very sudden and 
happy event— the marriage broken off ! 

Kandal. — ^I t is a long story, and I dare not tell you my humble 
share in it. Nay, I must keep that secret. Frank might not forgive 
me. Suffice it that you have my word that the fair Italian has left 
England and decidedly refused Frank’s addresses. But stay — take 
my advice— don’t go to him yon sec it was not only the marriage 
that has offended the Sqmre, out some pecuniary transactions — ^ 
unfortunate bona on the JCasino property. Frank ought to 

be left to his own repentant reflectious. lliey will be most salutary 
—you know his temper— he don’t bear reproof ; and yet it is better, 
on the other hmd, not to let him treat too 'dghtly what has passed. 
Let us leave him to himself for a few days. He is in an excellent 
frame of mind. 

Mb. Bale f shaking Kandal’s hand warmly). — ^You speak admi- 
rably— a post-ooit / — ^so often as ‘he has beard his father’s opinion 
on such transactions. No— 1 will not see him — I should be too 
angry 

Kandal (leading the Parson back, resumes, after an exchange of 
sMptations with Avenel, whq, meanwhile, had been conferring witli 
his nephew). — You should not be so long away fiomyour rectory, 
Mr. Bale. What will your parish do without you P 
* Mr. Bale. — The old fable of the wheel ana the fly. I am afraid 
the wheel rolls on the same. But^if I am absent from my narish, 1 
am still in the company of one who does me honour as an old parisli- 
ioner. You remember Leonard Fairfield, your antagonist m the 
Battle of the Stocks ? 

.Mil. Avsnel.— My nephew, I^m proud to say* sii\ 
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Bandal bowed with marked civilityr— Leonard with a reserve no 
less marked. 

Mil. Avenel (ascribing his nephew’s reserve to shyness) .—You 
should be friends, you two youngsters. Who knows but you may run 
together in the same harness ? Ah, that reminds me Jjeslie— I liav{^ 
a word* or two to say to you. Your servant, Mr. I)ale. Shall be 
happy to present you to Mrs. Avenel. My card— Eaton 'Sciuare— 

Number . Yspu will call on me to-morrow, Leonard. And 

miiid^ 1 shall be very angry if j^ou^persist in your refusal. Such an 
opening! (Avenel took llandaPs arm, while the Parson and Leo- 
nard walked on.) 

“ Any fresh hints as to Lansmerc ? ” asked Randal. 

“ Yes ; I have now decided on The plan of contest. We must fight 
two and two — ^you and Egertoii against me and (if I can get him to 
stand; as 1 hope) my nephew, Leonard.” 

“ What 1 ” said liandal, alarmed ; “ then, after all, I can hope for 
no support from you » 

I don’t say that ; but I have reason to think Lord L’Estrange 
will bestir himself actively in favour of Egerton. If so, it wiU be a 
very sharp contest ; and 1 must manage the whole election on 9 ur 
side, and unite all our shaky votes, which I can best do by standing 
myself in the first instance, reserving it to after-consideration whether 
1 shaH throw up at thp last ; for I don’t particularly want to come in, 
as I did a little time before I had found out my nep^w. Won- 
derful young man I— with such a head— will do me credit in the rotten 
old House ; and I think 1 had best leave London, go to Screwstown, 
and look to my business. No ; if Leonard stand, I must first see to 
^et him in ; and next, to keep Egerton out. It wUl probably, there- 
tpre, end in the return of one and one on either side; as we thought 
of before. Leonard on our side ; and Egerton shan’t be the man on 
the other. You understand ? ” 

“ I do, ray dear Avenel. Of course, as I before said, I can’t dictate 
to your party whom they should prefer — ^Egerton or myselt*. And it 
will be obvious to the f \d)lic that your party would rather defeat so 
eminent an adversary as' Mr. Egerton, than a tyro in politics like me. 
Of course I cannot scheme for such a result ; it would be miscon- 
strued, and damage my character. But I rely equally on your friendly 
promise.” 

Promise ! No— I don’t promise ; I must first see how the cat 
jumps ; and I don’t know yet how onr friends may like you, nor how 
they can be managed. All I can say •is, that Auoley Egerton shan’t- 
be M.P. for Lansrnere. Meanwhile, you wdl take care not to commit 
yourself in speaking, so that our party can’t vote for you consistently: 
thy must count bn having you — when you get into the House.” 

"I am not a violent party-man at present,” answered Randal, pru- 
dently ; “ and if public opinion prove on your side, it is the duty of 
a statesman to go with the times.”, 

" Very- sensibly said ; and 1 have a private bill or two, and some 
other little jobs, I want to get through the House, which we can 
discuss later, should it come to a frank understanding between us. 
We must arrange how to meet privately at Lansrnere, if necessary; 
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pH' see to tliat. I shall pjo down this week. I think of taking a hint 
fj'om the free and glorious hmd of America, and establishing secret 
caucuses. Nothing like ’em.” ^ 

Caucuses ? ” 

“ Small sub-committees that spy on their men night and day, ano 
don’t suffer them to be intimidated to vote the other way.” ^ 

‘^Tou have an extraordinary head for public affairs, Avenel. lou 
should come into Parliament yourscK; your niiphcw is so very 
young.” 

“ So are you.” 

“ Yes ; but I know the world. Does he ? ” 

“ The world knows him, though not by name, and he has been the 
making of me.” 

“ How ? You surprise me.” 

Aycnel first explained about the patent which Leonard had securea 
to him; and next confided, upon honour, Leonard’s identity with 
the anonymous author whom the Parson had supposed to be Professor 
Moss. 

Handel Leslie felt a jealous pmg. What ! then— had this village 
boy — tliis associate of John Hurley Qitcrary vagabond, whom ho 
supposed had long since gone to the dogs, and been bm*ied at the 
ex])ense of the parish)— had this boy so triuinphed over birth, rearing, 
cironrastance, that, if Randal and Leonard had met together in any 
public place, and Leonard’s identity with th>, rising author been 
revealed, every eye would have turned frorr» Randal to gaze on 
Leonard? The common consent of mankind would have acknow- 
ledged the supreme royalty of genius when it once leaves its solitude, 
and strides into the world. What ! was this rude villager the child 
of Pame, who, without an effort, and unconsciously, had inspired in 
the wearied heart of Beatrice di Negra a love that BAndal knew, by 
an instinct, no arts, no craft, could ever create for him in the heart of 
woman P And, now, did this same youth stand on the same level in 
the ascent to power as he, the well-bom Ra’^dal Leslie, the accom- 
plished protege of the superb Audley Eger,V>n? Were they to be 
rivals in the same arena of practical busy Itic P Randal gnawed his 
quivering lip. 

All the while, however, the young man whom he so envied was a 
prey to sorrows deeper far than could ever find room or footing in the 
narrow and stony heart of the unlbving schemer. As Lcoimrd walked 
tlirough the crowded streets with the friend and monitor of his 
childhood, confiding the simple tale of his earlier trials — when, amidst 
the wreck of fortune, and in despair of fame, tlie Child-angel smiled 
by his side, like Hope — all rsnown seemed to him so barren, all the 
future so dark ! liis voice trembled, and his qounffenance became so 
sad. that his benignant listener, divining that around the image of 
Helen there clung some passionate griefs that overshadowed all 
worldly success, drew Leonard gently and gently on, till the young 
man, long yearning for some confidant, told him all^how, faithful 
through long years to one pure and ardent memory, Helen had been 
seen once more— the child ripened to woman, and the memory 
revealing itself as love. 
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The Parson listened with a mild and thoughtful brow, which ex- 
paiulcd into a more cheerful expression as Leonard closed his story. 

‘"I see no reason to* despond,** said Mr. Dale. ^‘You fear that 
Miss Digby does not return your attachment ; you dwell upon her 
reserve- her distant though kindly manner. Cheer up ! All young 
ladies a,iic under the influence of what phrenologists call the organ of 
Secretiveness, when they are in the society of the object of their 
preference. Just a^ you describe Miss Digby*s manner to you, was 
ny Carry*s manner to myself.** • 

The Parson hero induced in a very appropriate digression up:x 
female modesty, which he wound up by asserting, that that estimable 
virtue became more and more innuenced by the secretive organ, in 
prbpprtion as the favoured suitof approached near and nearer to a 
definite proposal. It was the duty of a gallant and honourable lover 
to make that proposal in distinct and orthodox form, before it could 
be expected that a young lady should commit herself and the dignity 
of her sex by the slightest liint as to her own inclinations. 

“Next,** continued the Parson, “you choose to torment yourscKby 
contrastmg your own origin and fortunes with tlic altered circum- 
stances of. Miss Digby— the ward of Lord L’Estrange, the guest of 
Lady Lausmere. You say that if Lord L’Estrangc could have 
countcnjinced such a union, he would have adopted a diflerent tone 
with you—souiidcd your heart, encouraged your hopes, and so forth. 

I view things diflercntly. I have reason to do so ; ana, from all you 
have told me of this nobleman’s interest in your fate, I venture to 
malcc you this promise, that if Miss Digby would accept your hand. 
Lord L’Estraugc shall ratify her choice.*^ 

“ My dear Mr. Dale,** Cried Leonard, transported, “ you make me 
that promise ?'** * 

“ I do — from what you have said, and from what I myself know of 
Lord L’Estrange. Go, then, at once to Knightsbridge — see Miss 
Digby — show her heart — explain to her, if you will, your 

prospects— ask her ssion to apply to Lord L’Estrange (since he 
has constituted liimself P r guardian) ; and if Lord L’Estrange hesi- 
tate — which, if your happ Ucss be set on ihis union, I think he will 
not — let me know, and leave the rest to me.” 

Leonai’d yielded himself to the Parson’s pcTsuasive eloquence. 
Indeed, when he recalled to mind those passagi'.^ in the manuscripts 
of the ill-fated Nora wliich referred to tlic love that Harley had once 
borne to her (for he felt convinced that Harley and the boy suitor of 
Nora’s narrative were one and the same) ; and when all the interest 
that Harley had taken in his own fortunes was explained by his 
relationship to her (even wlipn Lord L’E^trange had supposed it less 
close than he would now discover it to be), the youns^ man, reasoning 
by Ms own heart, could'not but suppose that the noble Harley would 
rejoice to conlcr happinpss upon the son of her, so beloved by his 
boyhood. ^ 

“And to thee, perhaps, O my mother!** thought Leonard, with 
swimmiug eyes— “ to thee, perhaps, even in thy grave, I sliall owe the 
partner of my life, as to the mystic breath of thy genius I owe the 
‘first pure aspirations of my soul** 
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It will be seen that Leonard had not confided to the Parson liis 
discovery ai Nora’s manuscnpts, nor even his knowledge of his real 
birth ; for the proud son natnrdly shrank fiPoni any confidence that 
implicated Nora’s fair name, until at least Harley, who, it was clear 
from those papers, must have intimately known his father, should 
per^ps decide the question which the papers theinsclvca left so 
ferribfy va^e— viz., whether he were the offspring of a legal mar- 
riage. or Nora had been the victim of some unlioV fraud. 

^ While the Parson still* talked,^ and while Leonard still mused an 
listened, their steps almost mechanically took the direction towar 
Knightsbridge, and paused at the gates of Lord Lansmere’s house. 

Go in, my young friend ; 1 'will wait without to know the issue, 
said the Parson, checringly. “Go; and, with gratitude to Heaven, 
learn how to bear the most precious joy that can befall mortal man ; 
or how to submit to youth’s sharpest sorrow, with the humble belief 
that even sorrow is but some mercy concealed.” 


CHAl’TEli Xin. 

Leonabj) was shown into the drawing-room, and it’ so chanced that 
Helen was there alone. The girl’s soft face was sadly changed even 
since Leonard had seen it last; for the grief of natures mild and 
undemonstrative as hers, gnaws with (luick ravages ; but at Leonard’s 
unexpected entrance, the colour rushed so vividly to the pale cheeks, 
that its hectic might be taken for the lustre of bloom and liealtli. 
She rose hurriedly, and in great confusion altered out, “ that she 
believed Lady Lansmere was in her room-^^he would go for her,” 
and moved towards the door, without seeming to notice the hand 
tremulously held forfli to her ; when Lcoum'd exclaimed in uncon- 
trollable emotions wliich pierced to her vei^i^art, in the keen accent 
of reproach — 

“ Oh, Miss Digby — oh, Helen — is it thu!^/».iiat you greet me~rtiiher 
thus that you shun me ? Could I luive ^rcseen this when we two 
orphans stood by the mournful bridge ; so friendless— so desolate — 
and so clinging each to each ! Happy time ! ” He seized Iict hand 
suddenly as he spoke the last words, and bowed his face over it. 

“I must not near you. Do not talk so, Leonard— you break my 
heart. Let me go — ^iet me go*” 

“ Is it that I am grown hateful to you ; is it merely that you see 
mj^ove and would discooragc*' it ? Helen, speak to me — speak !” 

He drew her with tender force towards him, and, holding her 
firmly by both hands, sought to gaze upon the fiwje tliat she turned 
from him — turned in such despair. 

“ You do not know,” she said^at last, struggling for composure — 
“yoTi do not know the new claims on me — my altered position — 
how I am bound, or you would be the last to speak thus to me, the 
first to give me courage— and bid me— bid me ” 

“ Bid you whatP” 
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•'Feel uothing here but duty!” cried Helen, drawing from Sis 
clasn both her handSj and placing them firmly on her breast, 

''Miss Bigby,” said liOonard, after a shon; pause of bitter refiec' 
tion, in which he wronged, while he thought to divine, her meaning, 
“ you speak oi new claims on you. your altered position — compre • 
hend. Tou may retain some tender remembrance of the past ; but 
your duty now is to rebuke my presumption. It is as I thought 
and feared. This vain reputation which I have made is but a hollow 
sound— it gives me flo rank, assures^me no fortune. I have no right 
to look for the Helen of ^d in the Helen of to-day. Be it so-^forget 
what 1 have said, and forgive me.” 

This reproach stung to the quick the heart to which it appealed. 
A flash brightened the nieck tcinful eyes, almost like the flash of 
resentment — lier lips writhed in torture, and she felt as if all other 
pain w'ere light coinparcd witli the anguish that Leonard could impute 
to her motives which to her simple nature seemed so unworthy of ncr, 
and so galling to himself. 

A word rushed as by inspiration to her lip, and that word calmed 
and soolhed her. 

"Brother!” she said toucliingly, "brother!” 

The word had a contrary effect on Leonard. Sweet as it was, 
tender as the voic(? that spoke it, it imposed a boundary to affection — 
it came as a knell to hope. He recoiled, shook his head mournfully — 
"Too late to accept that tie— too late even for friendship. Hence- 
forth — for long years to come — ^liencefort.h, till this heart has ceased 
to beat at your name — to thrill at your presence, we two — are 
strangers.” 

“ Strangers ! Well— yes, it is right— it must be so ; we must not 
meet, oil, Leonard Fairfield, who was it that in those days that you 
recall to me — who was it that found you destitute and obscure — ^who, 
not degrading yon by charity, placed you in your right career — opened 
to you, amidst the labyrinth in winch you were well-nigh lost, the 
broad road to knowledge, independence, lame ? Answer me— answer I 
Was it not the same who reared —sheltered your sister orplian ? If I, 
could forget what I have owed to him, should I not remember what 
he has done for you ? Can 1 hear of your distinction and not remem- 
ber it ? Can I think how proud she may be who will one day lean on 
your arm, and bear the name you have already raised beyond all the 
titles of an hour ? Can J think of tlife. and not remember our common 
friend, bcnefactoi, guardian? Would you forgive me, if I failed to 
do so?” 

"But,” faltered Leonard, fear mingling with the conjectures tliesc 
words called forth — "but is it that Lor^ L’ Estrange woifld not con- 
sent to our union or of what do you speak ? You bewilder me.” 

Helen felt for some iboments as if it were impossible to reply ; and 
the words at length were dragged forth as if liom the depth of her 
very soul. 

He came to me — our noble friena. I never dreamed of it. He did 
not tell me that he loved me. He told me that he was unliappy, alone ; 
that in me, and only in me, he could find a comfortci*, a soother — He, 
he !— And I had just arrived in England— was under his mother^ 
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i:<Jof--lmd not then once i^ore seen you; and— and— what could 
I answer? Strengthen me— strengthen me, wu whom I look 
up to and revere. Yes, yes— you are riglft. We must see each 
other no more. I am betrothed to another— to him! Strengthen 
me!” . 

AH the inherent nobleness of the poet’s nature rose at onsc at this 
appeal. 

Helen— sister— Miss Bigby, forgive me. You need no 
strength from me; 1 borrow it from you. I comprehend you— I 
respect. Banish aU thought of me. Repa^ our common benefactor. 
Be what he asks of you— his comforter, his soother; be more— liis 
pride and his joy. Happiness will come to you, as it comes to those 
who confer happiness and forget self. God comfort you in the 
passing struggle ; God bless you, in the long years to come. Sister 
— accept the holy name now, and will claim it hereafter, when I too 
can think more of others than myself.” 

Helen had covered her face with her hands, sobbing ; but with that 
soft womanly constraint which presses woe back into the heart. A 
strange sense of utter solitude suddenly pervaded her whole being, 
and by that sense of solitude she knew that he was gone. 


CHArTER XIV. 

In another room in that same house sat, solitary as Helen, a stern, 
ffloomy^ brooding man, in whom they who had best known liim 
from lus childhood could scarcely have recognised a trace of the 
humane, benignant, trustful, but wayward and varying Harley, Lord 
L’Estrange. 

He had read that fragment of a memoir, in wliich, out of all the 
chasms of his barren and melancholy past, there rose two midignanl. 
truths that seemed literally to glare upon him with mocking and 
demon eyes : the woman wnose remembrance had darkened all tlu; 
sunshine of his life, had loved another ; the friend in w'hom he had 
confided his whole affectionate loyal soul had been his perlidio\i8 
rival. He had read from the ^rst word to the 'last, as il‘ under a 
spell that held him breathless; and when he closed the manuscript, 
it w^as w’ithout groan or sigh ; but over liis pale lips there passed 
that withering smile, which is as sure an index of a heart overcharged 
with dire and fearful passiqiis, as the mowy flash of the lightning is 
of the tempests that are gathered within the cloud. 

He then thrust the papers into his bosom, 'and, keeping bis hand 
over theiUj firmly clendhed, he left the room, *^^1 walked slowly on 
towards his father’s house. With every step by the way, liis natiii e, 
in the war of its elements, seeraca to change and harden into forms ot 
granite. Love, humanity, trust, vanished away. Hatc^, revenge, 
misanthropy, suspicion, and scorn of all that could wfuir the (.‘vc's of 
affection, or speak with the voice of honour, came fast through the 
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^loom ot his thoughts, settling down^ in the wilderness, grim 
menacing as the ha^ies of ancient song — 

« Uncasque manas, et pallida semper Ora.’** 

Thus the gloomy man had crossed the threshold of his father’s house, 
and silflntly entered the apartments still set apart for him. He had 
amved about an hour before Leonard; and as ne stood by the hearth, 
with his arms folded on his breast, and his eyes fixed lead-like on the 
ground, his mother came in to wcome and embrace him. He 
checked her eager inqtfiries after Violante — he recoiled from the 
touch of her hand. 

‘‘Hold, madam,” said he, startling her ear with the cold aus- 
terity of his tone. “1 cannot heed your questions — I am filled 
with the question I must put to yourself, lou opposed my boyish 
love for Leonora Avenel. 1 do not blame you— all mothers of equal 
rank would have done the same. Yet, had you not frustrated all 
frank mtercourse with* her, I might have taken refusal from her own 
lips— survived that grief, and now been a happy man. Years since 
then have rolled away— roUed over her quiet slumbers, and my rest- 
less waking life. All ibis time were yon aware that Audlcy Egerton 
had been the lover of Leonora Avenel ?” 

“ Harley, Harley ! do not speak to me in that cruel voice — do not 
look at me with those hard eyes I ” 

“You knew it, then— you, my mother!” continued Harley, un- 
moved by her rebuke : “and why did you never say. * Son, you are 
wasting the bloom ana uses of your life in sorrowful fidelity to a lie ! 
You are lavishing trust and friendship on a perfidious hypocrite ?’ ” 

“ How could I speak to you thus — how could I dare to do so — 
seeing you still so cnerished the memory of that unhappy girl — still 
believed that she had reiuraed your affection ? Hacf 1 said to you 
what I knew (but not till after her death), as to her relations with 
Audlcy Egerton ” 

“ W ell ? — ^you falter— go on — had you done so P” 

“ Would you have felt no desire for revenge ? Might there not 
have been strife between you — danger— bloodshed P Harley, Harley ! 
Is not such silence pardonable in a mother ? And why deprive you 
too of the only friend you seemed +0 prize— who alone had some in- 
fluence over you— who coucurrea ^ith me in the prayer and hope, 
that some day you would find a living part.ner worthy to replace this 
lost delusion, arouse your faculties— be the ornament your youth 

S romised to your country? For yoil wrong Audley — mdeetl yee 
o’” 

** Wrong him ! ,Ah ! let me not do tlfe.t. Proceed/ 

“ I do not excuse him bis rivalsbip, nor his first concealment of n. 
But believe me, since then, his genuine remorse, his anxious tender- 
ness for your wellare. hi« arcad of losing your friendship ” 

“ Stop— it was doubtless Audley^gerton who inducea you youi'self 
to conceal what you call his ‘relations’ with her whom i can now so 
calmly name— Leonora Avenel?” 

* ** liaiidii armed with fangs, and lips for ever pak.” 
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* It was so, in truth— and from motives that ** 

“ Enough— let me hear no more.” 

“ But you will not tliink too sternly of what is past ; you are about 
to form new tics. You cannot be wild and wicked enough to medi- 
tate what.voiir brow seems to t hreaten. You cannot dream of revenge 
—risk Audley’s life or your ownV” ^ 

“Tut — tut— tut! Wiat cause here for duels? Single combats 
are out of date— civilised men do not slay each other with sword and 
pistol. Tut ! — revenge 1 Does if. look tike revenge, that one object 
which })r{ngs me hither is to recjuest my father’s permission to charge 
myself with the care of Audio v Egcidon’s election ? Wliat he values 
most in the world is his political position; and here his political 
existence is at stake. Yon know that 1 luivc liad through life the 
character of a weak, easy, somewhat over-generous man. Such men 
arc not revengeful. Hold ! You lay your hand on my arm — I know 
the magic of that light touch, mother; but its power over me is gone. 
Countess of Lansmcrc^ hear me ! Ever from infancy (save in that 
frantic passion for which J now despise myself), 1 have obeyed yon, 
I trust, as a duteous son. Now, our relative positions arc somewhat 
alt(!red. I have the right to exact — 1 will not say l-o command— the 
right which wrong and injury bestow upon all men. Madam, the 
injured man has prerogatives that rival those of kings. I now call 
upon you to question me no more— not again to breathe the name of 
Leonora Avcncl, unless 1 invite the subject; and not to inform Audley 
Egerton by a hint— by a breath“-that 1 have discovered— what shall 
I call it? — his ^pardonable deceit.’ Promise me tliis, by your affec- 
tion as mother, and on your faith as gentlewoman — or 1 declare 
solemnly, that never in life wiU you look upon rny face again.” 

Hauglity and imperious though the Countess was, her spirit quailed 
before Harley’s brow and voice. 

“Is this my son — this my gentle Harley?” she said, falteringly. 
“ Oh 1 put your arms round iny neck— let me feel that I have not lost 
my child!” 

Harley looked softened, but he did not obey the pathetic prayer ; 
ncvertlieless, he held out his baud, and turning away his face, said, in 
a milder voice, “ Have I your promise ?” 

“ You have — you have; but on conditioii that there pass no words 
between you and Audley that can end but in tlic strife which ” 

“ Strife ! ” interrupted Harleu “ 1 rcp(',at that the idea of chal- 
lenge and duel between me and my friend from our school-days, and 
on a quarrel that we could e:^plain to no seconds, would be a bur- 
lesque upon all that is grave in the realities of life and feeling. I 
accept your promise and soaj it thus ” 

He press(;d his lips to his mother’s forehead, and passively received 
her embrace. 

“ Hush,” he said, withdrawing from her arms, “ I hear my father’s 
voice.” 

Lord Lansmere threw open the door widely, and with a certain 
consciousness that a door oy which an Earl of Lansmere entenid 
ought to be thrown open widely. It could not have been opened 
with more majesty if a h?mstcr, or ollicer of the Houseaold, had stood 
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on either side. The Countess passed* by her lord with a light step, 
and escaped. 

I was occupied with my architect in designs for the new infir- 
mary, of which 1 shall make a present to our cmintv. I have only 
just heard that you were here, Harley. What is all this about cur 
lair Italian guest? Is she not coming back to us? Your mother 
refers me to vou for explanations.” 

“ You shall have them later, my dear father ; at present I can think 
only of public affairs.” 

‘\Public affairs !— the>»arc indeed alarming. I am rejoiced to hear 
you express yourself so worthily. An awful crisis, liarley ! And, 
gracious Heaven ! 1 have heard ^that a low man, who was bom in 
Lansni(;rc, but made a fortiiue in America, is about to contest the 
i)orough. They tell me he is one of the Avenels — a bom Blue— is it 
possible ? ” 

“ 1 have come here on that business. As a peer you cannot, of 
course, interfere. But I propose, with your leave, to go down myself 
to Lansmerc, and undertalce the superintendence of the election. It 
would be better, perhaps, if you were not present; it would give us 
more liberty of action.” 

“ My dear Harley, shake hands ; anything you please. You know 
how 1 have wished to see you come lorward, and take that part in 
life which becomes your birth.” 

“ Ah, you think 1 have sadly wasted my existence hitherto.” 

To be frai^ with you, yes, Harley,” said the Earl with a pride 
that was noble in its nature, and not without dignity in its expression, 
“The more we take from om country, the more we owe to her. 
Erom the moment you came into the world, as the inheritor of lands 
and honours, you were charged with a trust for the benefit of others, 
that it degraacs one of our order of gentlemen not to discharge.” 

Harley listened with a sombre brow, and made no direct reply, 

“ Indeed,” resumed the Earl, “ I would rutlier you were about to 
canvass for yourself tlian for your friend Egertou. But I grant he is 
an example that it is never too late to follow. Why, who that had 
seen you both as youths, notwithstanding Audley had the advantage 
of being some years your senior — ^who could have thought that he 
was the one to become distinguished and eminent — and you tq dege- 
nei’ate into the luxurious idler, averse jto all trouble and careless of all 
fame ? You, with such advantages, not only of higher fortunes, but, 
as every one said, of superior talents — you, who had then so much 
ainliition— so keen a desire for glory, steeping witii Plutarch’s Lives 
under your pillow, and only, niy wild son, only too much energy. 
But you are a young’ man still — ^it is not ^o late to redeem the years 
you have thrown away*”. 

“The years— are notfiing— mere dates in an almanack; but the 
feelings, what can give me back those ?— the hope, the enthusiasm, 
the— no matter! feelings do not help men to rise in the world. 
Egerton’s fecKngs are not too lively. What I might have been, leave 
it to me t o remember — ^let us talk of the example you set before me 
— of Audley Egerton.” 

“We must get him in,” said the !(jarl, sinking liis voice into o 
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wliisper. is of more importance to him than I even thouglit for. 
But you know his secrets. Why did you not confide to me frankly 
the state of his affairs ? ” , 

** His affairs ! ” Do you mean that they are seriously embarrassed ? 
This interests me mucii. Pray speak ; what do you know ? 

** He has discharged the heater part of his establishment. That 
in itseK is natural on quitting office ; but still it set people talking ; 
and it has got wind that his estates are not only mortgaged for more 
than they are worth, but that he has been livihg upon the discount 
0 f bills ; in short, he has been too intimate with a man whom we all 
know by sight— a man who drives the finest horses in London, and 
they*tell me (but that I cannot believe) lives in the familiar society 
of the young puppies he snares *to perdition. What’s the man’ll 
name? Levy, is it not ?— yes, Levy.” 

" I have seen Levy with him,” said Harley ; and a sinister joy 
lighted up his falcon eyes. “ Levy— Levy— it is well.” 

“ I hear but the gossip of the clubs,” resumed the Earl. “ But they 
do say that Levy makes little disguise of his power over our very 
distin|ruished friend, and rather parades it as a merit With our party 
(and, mdeed, with all men— for Effcrton has personal friends in eveiy 
party), that he keeps sundry bills locked up in his desk until Egerioii 
IS once more safe in Parliament. Nevertheless if, after all, our friend 
were to lose his election, and Levy were then to seize on his effects, 
and proclaim his ruin— it would seriously damage, perhaps altogether 
destroy, Audley’s political career.” 

“So I conduue/’ said Harley. “A Charles Eox might be a 
gamester, and a WiBiam Pitt be a pauper. But Audley iSgerton is 
not of their giant stature he stands so high because he stands upon 
heaps of respectable gold. Audley Egerton, needy and impoverislied 
— out of Parliament, and, as the vulgar slang has it, out at elbows, 
skulking from duns, perhaps in the Bench ” 

“No, no — our party would never allow that: we would sub- 
scribe 

Worse than all, living as the pensioner of the party he aspired i o 
lcad\ You say truly. His political prospects would be blasted. A 
man whose reputation lav in his outward respectability! Wii’i', 
peopk would say that Audley Egerton has been— a solemn lie : ch, 
my father?” 

“ How can you talk with such coolness of your friend ? You nccul 
say nothing to interest me in his election— if you mean thsct. Onc:(i 
in Parhament, he wst soonp again be in office — and learn to live on 
lus salary. You mcfet get him to submit to me the schedule of his 
liabilities. I have a head 'for business, a? vou know. I will an’ange 
his affairs for hinji And I will yet bet five to’ one, tliough 1 haie 
w^ers, t^t he will be prime minister, in three years. He is not 
brilli^t, it is true; but just at this crisis we want a safe, moderate, 
judicious, conciliatory man; and Audley has so much tfxct, such 
experience of the House, such knowledge of the world, and,” added 
the Earl, emphatically summing up his eulogies, “ he is so thorough 
a gentleman ! ” 

A thorough gentleman, a? you say— the soul of honour ! But, my 
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near father, it is your hour for riding; let me not detain you. It is 
settled, then; you dg not come yourself to Lansmere. You put 
the house at my disposal, and allow me to invite Egerton. of course, 
and what other guests I may please ; in shorty you leave all to me P” 
Certainly; and if you cannot get in your mend, who can ? That 
borough, it is an awkward, unCTateful place, and has been the 

f lague of my life. So much as I nave spent there, too, — so inuch as 
have done to its ade.” And tlje Ean, with an indignant sigh, left 
the room. 

Harley seated himself deliberately at his writing-table^ leaning his 
face on his hand, and looking abstractedly into space from underinit 
and lowering brows. 

Harley L’Estrange was, as we have seen, a man singularly tena- 
cious of affections and impressions. He was a man, too, whose nature 
was eminently bold, loyal, and candid ; even the apparent whim and 
levity which misled the world, both as to his dispositions and his 
powers, might be half ascribed to that open temper which, in its 
over-contempt for all that seemed to savour of hypocrisy, sported 
with forms and ceremonials, and extracted humour, sometimes extra- 
vagant, sometimes profound—from “ the solemn plausibilities of the 
world.” The shock he had now received smote the very foundations 
of his mind, and, overthrowing all the airier structures which fancy 
and wit had built upon its surface, left it clear as a new world for 
the operations of the darker and more fearful passions. "When a man 
of a heart so loving, and a nature so irregularly powerful as Harle/s 
suddenly and abruptly discovers deceit where he had most coi^ded. 
it is not (as with the calmer pupils of that harsh teacher Experience; 
the mere withdrawal of esteem and affection from the one offender, — 
it is, that trust in everything seems gone,-"it is. that the injured 
spirit looks back to the rast, and condemns all its kindlier virtues as 
follies that conduced to its own woe ; and looks on to the Future as 
to a loumey beset vi.th smiling traitors^ whom it must meet with an 
c(iu{il simulation, or crush with a superior force. The guilt of treason 
to men like these is incalculable,— it robs the world of all the l^nelits 
they would otherwise have lavished as they passed,— it is responsible 
for all the ill that springs from the corruption of natures,’ whose very 
luxuriance, wrhen the atmosphere is once tainted, does but*diffus(! 
disease ; even as the malaria scttlc|i not over thin and barren soils, 
nor over wastes that have been from all time desolate, but over thr 
places in which southern suns had once’ ripened delightful gardens, 
or the sites of cities, in which the *pomp ol.v palaces lias passed 
away. 

It was not cnougili that the friend of iSfe youth, the confidant of l]i.s 
love, had betrayed his trust— been the secret an® successful rival 
not enough that the woman his boyhood had madly idolised, and all 
the wdvile he had sought 4icr traces with pining remorseful heart,- - 
believing she but eluded his suit from the emulation of a kiudr(?d 
generosity, — desiring rather to sacrifice her own love, than to cost (o 
his the sacrifice of all which youth rasMy scorns, and tlie w'orld so 
highly estimates not enough that aU this while her refuge had been 
tho bosom of another. This was not enough of injury. ’His whole 

7 . % 
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life had been wasted on a delusion-^Ms faculties and aims, — the 
wholesome ambition of lofty minds had been aiyested at the very onset 
of fair existence, — ^his heart corroded by a ‘regret for which there was 
no cause, — ^his conscience charged with the terror that his wild chase 
had urged a too tender victim to the grave, over which he had mourned. 
What years that might otherwise have been to himself so serene, to 
the world so useful, had been consumed in objectless, barren, melan- 
choly dreams ! And all this while to whom had his complaints been 
uttered P— -to tlic.mau who knew inat his remorse' was an idle spectre, 
and his faithful sorrow a mocking self-decGit. Every thought that 
could gall man’s natural pride. — every remembrance that could sting 
into revenge a heart that liad loved, too deeply not to be accessible to 
hate, conspired to goad those maddening Euries who come into every 
temple which is once desecrated by the presence of the evil passions. 
In that sullen silence of the soul, vengeance took the form of justice. 
Changed though his feelings towards Leonara Avenel were, the story 
of her grief and her wrongs embittered still more his wrath against 
his rival. The fragments of her memoir left naturally on Harley’s 
mind the conviction that she hud been the victim of an infamous fraud 
— the dupe of a false marriage. His idol had not only been stolen 
from the altar, it had been suUicd by the sacrifice, — ^broken with 
remorseless hand, and thrust into dishonoured clay, — ^mutilated,— 
d'^amed, — its very memory, a tiling of contempt to him who had 
ravished it from worship. The living Harley and the dead Nora — 
both called aloud to their joint despoiler, “ Eiistore what thou hast 
taken from us, or pay the fprfeit ! 

Thus, then, during the interview between Helen and Leonard,— 
thus Harley L’Estrange sat alone ! and as a rude irregular lump of 
steel, when wheeled round into rapid motion, assumes the fonn of the 
circle it describes, so his iron purpose, hurried on by his relentless 
passion, Jllled the space into which he gazed with optical delusions — 
scheme after scheme revolving aud consummating the circles that 
clasped a foe. 


CHAPTER XV. 

The entrance ol a servant, announcing a name which Harley, in 
the absorption of his gloomy reverie^ did not hear, was followed by 
that of a person on whom he lifted his eyes in the cold and haughty 
surprise with which a man, much occupied, greets and rebukes the 
iritnision of an unwelcome stranger. 

"It is so long since your lordship has sqen me,” said the visitor, 
with mild dignity, " that I cannot wonder you do not recognise my 
person, and have forgotten my name.” 

" Sir,” answered Hiirley, withnii impatient rudeness ill in harmony 
with the urbanity for winch he was usually distinguished — "sir, 
your person is stismge to me, and your name I did not hear ; but, at 
all events. I am noi now at leisure to attend to you. Excuse my 
plainness.^’ 
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“Yet, paidon me if I still linger.# My name is Dale. 1 was 
fonnerly curate at Ljyismere ; ana I would spealf to your lordshixi 
in the name and the memory of one once dear to you—Leonora 
Avenel.” 

Hauler (after a short pause). — Sir, I cannot coniecturc vour 
husiiie?»s. But be seated. I remember you now, though years have 
altered both ; and 1 liave since heard much in vour favour from 
Leonard Faimeld. Still, let me pray that you will he brief. 

Mk. Dale. — May 1 assume alf once that you liave divined the 
pareniage of tlie young tuan you call Fairfield r When I listened to 
his grateful praises of your beneficence, and marked with melan- 
choly i)leasure trie reverence in whicli he holds yon, my heart swelled 
^vithin me. I acknowledged the mysterious force of nature. 

Hauley. — Force of nature ! You talk in riddles. 

Mr. Dale (indignantly). — Oh, my lord, how can you so disguise your 
better self ? Surely in Leonard Fairfield you liave long since recog- 
nised the son of Nora Avenel ? 

Harley passed liis handover his face. “Ah!” thought he, “she 
lived to near a son, then~a son to Egerton ! Leonara is that son. 
I should have known it by the likeness — by the fond foolish impulse 
that moved me to liiiii. This is why ho confided to me these fearfu. 
memoirs. He seeks Ins father — ^lic shall find him.” 

Mr, Dale (mistaking the cause of Harley’s silence).— I honour 
your compunction, my lord. Oli ! \vt your heart and your conscience 
coniinuc to speak to your worldly pride. 

Harley. — My comimnction, heart, conscience! Mr. Dale, you 
insult me I 

Mr. Dale (sternly). — Not so; I am fulfilling my m"’‘^ion, which 
bids me rebuke the siuner. Leonora Avenel speaks ui ni,e, and com- 
mands the guilty father to acknowledge the innocent child J 

Harley half r 9 se, and his eyes literally flashed firs; but he 
calmed his anger into irony. “ Ha !” said he, with a sarcastic smile, 
“so you suppose that 1 was the perfidious seducer of Nora Avenel 
—that I am the callous father of the child who came into the 
world without a name. Very well, sir, taking these assumptioiis 
for granted, what is it you demand from me on behalf of this young 
man:'” 

“ 1 ask from you his liappincss,” replied Mr. Dale, imploringly ; 
and yielding to the compassion wilh which Leonard inspired him, 
and persuaded that Lord L’Estrange felt a father’s love for the buy 
whom he had saved from the whirlpool of London, and guided to 
safety and honourable independence, he here, with simple eloquenec, 
narrated all Leoi^^rd’ s' feelings for fiis silent fidelity to her 

image, though a chilli’s — his love wheu he again beheld her as a 
woman— the modest fears which the Parson himself had combated— 
the recommendation that Mr. Dale had forced upon him, to confess 
Ids aifcction to Helen, and plead Ids cause. “Anxious, as you may 
believe, for his success,” continued the Parson, “ I waited without 
your mites till he came from Miss Digby’s presence. And oh, my 
lord, had you but seen ^ face ! — such emotion and such despair ! 
I could not learn from him what ha^ passed. He escapea from mc^ 
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and rushed away, All that I cpuld gather from a lew broken 
words, and from those words I formed the conje^cture (it maybe erro- 
neous) that the ohstacle*»to his happiness w^ not in Helen’s heart, 
my lord, but seemed to me as if it were in yourself. Therefore, 
wnen he had vanished from my sight, I took courage, and came at 
once to you. If he be your son, and Helen Digby be your -vrard— 
she herself an orphan, dependent on your bounty— why should they 
be severed ? Equals in years— united by early circumstance— oon- 
genial it seems^ in simple habits ^d refined tastes — what should 
hinder their union, unless it be the want of ‘fortune ? — and all men 
know your wealth— none ever questioned your generosity. My lord, 
my lord, your look freezes me. If I have offended, do not visit my 
offence on him — on Leonard ! ” 

“And so/’ said Harley, still controlling his rage, “so this boy— 
whom, as you say, I saved from that pitiless world wliicli has engulfed 
many a nobler genius— so, in return for all, he has sought to rob me 
of the last affection, poor and lukewarm though it was, that reiuained 
to me in life. He presume to bffc his eyes to my affianced bride ! Tic ! 
And for aught I know, steal from me her living heart, and leave to 
me her icy hand!” 

“ Oh, my lord, your affianced bride ! I never dretuned of this. I 
imnlore your pardon. Tlie very thought is so tenible— so unnatural 

—the son to woo the father’s ! Oh, what sin have I fallen into ! 

The sin was mine— I urged and persuaded him to it. He was ignoriint 
as myself. Eorgive him, forgive him!” 

“Mr. Dale,” said Harley, rising, and extending his hand, which 
the poor Parson felt liimseif unworthy to take— “Mr. Dale, you 
are a good man— if, indeed, this universe of bars contains some 
man who does not cheat our judgment when we deem liim houest. 
Abow me only to ask why you consider Leonard Eairlield to be my 
sonP” 

“ Was not your youthful admiration for poor Nora evident to me ? 
Remember, I was a frequent guest at Lansmerc Park : and it was so 
natural that you, with aU your brilbant gifts, should captivate her 
refined fancy— her affectionate heart.” 

“Natural— you think so— go on.” 

“Your mother, as became her, separated you. It was not unknown 
to me that you stbl cherished a passion winch your rank forbade to 
be lawful. Poor girl: she left the roof of her protectress. Lady 
Jane. Nothing was known of her till she came to her fatlujr’s 
house to give birth to a cliild, and die. And the same day tliat; 
dawned on her corpse, you hurried from the place. Ah ! no doubt 
your conscience smote you — ^ou have never returned to Lansmero 
since.” 

Harley’s breast heaved — he waved his hand— the Parson re- 
sumed — 

“ Whom could I suspect but yon P I made inquiries : they con- 
firmed my suspicions.” 

“ Perhaps you inquired of my friend Mr. Egerton P He was with 
me when— when— as you say, I hurried from the place.” 

“I did, my lord?” 
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Arid he?” 

" Denied yonr gudt ; but atiU, a man of honour so nice, of heart so 
feelinj^, could not feign readily. His denial did not deceive me.” 

** Honest man !” said Harley; and his hand griped the breast over 
which still rustled, as if with a ghostly sigh, the records of the dead. 
“ He knew she had left a son, too ?” 

“ He did, my lord ; of course, I told him that,” 

“The son whom I found starving in the streets of. London! 
Ml*. Dale, as you See, your words move me very much. I cannot 
deny that he who wronged, it may be with no common treachery, that 
young mother— for Nora Avenei was not one to be lightly seduced 
mto error ” 

“ Indeed, no ! ” 

“ And who then thought no more of the offspring of her anguish 
«'ind his own crime — I cannot deny that that man deseiwes some 
chastisement — should render some atonement. Am I not n'ght 
iuTc? Answer with the plain speech wliich becomes, your saci’cd 
calling.” 

“1 cannot say othci*vdse, my lord,” replied tlie Parson, pit jing what 
aj)i)carcd to him such remorse. “ Put if he rci)ent 

“Enough,” interrupted Harley, “1 now invite you to visit me at 
Lansmere; give me your address, and I will apprise you of the day on 
v/hicli I will reemest your presence. Leonard Pairheld shall find a 
lather — I was about to say, worthy of himself. Por the rest — stay ; 
reseat yourself. Por the rest” — and again the sinister smile broke 
1‘rom Harley's eye and lip — “I will not yet say whether I can, or 
ought to, resign to a younger and fairer suitor the lady who nas 
acci)pted my own hand. 1 have no reason yet to believe that she 
prefers him. Put wiiat think you, meanwhile, of this proposal ? 
Mr. Avciicl wishes his nephew to contest the borough of Lansmere — 
has urged mo to obtain the young man's consent. True, that he 
may thus endanger the seat of Mr. Audley Egerton. What then: 
Mr. Audley EgeHon is a great man, and may find another seat; tha* 
should not stand iu the way. Let Leonard obey liis uncle. If he 
win the elcclJoii ; why, he'll be a more equal match, in the world's 
eye, for Miss Digby — that is, should she prefer him to myself ; and if 
she do not, still, in public life, there is a cure for all private sorrow. 
Tliat is a maxim of Audley l^ertoii's ; and he, you know, is a 
man not only of the iiicicst honour; but the deepest worldly wisdom. 
Do you like my proposition?” 

“ Ji, seems to me most considerate-^most generous.” 

“ Then you shall take to Leonard the lines I am about to write.” 

Loud L'Estuange to Leonard Paiefield. 

“ I have read the memoir you intrusted to me. I will follow up 
aU the clues that it gives me. Mcanwliile I request you to suspend 
all questions— forbear all reference to a subject which, as you may 
well conjecture, is fraught with painful recollections to myself. At 
this moment, too, I am compelled to concentre my thoughts upon 
affairs of a public natures and yet wjpeh may sensibly affecir vourselfv 
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There are reasons why I nrfire you to comply with your uncle’s wisJi, 
and stand for the borough of Lansmere at ilie approaching ejection. 
K the exAjuisito gratitude of yo'ir nature so' overrates what 1 may 
have done for you, that you think you owe me some obligations, you 
will richly rCT)ay them on the day in which I hear you hailed as 
member lor Lansmere. Relying on that generous prmciplcol self* 
sacrifice which actuates all your conduct, 1 shall count upon your 
surrendering your i)refereuce to piivatc life, and entering the arena of 
iheif; noble ambition which has conferred such digdity on the name of 
my friend Audley Egerton. He, it is true,fwiJl be yom opponent : 
but he is too generous not to pardon my 2 cal for the interests of a 
youth whose career 1 am vain enough to think that I have aided. 
And as Mr. R^dal Leslie stands 'm coahtion with Egerton, and 
Mr. Avencl believes that two candidates of the same party cjirniot 
both succeed, the result may be to the satisfaction of all the feelings 
wliich 1 entertain for Audley Egerton, and for you, who, 1 have 
••eason to think, will emulate his titles to my esteem. 

“Yours, 

“ii’ESTllANGE.” 

“There, Mr. Dale,” said Harley, sealing his letter, and giving it 
mto the Parson’s hands. “There, you shall deliver this note to your 
friend. But no— upon second thoughts, since he docs not yet know 
of your visit to m^it is best that he should be still in ignorance of it. 
Eor should Miss Digby resolve to abide by her present engagements, 
it were surely kind to save Leonard the pain of learning that you hud 
communicated to me that rivalry he himself had concealed. Let all 
that has passed between us be kept in strict confidence.” 

“I will obey you, my lord,” answered the Parson, ‘meekly, startled 
to find that he who had come to arrogate authority, was now sub- 
mitting to commands ; and all at fault what judgment he eoultl 
venture to pass upon the man wlmm he had regarded as a criruinal, 
who had not even denied the crime imputed to him, yet who now 
impressed the accusing priest with something of that respect which 
Mr. Dale had never before conceded but to Virtue. Could lie have 
then but looked into the dark and stormy heart, which he twice 
mislead ! 

“It is well— Very. well,” muttered Harley, when the door had 
closed upon the Parson. “ The Viper and the viper’s brood ! So it 
was this man’s son that I led from the dire Slough of Desjiond; and 
the son unconsciously imitates the father’s gratitude and lionour — 
Ha — ^ha !’’ Suddenly the bitter laugli was arrested ; a flash of almost 
celestial joy darted througlir the warring elements of storm and 
darkness, if Helen returned Leonard’s affection, Harley L’Estrango 
was free ! And through that flash the face of v iolante shone upon 
him as an angel’s. But the heavenly light and the angel lace 
vanished abnipUy, swallowed up in the black abyss of the rent and 
tortured soul. . 

“Pool!” said the unhappy man, aloud, in his anguish — “fool! 
what then ? Were I free, would it be to trust my fate again to false- 
hood? If, in all the bloom and glory of my youth, I failed to win 
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the heart of a village girl— if. once more deluding mvself, it is in vain 
that I have tended, reared, clierislicd, some germ of woman's human 
affection in the orphan*! saved from penury— how look for love in the 
brillianfc prinoessj whom all the sleek Lotharios of our gaudy world 
will surround with their homage when once she alights on their 
spliere#! If perfidy be my fate —what hell of hells in the thought ! — 
that a wife might lay her head in my bosom — and — oh, horror! horror! 
— No 1 — I would not accept her hand were it offered, nor believe in 
her love w^re it ptedged to mo. • Stern soul of mine — ^wise at last, 
love never more — never snore believe in truth I” 


CHAPTER XVI. 

As Harley quitted the room, TIclen's pale sweet face looked 
forth from a door in the same corridor. She advanced towards him 
timidly. 

‘‘May! sjieak with you?" she said, in almost inaudible accents. 
“ I have been listening lor your footstep.” 

Harley looked at her steadlastly. Then, without a word, he fol- 
lowed her into the room she had left, and (dosed the door. 

“ 1, 4oo,” said he, “ meant to seek an intcrviciw with yourself— but 
later. You would speak tci in^ Helen— say on. — Ah! child, what 
mean you ? Why this ?”— dor Helen was kneeling at Ids feiii. 

*‘L(;t me kneel,” she said, resisting the hand that sought to raise 
her. “ Let me kneel till I have explained all, and perhaps won your 
pardon. You said something the other evening. It has weighed on 
my heart and my conscience ever since. You said, ‘ that I should 
hav(*. no sccjret from you: for that^ in our relation to each oilier, 
Nvould be d(".ccit.' I have had a secret; but, oh, believe me! it was 
long ere it was clearly visible to myself. You honoured me with 
a suit so far beyond my birth, niy merits. You said that I might 
console and comfort you. At those words, what answer could I 
give ? — 1, wJio owe you so much more than a daughter's duty ? And 
1 thought that my affections were free — that they would obey that 
duty. But -but — but — ” continued lleleii, bowing her head still 
lowlier, and in a voieci far fainter — 1 deceived myself. I figain saw 
him wdio had been all iu tljc world to m(% wlien the world was so 
rerriblc — and then— and then — 1 trembled. I was terrified at my 
own memories — my own thoughts. StiU 1 struggled to banish the 
past— resolutely—firmly. Oh, you belwve me, do you not? Audi 
noped to coiitiucr.* Yet ever since those words of yours, 1 felt that I 
ought to tell you even "of the struggle. This is the first time we have 
unit since you spoke tluyn. And now — now — 1 have seen him again, 
and — and— though not by a word qould slie you had deigned to woo 
iis your bridfj encourage hope in another— though there — there wiiere 
you now stand — he bade me farewell, and we parted as if for ever 
yet — yet — 0 Lord L’Estrange ! in return for your rank, wealth, your 
sL’H nobler gifts of nature — what should I bring P — something more 
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than fj:ratitude, esteem, reverence — at least an undivided heart, filled 
with your imaire, and yours jilone. And this \ caimot ^ve. Pardon 
me— not for what 1 say now, but for not saying it before. Pardon 
me — 0 my benefactor, pardon me!” 

Kise, Helen,” said Harley, with relaxing brow, though still un- 
’villing to yield to one softer and holier emotion. “ Kise !” And he 
lifted her up, and drew her towards tiie light. “ Let me look at your 
face. Tliere seems no guile here. 'I'liesc tears are surely honest. 
If I cannot be hwed, it is my fate, "and not your 6'rimc. Now, listen 
liO me. If you grant me nothing else, will yefU give me the obedience 
which the ward owes to the guardian— the child to the parent P” 

“ Yes— oh yes!” murmured Helen. 

“ Then while I release you from all troth to me, I claim the right 
to refuse, if 1 so please it, my assent to the suit of — of llic person 
yon prefer. I acquit you of deceit but I reserve to myseK the indg- 
ment 1 shall pass on him. Until I myself sanction that suit, will you 
promise not to recall in any way the rejection which, if 1 understand 
yon rightly, you have given to it?” 

‘‘ 1 promise.” 

** And if I say to you, ‘ Helen, this man is not worthy of you— ” 

“ No, no 1 do not say that — 1 could not believe you.” 

Harley frowned, but resumed calmly — “ If, then, I say, ^ Ask me 
not w’liercforc, but 1 forbid you to be tbe wife of Leonard Fairfield,* 
what would be your answer r” ^ 

Ah, my lord, if you can but comfort him, do with me as you will ; 
but do not command me to break his heart.*’ 

“ Oh, silly child,” cried Harley, laugliing scornfully, "hearts are 
not found in tl\c race from which that man sprang. But I take your 

E romise, with its credulous condition. Helen, I pity you. I have 
een as weak as you, bearded man though I be. Some day or other, 
you and 1 may live to laugh at the follies at which you weep now. 1 
can give you no other comfort, for I know of none.” 

He moved to the door, and paused at the threshold. " 1 shall not 
sec you again for some days, Helen. Perhaps 1 may request ray 
mother to join me at J ;ansmere ; if so, I shall pray you to accompany 
lu;r. For the present, let all believe that ‘our position is unchan gca. 

The time wall soon come when I may 

Helen looked up wistfully through her tears. 

" I may release you from {.dl duiies to me,” continued Ili^ley, with 
grave and severe coldness ; " or I may claim your promise in spite of 
the ion *, for your lover’s h.eart will not oe broken. Aiiieu !** 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

As ifeirley entered London, he came suddenly upon Eandal Leslie, 
wlio was hurryinj? from Eaton Square, haying not only accompanied 
j\ir. Avcnel in his walk, but ^onc home with nim, and spent half the 
day in that geutlenitin’s society, lie was now on his way to the 
House of Commons, at vrtiich some disclosure as to the day for the 
(Ijssolution of Parliament was expected. 

“ Lord L’Estrange,” said Ranqal, “ I must stop you. I have been 
to Norwood, and seen our noble friend. He has confided to me, of 
CAJiirse, all that passed. How can I express my gratitude to vou ! 
Hy what rare talent— with what signal courage — you have saved the 
happiness — perhaps even the honour— of my pliglitcd bride ! ” 

“ Your bride ! The Duke, then, still holds to the promise you 
were fortunate enough to obtain from Dr. Kiccabocca?*^ 

“ He confirms that promise more solemnly than ever. You may 
u ell be surprised at his magnanimity.” ^ 

“No; he is a philosoifiier — ^nothing in liim can surprise me. But 
lie seemed to think, when 1 saw liim, that there were circumstances 
you might find it hard to explain.” 

“ Hal’d ! nothing so easy. Allow me to tender to you the same 
ex])lanations wliich satisfied pne whom philosophy itself has made as 
open to truth as he is cleiir-sighted to imposture.” 

“A.notlier time, Mr, Leslie. If your bride’s father be satisfied, 
u'Jiat right have 1 to doubt P By the w^ay, you stand for Lansmere. 

I )o me the lavour to fix your quarters at the Park during the election. 
You will, of course, accompany Mr. Egerton.” 

“ You are most kind,” answered Bandal. greatly surprised. 

“You accept? That is well. We shall then have ample oppor- 
tunity for tliose explanations which you honour me by olicriiig ; and, 
to make your visit still more agreeable, 1 may, perhaps, induce our 
j’ricnds at Norwood to meet you. Good day.” 

Harley ’wiilked on, Icavirfg Kandal motionless in amaze, but tor- 

II lent (^d with suspicion. What could such courtesies in Lord 
] /Estrange portend ? Surely no good. 

“ I arn about to hold the balance of justice,” said Harley to him- 
self. — “ I will cast the light-weight of that knave into the scale. 
\Yolante never can ho mine ; but 1 didniot save her from a Pcschiera 
to leave her to a liaudal Leslie. ha ! Audley Egerton has some 
iiuman feeding— tenderness for that j outh whom he has selected from 
ihe world, in which hp left Nora’s child to the jaw's of Eamine. 
d'lirongh that side 1 can reach at his heart, and prove him a fool like 
myself, where he esteemed and confided ! Good.” 

Thus soliloquising, Lord L’Estraage gained the corner of Bruion 
Street, when he was again somewhat ahniptly accosted. 

“ My dear Lord I/Estrange, let me shake you by the iiand ; for 
Heaven knows when 1 may see you again ; and you have suiicrea me 
to assist in one good action.” 
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“’Frank Hazeldean, 1 am ijjeased indeed to meet you. W'hy do 
you indulge in that melancholy doubt as to the time when I may see 
you again?*’ 

“ Inave just got leave of absence. I am not well, and 1 am rather 
hipped, so I shall go abroad for a few weeks.” 

In spite of himself, the sombre brooding man felt interest and sym- 
pathy in the dejection that was evident in Frank’s voice and counte- 
nance. “ Another dupe to affection,” thought he, as if in apology to 
himself; — “ of course, a dupe; beds honest and ^rtlcss — at present.” 
He pressed kindly on the arm which he kid involuntarily twined 
within his own. “ I conceive how you now grieve, my young friend,” 
said he ; “ but you will congratulate yourself hereafter on what this 
day seems to you an affliction.” 

My dear Lord ” 

“ I am much older than you, but not old enough for such formal 
ceremony. Pray, call me L’Estrange.” 

“ Thank you ; and I should indeed like to speak to you as a friend. 
— There is a thought on my mind which haunts me. I daresay it is 
foolish enough, but 1 am sure you will not laugh at me. You litiard 
what Madame di Negra said to me last night. I have been trifled 
with and misled, but I cannot forget so soon how dear to me that, 
woman was. I am not going to bore you with such nonsense ; but 
from what I can understand, her brother is likely to lose all his for- 
tune; and, even if not, he is a sad scoundrel. I cannot bear the 
thought that she should be so dependent on liim — ^that she may come 
to want. — After all, there must be good in her — good in her to refuse 
my hand if she did not love me. A mercenary woman so circum- 
stanced would not have done that.” 

“ You are quite; right. But do not torment yourself with such 
generous fears. Madame di Ncgra sliaU not come to want — shall not 
be dependent on her infamous brother. The first act of tJic Duke of 
Serrano, on regaining his csi^ates, will be a suitable provision for his 
kiiiswomfm. 1 will answer for this.” 

“ You take a load off my mind. I did mean to ask you to intercede 
with Biccabocca — that is, the Duke (it is so hard to think he can be 
a Duke !) I, alas ! have nothing in my power to bestow upon 
Madame di Negra. 1 may, indeed, sell mv commission ; but then i 
have a debt which I long to pay off, and the sale of the commission 
would not suffice even for that ; uiid pcrluix)s my latiier might be still 
more angry if I do sell it. Well, good-bye. I siiall now go away 
happy — ^that is, comparatively.^ One must bear things like — a man!” 

should like, however, to sec you again before you go abroad. I 
will call on you. Meanwhile, can you toll me the number of one 
Baron Levy ? He lives in this street 1 know 

“ Levy ! Ob, have no dealings with him, I advise — I entreat you \ 
He is the most plausible, dangerous rascal ; . and, for Heaven’s sake ! 
pray be warned by me, ind let pothing entangle you into—a post- 
obit 1 ” 

“ Be re-assured, I am more accustomed to lend money than bozTOw 
it ; and, as to a post-obit ^ I have a foolish prcgudice against such tians- 
actions.” 
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“ Don*l call it foolisb, L’Estrange; I honour you for it. Ilfi-w I 
wish I had known you earlier— so few men of the world are like you. 
Even Handl'd Leslie,^ 'v^o is so faultless in most things, and never gets 
into a scrape himsell', called my own scruples foolish. However- — 

“ Stay — Rfmdal Leslie ! miat ! He advised you to bonw on a 
posUoUty and probably shared the loan with you?*’ 

“ 0 no ; not a shilmig.** 

“ Tell me all about it, Frank. Perhaps, as I see that Levy is mixed 
up in the affair, yOur information may be useful to myself, and put 
me on my guard m dealing with that popular gentleman.** 

Frank, who somehow or other felt himself quite at home with Har- 
ley, and who, with all his respect for Randal Leslie’s talents, had a 
vague notion that Lord L’Estrange w'as quite as clever, and from his 
years and experience, likely to be a safer and more judicious coun- 
sellor, was noways loath to impart the confidence thus pressed for. 

He told Harl(;y of his debts — ^his first dealings with Levy ; — the 
unhappy poat-ohit into which he had been hurried .by the distress of 
Madame di Ncgra * — his father’s auger— his mother’s letter— his own 
feelings of minghid shame and pride, which made him fear that re- 
pentance would but seem self-interest— his desire to sell liis commis- 
sion, and let its sale redeem in part the post-obit; in short he made 
what is called a clean breast of it Randal Leslie was necessarily 
mixed up with this recital ; and the subtle cross-questionings of 
Harley extracted far more as to that young diplomatist’s agency in 
all these mchincholy concerns, than the ingenuous narrator himself 
was aware of. 

So then,” said Hailey, “ Mr. Leslie assured you of Madame di 
Neva’s affection, when you yourself doubted of it?” 

‘^Yes : she took him in, even more than she did me.” 

“ Simple Mr. Leslie ! And the same kind friend— who is related to 
you — did you say ?” 

His grandmother was a Hazcldean.” 

“ Humph. Qlio same kind relation led you to believe that you 
could pay off this bond with the Marchesa’s portion, and that he 
could obtain the consent of your parents to your marriage with that 
lady?” 

“1 ought to have known better ; . my father’s prejudices against 
foreigners and Papists are so strong.” 

“ And now Mr. Leslie concurs '^itli yon, that it is best for you to 
go abroad, imd trust to his intercession with your father. He has 
evidently, then, gained a giciit infiucacc over Mr. Hazeldean.” 

“ My father natundly compares me with him — ^he so clever, so 
promising, so regular in his habits, ^nd I such a reckless scape- 
grace.” 

And the bulk of your lather’s property is unentailed — Mr. Hazel 
dean might disinherit ypu ?” 

“ I deserve it. 1 hope he will.*’ 

“ You have no brothers nor sksters - no relation, perhaps, after you* 
parents, nearer to you tiian your excellent friend Mr. Randal Leslie?” 

“ No ; that isi;he reason he is so kind to me, otherwnse I am the 
last i)erson to suit him. You have no idea how well-informed 
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mi clever lie is,” added in a toi^ oetweea adiniration 

" My dear Hazeldean, you will taJce my advice-nsnll you not P” 

^ Certainly. You are too good.” 

" Let all your family, Mr. Leslie included, suppose you io be gone 
abroad ; but stay quietly in England, and withm a da/s joUmey of 
Lansmere Park. 1 am ooliged to go thither for the approaching elec- 
tioBL 1 may ask you to come over. I think 1 see a way io serve you ; 
and if so, you will soon hear from me. Now, BarCn Levy's number P ” 
“ That IS the house with the cabriolet ai the door. How such a 
fellow can have such a horse !— *tis out of all keeping ! ” 

“ Not at all ; horses are high-spirited, generous, unsuspicious ani- 
mals. They never know if it is a*rogue who drives them. I have 
your promis^ then, and you send me your address P” 

" I will. Strange that I feel more conlidcnce in you than I do even 
in Randal ! l)o take care of Levy,” 

Lord L'Estrangc and Prank here shook hands, and Prank, with an 
anxious groan, saw L'Estrange disappear within the portals of tlic 
sleek destroyer. 


CHAPTER XVIH. 

Loud L’Estbange followed the spruce servant into Paioii Levy's 
luxurious study. 

The Baron looked greatly amazed at his unexpected visitor ; hut he 
got up - liauded a chair to my lord with a low bow. “ Tlr? h ?iu 
honour,” said he. 

“ You have a chamnng abode here,” said Lord L’Estrango, lookimr 
round. ‘'Very fine bronzes— excellent taste. Your reception -rooms 
above are, doubtless, a model to all decorators !” 

"Would your lordsliip condescend to see them?” said Levy, won- 
dering,^ but flattered. 

" With the greatest pleasure.” 

“Lights!” cried Levy, to the servant who answered his hell. 
“Lights in the drawing-rooms— it is growing dark.” 

Lord L'Estrange followed the usurer upstairs; admired cver^- 
ihing— pictures, draperies, Sevres china, to the very shape of tlu* 
downy fa ufe?dls^ to the very pattern of the Tournay eaipets. Reclin- 
ing^ then on one of the voluptuous sofas. Lord L’Estrange said, 
smilingly, “You are a wise mm ; there is no advantage in being rick, 
unless one enjoys one’s riches.” 

“ My own maxim. Lord L’Estrange.” 

' “ And it is something, too, to have a taste for good societ/V. Small 
pride would you have, my dear Baron, in these rooms, luxurious 
though thev arc, il‘ filled with suests of vulgar exterior and plohcian 
manners. It is only in the world in wlueh we move that we find per- 
sons' who harmonise, as it were, with the porcelalhi of Sevres, and 
these sofas that might have come from Vorsailles.” 
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**1 own,” said Levy, "tkat I l»Te.wkat some may call a wcafness 
m a parvenu like mys^. I have a love for the beau monde. It h 
indeeS a pleasure to nxe when I receive men like your lordship.” 

‘‘But why call yourself a parvenu f Though you are contented to 
honour the nan^e of Lew, we, in society all know that you are the 
son of<i long-descended English peer. Child of love, it is true ; >)ut 
the Graces smile on those oyer whose birth Venus presided. Pardon 
my old-fashioned mythological similes—they go so well with these 
rooms—iiom < 

‘‘ Since you touch om my birth,” said Levy, his colour rather 
heightening, not with shame, but with pride, ‘T don’t deny that it 
has had some effect on my habits and tastes in life. In fact ” 

“In fact, own that you would be a miserable man, in spite of all 
your wealth, if the young dandies, who throng to vour banquets, were 
to cut you dead in the streets if, when your high-stepping horse 
stopped at yoin club, the porter shut the door in your face ;—ir, when 
you lounged into tlie opera-pit, handsome dog that you are, ejich 
spendthrift rake in ‘ Eon^s Alley,* who now waits but the scratch of 
your pen to endorse bulets-doux with the charm that can chain to 
himself for a month some nymph of the Ballet^ spinning round in a 
whirlwind of would slmnk from the touch of your condescend- 
ing forefinger with more dread of its contact than a bailiff’s tap in the 
thick of Pall Mall could inspire if, reduced to the company of city 
clerks, parasite led-captains ” 

“ On, don’t go on, my dear Lord,” cried Levy, laughing affectedly. 
“ Impossible though the picture be, it is really appallmg. Cut me off 
from may Pair and St. James’s, and I should go iuto my strong closet 
and hang myself.” 

“ Ana yet, my dear Baron, all this may happen if I have the whim 
jusJ 1'. fry; — all this will ha])pen, unless, ere J leave your house, you 
conc('de the conditions Lcome here to im])Ose.” 

“My Lord!” exclaimed Levy, starting up,*and pulling down his 
waistcoat with nervous passionate fingers, “ If you were not under 
my own roof, I would ” 

“Truce, with mock heroics. Sit down, sir— sit down. I will 
briefly state my threat -more briefly my conditions. You will bo 
scarcely more prolix in your rejily. Your fortune I cannot touch — 
your enjoyment of it I can destroy. Eefuse my conditions— make me 
your enemy— and war to the knifed I will interrogate all the youns; 
dupes you have ruined. Iwill learn the historyof jdl the transactions 
by which yon liavc gained the wcaliLthat it pleases you to spend in 
courting the society and sharing the vices of men who— go with these 
rooms, Loicis Qui^ze I Kot a roguery«of yours sMl escape me, dow'n 
even to your last notable connivance with an Italian reprobate for the 
criminal abduction of an heiress. All these particulars I will pro- 
claim in the clubs to jvhich you have gained admittance— in every 
club in London which you yet hgpe to creep into. All these I wdli 
impait to some such authority in the Press as Mr. Henrj" Norreys ; — 
all these I will, upon the voucher of my own name, liave so published 
in some joiimals of repute, that you must either tacitly submit to the 
revelations that blast you, or briu^ before a court of law actions 
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thaf will convert sccusations i^ito evidence. It is but by suffl^r»:rce 
that you are now in society — ^you are exclude^ when one man like me 
comes forth to deno\mce you. You try in vain to sneer at my menace 
—your white lips show your terror. I have rarely in life drawn any 
advantage from my rank and position ; but I am thfinkful that they 
give me the power to make my voice respected and my exposure tri- 
Umijhant. Now, Baron Levy, will you go into your strong closet and 
hang yourself, or will you grant me my very moderate conditions ? 
You are silent. I will relieve you^ and state tlio&e conditions. Until 
the general election, about to take place, is fO)icluded, you will obey 
me to the letter in all that 1 enjoin — no demur, and no scruple. And 
the first proof of obedience I demand is, your candid disclosure of all 
Mr. Audicy Egerton’s pecuniary alfAirs.*’ 

lias my client Air. Egerton authorised you to request of me that 
disclosure ?” 

“On the contrary, all that passes between us you will conceal from 
your client.” 

“ You would save him from ruin? Your trusty friend, Mr. Egcr- 
tou ! ” said the Baron, with a livid sneer. 

“ AYrong again, Baron 1 (ovy. If I would save him from ruin, you 
arc scarcely the man 1 should ask to assist me.” 

“ Ah, 1 ^ess. You have learned how he 

“ Guess nothing, but obey in all things. Let us descend to your 
business-room.” 

Levy said not a word until he had reconducted his visitor into his 
den of destruction— all gleaming with spoliaria in rosewood. Then 
he said this : “ If, Lord L’Estrange, you seek but revenge on Andley 
IDgerton, you need not have uttered those threats. 1 too— hate the 
man.” 

Harley looked at him wistfully, and the nobleinjin felt a pang that 
he had debased himself into a single fcciing which the usiu'cr could 
share. Nevertheless; the interview appeared to close with satisfac- 
tory arrangements, and to produce amicable understanding. Eor as 
the Baron ceremoniously followed Lord L\Estrangc through the ludl, 
liis noble visitor said, wutli mai*kcd affability — 

“ Then I shall see you at Lansmorc with Mr. Egerton, to assist in 
conducting liis election. It is a sacrifice of your time worthy of your 
friiuidship ; not a step farther, I beg. Baron, I have the honour to 
wish you good evening.” 

As the street-door opont'd on Lord L’EsIrange, he agjiin found him- 
.seir face to face with iumdal Leslie, whose hand was already lifted to 
thii knocker. 

“11a, Air. Leslie !— you too a client of Baron Levy’s; — a very 
useful accommodating man.” 

Itandal stared and stammered, — “ I come in haste from the 
House of Commons on Air. Egerton’s business. Don’t you hoar 
the newspaper vendors crying out ‘Great news— Dissolution of 
Parliament .P’” 

“ We are prepared. Levy h'mself consents to give us the aid of 
his talents. Kindly, obliging— clever person!” 

Bandal hurried into Levy’s study^ to whicl the usurer had shrunk 
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hack, and was now wiping lus brow with his scented handkerchief, 
looking heal ed and haggard, and verj* indifferent t,o Randal Leslie, 

‘'How is this?’^ cried jdandal. come to tell you first of 
Peschiera’s utter failure, the ridiculous coxcomb, and I meet at your 
door the last man I thought to lind there— the man who foiled us all. 
Lord L’Estrange. What brought him to you ? All, jicrhaps his 
interest in Egerton\s election?” 

“ Yes,” said Lcij% snlkily. “ I know all about Peschiera. 1 
cannot talk to yoir now ; I musf make arrangements for going to 
Laiismere.” 

“ Put don't forget my purcliase from Thornhill. 1 shall have tbs 
inonev shortly from a surer soura^ than Peschiera.” 

‘'T^he Squire?” 

“ Or a rieli lather-in-law.” 

Ill Ihe m(‘anwlule, as Lord L’Estraage entered Bond Street, nis 
cars were stunned b> vociferous erics from the Stentors employed by 
SMj/fhrd, Sfi/f, andfr/o/>d’ — “ Great news — Dissoluf ion of Parliament — 
< Treat news !” The gas-lamps were lighted - a brown fog was gather- 
ing over tjie streets. hlending itself with the fallhig .shadesofni^ht. 
'Gie forms of men l<wme(l large through the mist. The lights from 
ihe sliops looked nid and lurid. Jjoimgers usually careless as to 
politics, wTre lalking eagerly and anx.iously of King, Lords, Commons, 
” Constitution at stake ” “ Triumph of linenil opinions.^-- according 
io tlieir several biases.^ 11 earing, aud seorning — unsocial, isolated— 
walked ou Harley 1/ Ed range. With his direr passions bad been 
roused up all tiie native powers lhal made them doubly dangerous. 
He became proudly conscious of his own gi‘(‘at faculties, Init exulted 
ill them only so far as they coidd minister tod he purjioso which had 
invoked them. 

1. have constitulcfl myself a Fate,” he. said inly ; “ let the gods be 
iuit neutral -wdiile 1 weave the meshes. 'I'lien, as Bate itself when it 
Jias fullillcd its mission, let me pass away into slmdow, with the stiU 
•It id lonely stride that none may ibllow. 

* oil for a loUffC in .‘^oujo vu.'t wilderness.* 

How Vr'cary ] am ot this world of men 1 ” And again the cry “ Great 
news IVational crisi:i— Dissolution of Parliament— Great iiewsl” 
'anir through the jostling throng, '^lin^o men, arm-in-arm, bribed 
l>y Harley, and v/ere st.op|7cd at fhc crossing liy a file of carriages. 
Tile man in the ctmiro was Audley Egerton. llis companions were 
i.n cx-ministm' like himself, and one oT tliost? great jiroinietors win- 
• re proud of lmiiig above ollice, and vam of the pow’er to make and 
liinnake. GovernincniKS. 

“ Yon ar(* the oiily mipi to lead us, Egerton,” said t his lust person 
age. “ Do but. secure your scat, aiid us soon as this popular fever has 
passed away, you must Ixe somethiug more than the leader of Oppo- 
i ition -you must be the tirst^ian iu«England.” 

“ Not a doubt of that,” chimed in the fellow ex-minister - a wortnj 
man— ncrfect red-tapist, but inaudible in the reporters^ gallerj*. 

‘ And ynur election is quite safe, eh? All depends on that. You 

ust nut be tliiwn out at such a time, even for a month or two. *5 
17. y •• 
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licar that you will liav(^ ;i cou^-cst— some townsman of the borough, 1 
think. Eut tlic Liinsmorc interest must be |4l-powferl'ul ; and 1 sui> 
pose L’Estrangc will come out and canvass for you. You «arc not tfio 
uian to have iukcvrarni friends 1” 

“ Don’t be alanned about iny election. T am as sure c>f tinii as of 
L’Estrange’s friendship,” . - 

Harley heard, with a grim smile, and prusijig bis hanti williin lii:: 
vest, laicl it upon !N ora’s memoir. 

"What coiJd we do in Parliament without you ! ” said 1 he great 
proprietor, almost piteously. (.• 

" Jlathcr what could I do without Parliamcmt ? Public liic is the 
only existence I own. Parliament^ is all in all to me. Put we may 
cross now.” 

dlaricy’s eye glittered cold as it followed the tall form of tlic states- 
man, towering high above aU other passers-by. 

“ Ay,” he muttered — “ ay, rest as sure of my frieiuiship as I was of 
thine ! And be Jjjirismere our field of Philippi ! • ^riic’re, where thy 
lirst step was made in the only life that thou own'st; as exist(;nce, 
5hall tiic ladder itself rot from under thy footing. There;^ where thy 
softer yictim slunk to death from the deceit of thy love, sliaU deceit 
like thine own dig a grave for thy frigid ambition. 1 borrow thy 
quiver of fraud : its still arrows shall strike thee ; and thou too shall 
say, when the barb pierces home: ‘This comes from llie hand of a 
friend.’ Ay, at Lansmere, at Lansmcrc, shall the end crown th(‘ 
whole ! Go, and dot on the canvas.s the lines for a lengthened per- 
spective, where my eyes note already the vaiiisliing-point of the 
picture.” 

Then through the dull fog, and under the pale gas-lights Ilaiiey 
L’Estrange pursued his noiseless way, soon distinguished no mon^ 
amongst the various, motley, quick-succeeding groups, with their* 
infinite subdivisions of tbougiit, care, and passion; while loud over ali 
their low murmurs, or silent hearts, were hoard the tramp of horses 
and din of wheels, and the vociferous discordant cry that had ceased 
to attract an interest in the ears it vexed — " Gn’at News, Gi cat News 
— Dissolution of Piurliament—Great News !” 


CHAPTER XIX. 

Ths scene is at Lansmere Park — a spacious pile, commenced in 
the reign of Charles 11. ; enlarged and filtered \n the reign of Anne. 
Brilliant interval in the. History of our National Manners, when even 
the courtier dreaded to be dull, and Sir I’opling raised hinjself on tip- 
toe to catch the car of a wit — when the. names of Devonshire and 
Dorset, Halifax and CaTtevet, Qxford and Bolingbrokc, nnito them- 
selves, brother-like, witli those of Hobbes and of Dryden, of Prior 
and Bentley, of Arbutlmot, Gay, Pope, and Swift ; and still, ^^dlcrever 
we turn, to recognise some ideal of great Lord or fine Gentlemau— 
the Immortals m Literature gjtand by his side. 
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The walls of the rooms at Lniism«re were covered with the por- 
tnvits of tliose who illj^strate tiiat time which Euroj)e calls the Age of 
Louis Xiy. A L’Eslraiigo, wdio had lived through the reigus of four 
English princes (and witti no mean importance through all), had col* 
lected those likenesses of noble contemporaries. As you passed 
througJi the chambers— opening one on the other in that pomp of 
parade introduc(id with Cliarlcs II. froiii the palaces of Erance, and 
retaining its mode till Versailles and tlie Trianon passed, themselves, 
out of date — you fch; you were in •excellent company. What saloons 
of our day, demeaned tc%tailcd coats and white waistcoats, have that 
charm of high breeding which speaks out from the canvass of Kiieller 
and Jervis, Vivi(‘n and Jligaud J And withal, notwithstanding lace 
mid brocade— 1 he. fripperies of artificial costume — still those who give 
interest or charm to that day, look froin their portraits like men — 
raking or dchovtwvre^ h you will — never mincing nor feminine. Can we 
say as much of the portraits of Lawrence f Gaze there on fair 
Marlborough —what delicate perfection of features, yet how easy in 
boldness, imw serene in the conviction of power 1 So fair ana so 
tranquil lie might have looked tlirough the camion-reek at Ilamilies 
and Ihcnlieim, suggesting to Addison the image of an angel of w'ur. 
Ah, there. Sir Charles Sedlcy, the Lovelace of wits ! Note that 
strong jaw and marked brow ; — do you, not recognise the courtier who 
scoined to ask one 1‘avour of the king with wliom he lived as an equal, 
and who stretched forth the right hand of man to hurl from a tlirone 
th(! king who had made his daughter — a Countess 

Perhaps, from his cliildhood thus surrounded by the haunting faces 
- - that spok<'. of their age as they looked from the walls — ^that and 

^■hosc portraits were not without influence on the character of Harltjy 
ij’Estvange. The w'hiiu and the daring— the passion for letters nnd 
reverence for genius — i hc mixture of levit y and strength— the polislied 
sauiiicriug indolence', or the elastic readiness of energies once called 
into action— ail might have found their prototypes in the lives which 
those portraits rekindled. The deeper sentiment, the more earnest 
nature, which in Harley L’Estrangc were commingled with the attri- 
bates common to a former age — thc.se, indeed, were of his own. Our 
age so little comprehended, while it colours us from its atmosphere ! 
— so full of mysterious and jirofoimd emotions, which our ancestors 
never knew ! — Will those emotions l^c understood by our descendants ? 

in this stately bouse were now assembled, as Harley’s guests, many 
01 the more important personages whom the slow length of this story 
Jjas made lamihar to the rcmlcr. Tlie two candidates for the boimigii 
in the Tnic Line interest — Audley Egorton and lOmdal Leslie;— and 
Levy— chief amoiuwtlic barons to whouf modem society giants a seig- 
nory of pillage, \vhi(;h, Jiad a baron of old ever ventured to arrogate, 
burgess and citizen, socman and bocman, villciu and churl, wuida 

* SptUey was so tcsiaev^us of His indepc^dviict^ that when his aflkirs were mo&t 
embarrassed, lie rctosed all iiecuniary aid from Charles II. llis I liter sarcasm, in 
viudicati.')ii of the part he took in the deposition of James 11., wlio had corrupted 
his daughter, and made her Countess of Dorchester, is well ku wn. “ As the 
King' has made my daughter u Countess, the least I can do, in common gratitude, 
IS ti) ass^t in making: his majesty’s daughlcr-ja Queen ! ” 

!2 .V d 
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have burned hiin alive in lus castle ; the Duke di Senano, still fondly 
clinging to liis title of doctor and pet name of Riccabocea ; — Jemima, 
not yet with the aii’s of a duchess, but robed in very thick silks, as 
the chrysalis stale of a duchess ;~Violantc, too, was Iheve, sadly 
against her will, and shrinldng as much as possible into the retire, 
ment of her own chamber, 'riie Countess of Jjansmere had dfiseHed 
her lord, in order to receive the j^ucsts of her son; my lord himself, 
ever bent on b(u’ug of use in some part of his country, and strivinir 
hard to distract ids interest from his tdague ol' A boroiml); imd pnic 
down into Cornw^all to inquire into the .scrajd condition of certain 
laroglodytes who worked in sonu‘. mines which the Earl had latedy had 
the misfortune to wring from the Qourt of Chancery, afia'i; a lawsuit 
comniencod hy Ids grandfather ; and a Jllue Book, issued in 1 he pasi 
session by order of Parliament, liad especially quoted the troglodytes 
thus devolved on the Earl as Idpcds who were in considerable 
ranee of the sun,* and had never been known to w%*ish their h'td, since 
the day that they came into the world -their worhl undi*r:ii-onnd, 
chipped off from tie Bott omless Pit ! 

With the Countess came Helen Dishy, of course ; and i;ady I jau'-- 
mere, who had hitherto been so civilly cold to the wife elect u[ her 
son, had, ever since her interview with Harley at Knights])ridgc, 
clung to Helen with almost a caressing fondness, 'riie stern Countess 
was tamed by fear; she felt that lier own influence over Harley was 
gone; she trusted to the influence of Helen- in case of wliat ?--ay, 
what? It was because the danger was not (;l(‘ar to her, that her 
bold spirit trembled; snpei'stitions, like suspicions, are, '‘as hats 
among birds, and fly by t.wilight.” llarh'v had ridiculed the idea of 
challenge and strife between Audley and himself; Imt still Ijady 
Lansmcrc dreaded tlie tiery ejnotioiis of the last, and the high snirit 
and austere self-respect which were provc'rhial to the tirst. Involan- 
tarily she &tr<?ng1heiied her intimacy with lle.hai. In ease her alann 
should appear justifled, what mediator could be so persimsive in 
appeasing the angrier passions, as one wliom couHship and l)ctrt)liml 
sanctified to the gentlest ? 

On arriving at Lansmere., fhe. Countess, howiwer, felt sonicwhat 
relieved. Harley had received her, if witli a manner less cordial and 
tender than had liitherto distinguished it, still with easy kindness ami 
calm self-possession. His bearing towaircls Audley Egerton still more 
reassured her: it was not marktid by an exaggeration of fainiliarit,y or 
friendship — which would at once have exchted her appi'ohensions ol 
some sinister design, — nor, on the olljor hand, did it betray, by covert 
sarcasms, an ill-suppressed rcsciitraent. It was exactly what, unde:’ 
the circumstances, would have been natural to a man who had 
received an injurvfrom an intimate friend, which, in generosity or discre- 
tion, he resolvcQ to overlook, but which those aware of it could just 
perceive had cooled or alienated the Jbmie^ affection. Indofatigably 
occupying himsdf with all tlie details of the election, Harley had fair 
pretext for absenting himself from Audley, wlio, really looking very 
ill, and almost worn out, pleaded indisposition as an excuse for 
dispensing with the fatigues of a personal canvass, and, passing much 
of bis time in his own apart mrpils, h,n, all the pi’cijanition*^ bir eontf'sr ^ 
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to liis more a(‘A.iv{‘. friends. It was jiiot till lie had actually arri\^d at 
Lansmere that Audley became acquainted with the name of his 
jjrincipal opponent. Richard Avenel ! the brother of Nona ! rising up 
irom obscurily, thus to stand front to front against him in a contest 
on which all his fates were cast. Egerton quailed as before an 
appoii^ed avenger. He would fain have retired from the field ; — he 
spok(^ to Hai-ley \ 

‘MIoav can f/oa support all llic pmnful remembrances wducli the 
veay name of my aut, agonist must^tonjure up ?” * 

“ Did you not tcli answered Harley, ‘‘to strive against such 
nimembrjuiees — to look on them as sickly dreams ? I am prepared to 
brave them. Can you be more sensitive tluui I 

Egert,on durst not say moic. • He avoided all further reference to 
1 lu; subject. Tile st rile raged around him, and lie shut himself out 
from it — shut liimsclf up in solitude with his own heart. Strife 
(‘luiugh thm-e ! (Jnee, late at uiglfi, he- stole forth aud repaired to 
Nora\ grave. }1<‘ stood liie.re, amidst the rank grass, aud under the 
frosts slarliglrt, long, and in profound sileiici',. His whole past life 
scimuihI to rise before liim ; aud, when lui regained Ids lonely room, 
;iud St rose, to surs'ey the future, still he eould behold only that past 
aud 1 hat grave. 

in thus d(;cliiiiiig all aetivi* can* for an eleciidu, to Ids prospects 
^o impt)naut, Audley Egerton was eonsidert‘d to have excuse, not 
only ill the slate, of Ids health, but in his sens(‘, of dignity. A states- 
man so eminent, of opinions so well known, of public services so 
im^onti’Nlable, migiit 'well be. snared the piu'sonal trouble that falls 
upon oh.seim r candidates. Auti besid(;s, according to current report, 
aud judgment of the .Blue Committee, ibe rid uni of Mr. Egerton 
Sins .^eeurc. But, tlioiigli Audley himself was Hius indulgently 
treated, Harley and the Blue (kmimittec took care to iuilict double 
Avork upon llaudal. That, active* young spirit found ample materials 
for all ils restless energies. Randal Leslie was kept on his legs from 
sunrise! to starliglit. Tluue does not. exist in the Three Kingdoms a 
e.onst it ueney more fatiguing to a candidate than that borough of 
Lausme.rc. ..\s soon as you hxive t.lie High Street, wherein, accordbig 
to immemorial usage, t he Blue canvasser is first led, in order ^ put 
him into spirits for the toils that await 1dm (delectable, propitious, 
(‘.onstiluiionallligh Str<‘cl, in which at least two-thirds of t-he electors 
— opulcut tradesmen cmplo.^‘.d at^tiic l^ark — always vote for “my 
lord's man,” and hospit ably prepare wine and cakes in their tidy baok- 
parlours !j - as soon as you quit this si-songhold of the pmiyj labyrinths 
of lanes aud defiles stretch awuv into the farthest horizon; level 
ground is found uywherc ; it is all u}j*hili and down-hill—now rough 
frraggy pavemont.s that blistm* the leet, and at the very first tread 
uj)ou which all latent* corns shook prophetically — ^now deep muddy 
nits, into wldeh you sii^k aiikie-d(Tp —oozing slush creeping into the 
pori^s, and moi.st, cuing the ivay for ^atarrh, rheum, cough, sore throat, 
bronchitis, and plithisis. Black sewers, and omins Acherontian, 
running biTore the thresholds, aud so filung the homes behind 'with 
<.*ffluvia, that, while one liand clasps the griiny paw of the voter, thr? 
other instinct iv el \ guards from typhus and cholera your abhorrent 
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nose.^' Not in those days had mankind ever iieard of a sanitary 
reform ! and, to judge of the slow progress wi^Leh, that reform seems 
to make, sever and drain wouJd have been much the same if they 
had. Scot-and-lot voters were the independent cleetovs of Lansmerc, 
■with the additional fTJincliise of Freemen. Universal suffrage could 
scarcely more oificicntl.v swami) the franchises of men who eai-e a 
straw what becoiiKis of Great Britain! With all Bandai Leslie’s 
profound diplomacy, all his art in talking over, deceiving, and (to 
borrow Dick Aveiicrs vernacular phrase) “humbugging’’ educated 
men, his eloquence fell flat ^on minds invnlu(K*ablc to appeals n liether 
to State or to Ch\ireli, to Kefom or to Freedom. To catcli a Scot- 
and-lot voter by such frivolous argunients, llandal Leslie might as 
well have tried to bring down a rhinoceros by a popgun charged witli 
split peas 1 The youjig man who so flrmly ])cli(jvett that “ knowledge 
was power,” was greatly disgusted. It w'as ijcre the ignorance that 
foilett him. When he got liold of a. man with .son>c knowledge, 
Bmidal was pretty sure to trick him out of a vote. 

Nevertheless, Baqdal Leslie walked and Talked on, with most 
creditable perseverance. The Blue Committee allowc^d tliiii; he was 
an excellent canvasser. They conceived a liking for Um, mingled 
with pity. For, though sure of Egertoji’N return, tlmy regarded 
.Rimdal’s as out of tlie question. He wa.s mcj cly there 1o keep splil^ 
votes from going lo the oppo.sitc. sid(‘; 1o vServe iiis pafnm, the 
tx-minister ; shake the paws and smell the smells wiiioh the ex- 
minister was too great a man to shake and to smell. But, in point 
of fact, none of that Blue Comnuttec knew anylldng ol‘ tlu^ prospects 
of the election. Harley received all the reports of each <.*:mvMss.day. 
Harley kept the canvass-book, locked up from all eyes but liis own, 
or it might be Baron Levey’s, as Audlcy Egoriou’s conlidenija], if not 
strictly professional adviser : —Baron Levy, flic miilionnair(‘, Jiad Jong 
since retired from all acknowledged professions, iiaiidal, lioweven*— 
close, observant, alm^wd perceived that; ho liimseii was much 
ntron^er than the Blue Committee believod. And, to his inflidte 
s\irpnsc, he owed that strength io Lord Ij’Estrangc’s exertions on 
his behalf. For though Harley, after tlje first day on which lie, 
ostentatiously .showod himself in the High Sireci;, did not o])cnly 
canvass with llaiidal, yet when the rcjiorts were brought in to him, 
and he saw tin-; names of the vot^ws vrho I’-avc one vote to Audhn , 
and withheld tlie otluT from Banfla!, he would say to Jlandai, dead 
beat as that young geniiemau v.ui,-. ** Slip out wit li me, tlie momem 
dinner is over, and before you ’go Ihe round of llie imblic-houses ; 
there are some voters we must g(d for you to-night.” And sure 
enough a few kindly words from the popular heir, of the Lansinen* 
baronies usually gained over the electors, from w hom, tJiougli Bandal 
had proved tliat all England depended oii their votes in his favour, 
Hanmil would never have extracted more lliau a “ Wii’ii, 1 sliall 
waute gui the Dauy coomes!” Nqa vras this ail lliat Harley did for 
the younger candidate. If it was cpiitc clear that only one vote 
could be won for llic Blues, aid the other was pledged to the 
Yellows, Harley would say “Then put it down lo Alr.^ Leslie;”" - 
a request the more readih ecuerded, since Audlcy Egerton was 
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cousidcred so safe b}^ the Blues, aud alone wcilb a icar b/the 
Yellows. 

Thus llandiil, who ^ept a suns little canvass«book Ckf his own, 
became more and more convinced that he. had a better chance than 
Bgerton, even without the furtive aid he (‘xpected from Avenel ; and 
lie could only aceounl for Harley’s peculiar exertions in his favour, by 
supposing that Harley, unpractised in elections, aud deceived by the 
BltU) Coniinittc(% believed Bi?prtou to be i)errcctly safe, and sought, 
for the honour of tliit family interest, to secure hoik the seals. 

llanda’’s ]iubljc cares ^luis deprived him of all op])ortimity of jiress- 
ing his courtsliip on Vjolaritc; and, inde(xl, if ever he did laid a 
moment in which he eoidd steal to her reknitant side, Harley was 
sure to sf izc that very moment fb send him oft* to canvass an hesita- 
tiu": iVee]u;'Ji, or harangue in some public-house. 

ljcsli(-‘ was 1,00 acute not to detect some motive hostile to his wooing, 
however ])iausibly vcrileu in lh(‘ guise of zeal for his election, in this 
oftieiousnes'^ oj lltirlcy’s. But Ixird L’Estrange’s manner to Violante 
was so litlif' like that of a jealous lover, and he was so well aware of 
her cngagtniKuit to Baiidal, that the latter abandoned the suspicion 
he had befor'.) conccivfxl, that Harley was ins rival. And he was 
soon led to believe that Lord L’Estnuige had another^ more disin- 
iercsi(ui, and less foriukiabhi motive for thus stinting his opportuni- 
lies to wf)o 1 he heiress. 

’* iMi'. Leslie,” s:!'.! !iOrd l/Estrunge, one day, ‘‘ the Duke has con- 
hded to me his ngiel, at his daughter’s reluotaiice to ratify hivS own 
promise ; and, knowing tlu* v.ann interest 1 take in her wmfare — for 
ids sake and her own rbeUevii^g, also, that some seiwiccs to herself, 
;is well as to Ihc t’athiT slu'. so iv)vc.'., g‘\e me a certain influende over 
her iuexperieiieed judumeiii, :u: (Atm re.picstcd me to speak a 

word to lier in your l>eha]jV’ 

” AlIi ! il’yoa would !” said iJanda':, snrpn.scd. 

“ You must- give me tile ]»o\v( r to do so. You wore obliging enough 
to voluiii-eer lo me the sann; cxplanaf ions vyhieh you gave to the 
Duke, his jiaiisfaetion vith wldeii iiubired him to renew, or confii^nx 
tlie proiuise of his dangiit(‘r's liand. olionid t hose explanations eon- 
tent. me, a.'5 iltey (bd lum, i Isold the Duke i)ouud to fullil liis engage- 
jneiii. and I an'; eonvineed that his daughter would, in that ease, nol> 
intlexihh' to vonr sni:. But, till such explanations be given, my 
irieiidsliip feu- tlie falher, aud my ftitercst in the cliild, do not allow 
mo to assist a {^au.^^e whicii, however, at present, sidfers little by 
(hday.” 

“ Pray, ILste.n al once to iiiosc explanations.” 

“ IShiy, ?dr. Les^(;, 1 can now only Uiink of the election. As soon 
ns that is over, rely on it you shall have the amplest opportunity to 
di.s))el any doubts which youi’ intimacy with Count di Pesehiera and 
Yladaim' di Ncgra may Jiavc suggested. Apropos of the election — 
lu'iV. is a. iisi, of voters you must sei^at once in Pish Lmm. — Don’t lose 
;i. jiiomeui.” 

in 1,hc meanwhile, lii chard Avenel and Leonard had taken u)) their 
'juarters in the hotel appro])riated to the candidal for tlif* Idlows; 
; ud Iho canvass ou that side was proseculcd with all tin; vig{;ur wiiich 
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migte; be expected from operations conducted by llichard Arenel, and 
backed by the popular feeling. ' 

The rival jjarties met from time to time, in the streets and Lines, in 
all the pomp of >var— banners streaming, fifes resoiindii^ (for bands 
and colours were essential proofs of public spirit, and mdispcnsa])b' 
items in a candidate’s bills, in those good old tfays). When tfu^y 11 
encountered, very distant bows were exchanged Dctwcjcn the rosj)ee- 
tive chiefs. But Jlandal, contriving ever to pass close to Av(mcl, had 
ever the satisfaction of perceiving that gentlcinaiVs counteunneo con- 
tracted into a knowing wink, as much as to py, “All riglil, in spir<- 
of this tiU'nation humbug.” 

But now that both parties were fairly in tlu* held, to Ihe private 
arts of canvassing were added the xuiblic arts of oratory. The caufii 
dates had to sj)eak — at the close of caeli day’s canvass— out IVoin 
wooden boxes, suspended from the windows of their respect ivelioti l-'. 
and wliich looked like dciis for tiu; exhibition of wild beasts. 
had to speak at meetings of Conmdttees- meetings of electors— go th*‘ 
nightly round of entliasiastic public-houses, and appeal to the sense oi 
an enlightened people through wreaths of smoke and odours of beer. 

The alleged indisposition of Audley Egerton had spared him ttu‘ 
excitement of oratory, as well as the fatigue of canvassing. ^Pin- 
practised debater bad limited the display of his tjdents to a concise, 
out clear and masterly exposition of his own views on the leading 

S ublic questions of the day, and Die state of parties, which, on the 
ay after his arrival at Lansmere, was dcliv(;rcd at a meeting of his 
Mneral Committee -in the great room of their hotel and which was 
then iirinted and circulated amongst the voters. 

Bandal, though he expressed himself wiili nun'c, tlueiicy and self- 
possession than are usually found in the iirst at tempi s of a imblic 
speaker, was not effective in addressing an imh tfen'd crowd ;-“ -for a 
crowd of this kind is all lu;art -and wc know that Ivandal Leslie's 
heart was as small as heart (^oiild be. If be attemj)le(l lo speak at his 
own intellectual level, lie was so snbth? ami relining as (o be incom- 
prehensible; if he fell into the fatal error - not. uneommou l.o inexpe- 
rienced orators — of tryipg to Iuwct himself to tin' intellectual lev(d of 
his audience, he was only elaborulcl.v stupid. No man can speak too 
well for a crowd — as no man can write too well for the stage ; but. in 
neither case should he be rludorical, or case, in iicriods the dry bones 
of rcasonuig. It is to the emotions, or to the humours, that th(‘ 
speaker of a crowd must address hiniBclf; liis I'yc must brighten wil l i 
generous sentinuud, or Iii§ lii^^nust expand iutlie play of animal ed 
fancy or genial wit. llandaTs voice, too, thougii plijint and persuasive 
in private conversation, wasthm and poor when strained lo catch tlv- 
ear of a numerous assembly. The falsehood of his naturi' seemed 
come out, when he raist^clthc tones which had been drilled intodeet'.l . 
Men like Kandal Leslie may become shai;i) debaters — admire iile 
special pleaders; they can no more become orators than tlic\ can 
become poets. Educated audiences are essential lo them, and tie* 
smaller the audience (that is, the more the brain supcrscdi's tiie action 
of the heart) the better they (^an speak. 

Dick Avcnel was genernlly vci-^ shoit and v(n-y pith^ in his 
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addresses. He had two or three favoiu'itc topics, which always <!hld. 
He was a 1 t*llow4ownsijian-;-a man who had made his own way in life 
—he wanted to free his native place from aristocratic usurpation— it 
was fhc. battle of the electors, not his private cause, &c. He said 
little aj^ainst ,Kandal—“ Pity a clever yoiiiij? man should pin his future 
to two ‘yards of worn-out red tape PTc hud better lay hold of 
the stroiifT rope, which the People, in compassion to his youth; were 
williiic; >ct to throw out to save him from sinkinff,” &c. But as for 
Audltiy Egerton, “ tlK*. scutleman w^io would not show, who was afraid 
to meet the electors, who could only find his voice in a hole-and- 
ronier meeting, accustomed all ais venal life to dark and nefarious 
johs ” —Dick, upon that s\ibjcct^ delivered philippics truly Denios- 
thonian. Ltumard, on the conlnu-y, never attacked Harley’s friend, 
Mr. Egerton ; but he was merciles.s against the youth who had filched 
r''])utation Iron i John Eurlcy, and whom he knew that Harley despised 
as hcariily as himself. Ana Randal did not dare to retaliate (though 
boiling over \yUi indignant rage), for fear of offending Leonard’s 
\mclc. Leonard was unquestionably the popular speaker of the tliree. 
Though his temperament was a writer’s, not an orator’s— though he 
abhorj'cd wliat he considered the I heatrical exhibition of self, whicli 
makes what is cjillcd “delivery’’ more, effective than ideas — thoi^h 
fie. liad little interest at any time in party polities — though at. this time 
his Iieart was far away from the Blues ami YAlows of Lansmere, sad 
and forlorn -yet, forced into action, the ekx pi cnee that was natural 
to his etiuversation poiured itself forth. Ho had warm blood in his 
veins : and Ids di.slike to tlandal gave ])oignaney to his wit, and ku'beci 
Ills arguments with impftssioned’ inv(‘.ctive. In fact, Leonard could 
conceive' uo other motive for Jjovd L’Estrunge’s request to take part 
in the election, than that nobleukun’s dcske to defeat tk*. man whom 
they Ikotli I'cgarded as au imjmstor. And tliis notion was confirmed 
by some inadvertent expressions wliieh Avenil let. fall, and which 
made Leonard suspect that, if In; wen* not in tin; iield, Avouel would 
have (‘xerted all his interest lo return Randal iusi,{;ad of Egorton. 
Wit Ir Dick dislike to that statesman, L(;onard i’oimd it impossible 1 o 
reason ; nor, on the other hand, eoiddall Dick's scoldings or coaxinas 
iriduec; l,comird to divert his siege on Randal to au assault upon tlur 
man who, Harley had often said, was dear to lilni as a brother. 

in the nnianwhiic, Di(;k kept, the eanvass-book of the Yellows a«» 
closely as Harley kept that of tii^ Blues; and, in despite of many 
pouting fits and gusts of displeasure, t ook jjrecisely the same pains 
f >r Leonard as Harley took for Randal, d lien^ nanaiued, liowevci-. 
appari'iitly unshaken by the efforts on either side, a fX)mpact body < 
alioiii a Inindn'd aiid (illy voters, eh ic’^ly freemen. ^Yonld they vole 
Yellow r' Would t hey, vote Blue ^ No' one could vauitun; to decide : 
hut { lie.v dt;elared liiat they would aU vote tlie same way. Hick k(‘})r 
his secret “caucuses,” as he' called them, c‘on.stantiy nibbling at this 
piiahiirv. A hundrc’d and (ifly voters ! t.lu'y had the election in their 
hands ! Never were hands so cordially shaken— so caressingly clung 
to— so fondly imgered upon ! Btit the votes vStill sl;uck as firm to the', 
hands as if a part of the skin, or of the diri— which was much the 
i^iune thing ! 



m 


MT NO\'EL; 0»» 


CJrlAl^TEK XX. 

Weeneveji Alullcy joined llic other g^iiests of an qveninn:-”\vliiJe 
Harley was i)erliaps" closeted Mith Levy and coTninittee*inen, and 
liandfd wasp:oiiig the roniid of thcpublic-lioiises —the one with whom 
lie chiefly conversed was 'Violanie. lie had })eon s[ruek at hrst, d<‘si)jte 
his gloom, less, pcrliaps, by her cx^iraordiiiary bc'anty, liian ])y sornC' 
thing in the c.xpK^ssioii of iicr countenance /vhieh, d(‘sj)ite diilci*cnces 
ill feature and complexion, reminded him of ISJora; and when, by his 
praises of Harley, 11(3 drew her attcKtiou, and won into her liking, he 
Siscovcved, perliaps, that, t he lilccucss wliieii had (iius impressed him, 
came from some similarities in character betwi'en Ihe living and the 
lost one -111(3 saiiKi eliarming combination of ioftv thonght and ciiiJtl- 
like innoceneo- the same enthusiasm— the same rich e.\ub('rance of 
imagination and heeling. Two soids that rcscinliic cfu h other will 
give their likeness 1o the looks from which they lieam. (hi tlic olhei 
hand, the person with whom Harley most familiarly associated, in his 
rare intervals of leisia'(3, wais Heh3n Dighy. One ilay, Audiey 
Egcrton, standing inounifuily by tin* window of ine sil ting-room 
appropriated to bis privaie ut.e, saw the two, whoiu lii3 lielieved still 
betrotlied, take their wa\' aeross the park, sidi* ny side, “ Pi ay 1 l(‘aveii, 
that she may atone to him for all!” munuirred Audley, “Jhit ah, 
that it had been Violante ! 'riien 1, might have, felt :l^su^ed that the 
Eutaire would eliaco tlie East-- and hmnd the lamiTgc to tell him all. 
And wlieii last night 1 spoke of what- Harley ought to b(‘ to England, 
how like were Vioiaiite's eyes and smile to Kora s, when Nora lisican'd 
in dchgliicd sympathy to the hopes of my own young ambit, ion.” 
With a sigh he turned away, and r<3soiut(*ly sat down to road and 
rcplv to the voluminous eorresjKmdcuce wliich covered lh(3 table of 
the busy pnblic rnaii. For, AiKlJe> \s le.l urn to Parliaineut being con- 
sidered by his poll tioid party as seciiri', to him were transmiUed all 
the hopes and lVai*s of th.e laige and intluenlial soctionqf it wliose 
members loqkeil up to iiini ;is their future chief, and wiio iii that 
general cleotiou ( inijU’t'.nodo'iU’d fortho uumbor of eminent men it was 
fated to expel from Ihrlkrauml, aud the numiier of lu'W polinoiaus it 
was fated to semi into it), dro\v«(lrj!’ (mly hojx's of rcgahiing llicir 
lost power from Audley’> saugiii;) * eon'hhmec in the o.'a.'fiojj of liiai 
Public Ot)inioii which ho had hitluTlo .'^o jirofuuudly ( omprolieiid<*d ; 
and it vvas too clearly s(‘cn, that i.lie .seasonable aaopiimi of his 
counsels would luivc saved Ilie‘ exist ericc ^‘lid impularity o!' the late 
Administration, wdiosc most distinguished memljers'imald n^uv scaix'cly 
show themselves on t he huslin rs. 

Meainvliile. Lord If Estrange led his young eoiujiauion towards a 
grrecii hill iu the et'nin3 of the ihark, on whieli stood a c'ireular letuple, 
that eonuuanded a view of the chuntry round for miles. Tlnyv uad 
v/alkcd iu silenee till they gained the summit of the slopeci and 
gradual ascent; and then, as iliey stood still, side hy side, Harley 
ihus spoke — 
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" Helen, yon know tkat Leonard is in the t/ 0 \yii, I caiinot 

receive him at the Pa^k, since he is standing in 03 )position to my 
guests, Egerton and Leslie.” 

Helen. — ^Bnt that secmis to me so strange. How— how coiila 
ijconard do anything that seems hostile to you f 

Hakdey. — ^W oidd his hostility to me lower him in your opinion? 

.1 f he know tljat 1 am his rival, docs not rivalry include hate r 

Helen. — Oh, Lord L’Estrange, how cuii you speak tln^ ?— how so 
wrong yourself ? H3tte — ^liate to you ! mid from Leonard PaiHicld ! 

Hahley. — You evade my question. "Would his hate or hostility 
i 0 me alicct your scutiraenl.s towards him ? 

Helen (looking down). — 1 couki not force myself to believe in it. 

l^ELEY.— Wliy ? 

Helen. " Because it w'ould be .so unworthy of hi i,i. 

Ha.tiley. — P oor child ! You have the delusion of year years. 
You deck a cloud in the hues of the raiuiiow^ mid will hot believe 
that its glory itij^honwed from the suuof your own fancy. But here, 
at least, you are not deceived. Leoiuird obeys but my wishes, and, I 
believe, against bis own will. He has none of man\ noblest attribute. 
Ambition. 

Helen.— i\o ambition ! 

Haulev.- It i.s vanity that stirs the pod to toil- -if toil the way- 
ward chase of his chimeras can lx* called. Ambition is a more 
maseuLine passion. 

Helen shook her licad gently, hut niad<‘. no answer. 

HAUiiEY. — If 1 niter a word that profanes one of your delusions, 
you shake your ijcad, and arc iucrednious. Pause: Jislen one mo- 
ment to my con nsels— -perhaps the last lYnny e\er ohtnido upon you. 
Lift your eyes; look around. Par as your eye (‘an reach, nay, far 
beyond the fine, wliicli the horizon forms in tlie landscape, stretch tlie 
lands of my inheritance. Yonder you set*, the lioino in which my fore- 
father.-? for* many generations lived with honour and died lamented. 
AJl these, in tlm eourse of nature, might one day liave been your own, 
had yoii not. reject ed my ])roposals. I olftTcd you, it is trin*, not \vhat 
is e-ommonly called fjove ; I offered you sincere esteem, and affections 
the more durable! for their eahii. You have not been reared by the 
world in the low idolatry of rank and wealth. But even romance 
f'annot drsni.se th * dow^'I* of serving others, which rank and wealth 
bc9t,ow. i'or mystdf, hitherto indolSicer and lately disdain, rob for- 
tune of those nobler attribu1o.s. But she irho will share my forinue 
may dispense it. so as to atone for nfv sins of omission. * On the 
other side, grant that there is no bar to your preference for Leonard 
i'^airlield, w hat doe» your choice preseftt to you ? — Those of his kin- 
dred wit h whom y<yu wi]! associate ariv unrelineA’i and mean, llis sole 
iiicoine is dc’riveu from precarious labours ; tJie most vulgar of all 
anxieties - the fear of Imiad itself for the morrow'' ---must mingle wdth 
all your rommicc, and suou stetfl from love aU its poetry. Yyou tliink 
his affection w’ill console you for every simriffcc. Polly*! — the love of j, 
poets is for a mist.— a, moonbeam—a denizen of air—a phantom that 'i 
they c;dl an Ideal. Th^y sai>posc for a moment that they have foundi, 
?that Ideal in Chloc or IffiyJlis— Helen qr a milkmaid. Bah I— the fost ' 
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tim^iyou come to the poet with tlie baker’s biJl, where flkjf the Ideal f 
I knew one more brilliant than Leonard-'-nioje exquisitely gifted by 
nature — ^tbat one was a w’oman : sJie saw a man hard and cold as tliat 
stone at your feet -a false, hollow , sordid worldling ; she made him 
her idol~“bcheld in hini all that history w^oiild not recognise in a 
Cffisar—that mythology w^ould scarcely gi-aiit to an Apollo > to him 
she was the plaything of an hour she died, and before t lu^ year w'as 
out he had married for money ! J knew another instance- I speak of 
myself. I loved before 1 was yovr age. li^dtnn angel warned me 
then, I would have been incredulous as y^pi. How that ended, no 
matter: but had it not beeji for that dream of )uajj^in deliriuin, lhad 
lived and acied as others of m\ kind and my married from 

reason and judgment — been now it useful and happy man. Pause, 
then. Will you still reject me for Leonard Pairfield ? Por the last 
time you have the option — me and all the substance of waking life — 
Leonard .Fairfield and the shadow^s of a fleeting dream. Speak ! lou 
hesitate. A\ay, take time to decide. 

Helen. — Ah, Lord L’Estrange, you who have feiY what if is to 
love, how can you doubt my answ-er ‘r--how think that 1 could be so 
base, so nu^rateful as take from yourself wdiat you call the substance 
of w'akingHfe, wdiile my licart was far away faithful to \vhat you cafl 
a dream ? 

Hahle\. -But, can you not disjud the dream ^ 

Helen (her wdiole. face one iliisli). - - It was wrong lu call it dream: 
It is the reality of life to me. All things else ani as dreams. 

Hauley (iatiuglier hand and kissing it wj tit respect).— -Helen, you 
have, a noble heart , and 1 hav<‘ Icmpted you iii vain. T regret your 
choice, though 1 Avill no more* (ippose it. 1 regret it, though .L shall 
never witjics& your disappoiiitiuetit. .As tlu* w ile of that mau, I shall 
see and know you no more. 

FL:ij-jn. -Oil, 110 ! -do uol. say lhai. AVliy ? wherefore? 

Harley (his browns mecling). He is the child of fraud and of 
shame.* His father is my foe, and my hate descends to the sou. He, 

too, the sou, filches from me but complaints arc idle. When the 

next few days arc over, think of me. but. as oikj who abandons all right 
over your actions, and is a straug(?r to your fuiairc fate. .Pooh ! — dry 
your teai’s : so long as you love lieouard or esteem me, rejoiee*. t.hai 
our paths do not cross. 

lie walked on impatiently;; Ivut Helen, alarmed and wondering, 
followed close, took his am timidly, and sought to soothe him. . me 
f(dt that he wronged Leonard* -that he knew not how Leonard had 
yielded all hope wlieu he learned to wdiom slic was affianced. For 
Leonard’s sake she conciuercddici- hashfidness. am* sought to explain. 
But at lier first, hesitat ing faliered Avords, Harley, Avho with great 
effort suppressed the emotions which swelled within liim, abruptly 
left her side, and iiliuiged into the rccess<^is of thick far-sproading 
groves, that soon Avrapt Jiim from, her eye. 

Whue this conversation occurred betAveeii Lord L’Estrange. and his 
ward, the m-disaat liiceabocca and \''ioknte Avere Avalking slowly 
through the gardens. The philosopher, uiudiauged by his brightening 
prospects .so far tis the outer man Ava.s conccniod — still character- 
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ized ^7, t-lie red umbrella and the accR«^«nned pipe- took the^ay 
meoIianicaUy towards the sunniest quarter of the pounds, now and 
tljieii glancing tendeil/ at Violantc’s downcast melancholy face, but 
not speaking j only^ at each glance, there came a biisker cloud from 
the pipe, as li obedient to a fiuler heave of the heart. 

At lejigth,']!! a spot whicli lay c^n towjirds the south, and seemed 
to collect all the gentlest beams of ilie November sun, screened from ^ 
the piercing east by dense evergixicns, and flanked from the bleak 
iHph by lofty walls, Jliccabocca paused and seated himscll’. Flowers 
still bloomed on the sward in frfint, over which still fluttered the 
wings of those; later and^norc brilliant butterflies that, unseen in the 
genial days of our Englisli sumnun*, come with autumnal skies, and 
snort round flic luoiiniful steps of tin; coming winter— tyjjes of those 
ilionglits Avliich visit and dehght the contemplation of Jige, while tin 
current yet glides free IVom the iron icc, and the leaves yet linger on 
l])chonghs; thoughts that associate the memories of the departed 
summer with messages from suns that shall succeed the winter, anu 
e-xpaud colour* the most st,ccpcd in light and glory, just as the skies 
through which they gleam are darkeuing, and the flowers on which 
I hey hove]* fade from the surface of tlie caHh— dropping still seeds, 
that sink deep out of sight below. 

“Daughter,” said ®iocabocca, drawing Viol a) 'ie to his side, with 
ejxressing arm — “ Daughter ! ^lark, how they who turn towards 
the souili can si ill tind the suiniy side of ilie landscape ! In all the 
seasons of life, how mu<;h of chill or of warmth depends on our choice 
of the aspect ! Sit down— let ns reason.” . 

Violante sat down passively, clasping her father’s hand in both her 
.)wn. Reason !— harsh word to the ears of Feeling 1 

“ You shrink,” resumed Riccabocca, “from even the courtsliii), even 
tlie presence of the suitor in wliom luy honour l)iads me to recognise 
} our future liridcgrooni.” 

V'iolante drcAv away her hands, and placed them before her eyes, 
slmdderingly. 

“ But,” continued Riccabocca, rather peevishly, “ this is not listen- 
ing to reason. 1 may object to Mr. Leslie, because he has not an 
adequate rank or fort-iiiie to pretend to a daughter of my house ; that 
would be wdmt every one would allow to be reasonable in a father ; 
(’xec})t, indeed,” added the poor sag(', trying hard to be sprightly, and 
eatching hold of a proverb t o helpdiim — “ except, indeed, mose wise 
enough to recndlect that, admonitory sajdng, ‘Casa il figlio quando 
viioi, e la liglia quando puoi,’ — (Alarry your son when you will, your 
daughter when you can). Seriously, if 1 overlook those objections to 
Mr. Lcsiic, it is nqt natural for a youij^? girl to enforce them. AVliat 
is reason in yon is quite another thinjj^ from reason in me. Mr. Leslie 
is young, not ill-lookin'g, has the air of a gentleman, is passionatek 
enamoured of you, and^has proved his affect, ion by rismg his life 
ijgiiinst iliat viiianous Peschiera— t,hat is, he would liavc risked it. had 
l^eschicra not been shipped out of* the way. If, then, you will listen 
to reason, pray what can reason say against Mr. Leslie ?” 

“Father, I detest him !” 

“ Cospeito : ” persisted Riccabocca testilv “ von bare no reason to 
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detcat iiim. If you had any reason, child, I am sure tliat I should ho 
the last person to dispute it. ‘How can you know your own mind in 
such a matter r* It is not as i£ you had seen any one else you could 
vprefer. Not aiioilier man of your own years uo you even know — 
except, indeed, Leonard Enirlield, whom, though I j 5 :i’aut he is hand- 
somer, and with more imagination and gemius than Mr. Leehe, you 
still must rememlxu’ as the boy who worked in my garden. Ah 1 to 
be sure, tliore is Frank Ujizeldean — fine lad — ^but his affections arc? 
pre-engaged. Li siiort,’" continued the sage, d(^graatically, “ there is 
no one efec vou by any possible caprice, prefer to Mr. Leslie ; 
and for a girl, who has no one else in her head, to talk of detesting a 
well-looking, well-dressed, clever young man, is a nonsense “"chi 
iascia il poco per iiaver I’assai ns Ttluo, nc Faltro avera mai ;* — whicli 
may be thus naraphrased — The young lady who refuses a mortal in 
the hope of obtaining an angel, loses the one, and will never fall in 
with the otlier. So now, having thus shown that the darker side of 
the question is contrary to reason — let ns look to the brighter. In 
the first place — 

“Oh, father, father 1 ” cned Violante. passionately, “ you to whom 
I once came for comfort in every childish sorrow ! l)o not talk to me 
with this cutting levity. See, I lay my he^ upon your breast— 
I put my arms around you — and now, ca!i%ou reason me into 
miserv ?” 

“ Cmd, child, do not be so wayward. Strive, at least, against a 
prejudice tlmt you cannot defend. My Violante^ my darling, this is 
no tri^c. Here I must cease to be the fond foolish father whom you 
can do what you will with. Here I am Alphonso, Luke di Serrano ; 
for here my honour as noble, and my word as man, are involved. I, 
^hen, hut a helpless exile — no hope of fairer prospects before me — 
^rembling like a c<'ward at the wile^ of my unscrupulous kinsman — 
grasping at all chances to save ^ou from his snares— I myself offered 
your hand to Randal Leslie — offered, promised, pledged it ; — and now 
that my fortunes seem assured, ray rank in all likcliliood restored, ray 
toe crushed, my fears at rest — now, docs it become me to retract what 
I myself had urged ? It is not the noble, it is the parvenu, who has 
only to grow riclp in order to forget those whom in poverty lie hailed 
as his fnends.* Is it for me to make the poor excuse, never heard 
on the lips of an Italian prince, ‘that I cannot command the obedience 
of my child,’ — subject myself to the galling answer- ‘ Duke of Ser- 
rano, you could once command that obedience, when, in exile, penury, 
and ten’Of, you offered mo a bride without a dower.’ Child — 
Violante — daughter of ancestors on wiiose Jionoui' never slander set a 
stain, 1 call on you to redeem tout father’s plighted word.” 

"Father, must it be so? J^npt even the convent open Jo me? 
Nay, look not so coldl^y on me. If you could hut read my heart ! 
jVnd, oh ! I feel so assured of your own ppentance hereai'ter — so 
assured that this man is not ’what jyou believe him. I so suspect that 
he has been playing throughout some secret and perfidious part.” 

• Qnando *1 vlUauo 6 divenuto ricco, 

Nok ha (*.«.; ricoiiosce) paxent* iiCi amicA.” 

Itatian Proverb, 
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Hal” iE.erriiptccl Kiccabocca. "Harley lias i)erliups infected you 
wiili Uuit notion.” 

"No — no. But is* not Harley — is not Lord Ii’Estrang:e one 
whoso opinion you have cause to -estccni ? And if lie distrust 
Mr. Leslie 

“Lot him make ^ood iiis distrust by such proof as will absolve ray 
word, and I shall share your owa joy. I ^ve told Jiim tliis. I have 
invited liiin to make good his siispicions—lie puts me off. He cannot 
do so,” added lticcaboe(.*a, in a dgected tone ; “liandal has already 
so well explained all tliat Harley deemed e^vccal. Violante, n.y 
name and ray honour re%t in your luinds. Cast them away if you 
will; i cannot constrain you, and I cannot stoop to implore. Nobleme 
oblige — With your birth you tftok its duticvS. Let tiiem decide 
between your vain caprici'* and your fatherts solemn remonstrance.” 

Assuming a sternness that he was far from feeling, and putting 
’isidc his daughters arms, the exile walked away. 

Violante pansful a moment, shivered, looked round as if taking a 
last farewell of joy, iind peace, and hope on earth, and then approach- 
ing her father w ith a hrm step, she said, — " I never rebelled, father ; 
[ did but entreat. What you say is my law now, as it has ever 
been ; and come wliat may, never shal I you hear complaint or 
murmur from mo. Poor father, you will suffer more than I shall. 
Kiss me!” 

About an hour nfterw'urds, as the short day closed in, Harley, 
returning from his solitary wunderiiigs, fifter he had parted from 
Helen, encouutorcd on tlie terrace, before the house, Lady Lansrabro 
and Andley Egcrtoii arm iu ann. 

Harley had drawn his hat over his brows, and his eyes were fixed 
on the ground, so that he did not see tlie group upon which he came 
unawares, until Audleyks voice started him from his reverie. 

“My dear Harley,” said the 'ex-minister, with a faint smile, “you 
must not pass us by, now^ that you have a moment of leisure from the 
cares ol‘ the election. And, Harley, though wc arc under the same 
roof, I see you so little.” Lord L’Estrange darted a quick glance 
tow'ards his moldicr —a glance that seimiod to say, “ You leaning on 
Audley’sarml Have you kept your promise?” And the eye that 
met Ins own reassured hinu 

Jt is true,” said Harley: “buty^oiuwho know' that, once engaged 
in public alfjiii-s, one has no licart ioft for the ties of private life, will 
(.‘xcusc me. And this election is so important ! ” 

“And you, Mr. Egerton,” said liJidy Lansmere, “whom the elec- 
tion concerns, seem privileged to be tlic only one who appears 
indifferent io success.” 

“At “ but you arc rot mdilTercnt?” said Lord L’Estrangc, 
abruptly. 

“ No. How can I be so, when my whole future career may depend 
on it?” 

Harley drcwligerton aside. “^riiervT is one voter you ought at 
least to call upon and f haiik. ^ He cannot be made to comprehend 
tliat, for tlie sake of any relafiou, even for-the sake of his oto son, 
he is to vote tigainst tlie Blues— -against you; I mean, of course. 
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Nora’s fattier, Jolm AveiK.l. His vote and his son-in-law’s gained 
yonr majority at your lirst election.” 

EGBUTON.—Call on John Avcncl ! Have i/bu called ? 

Hatile y (calmly). — Yes. Poor old man, his mind has been alfeclcd 
ever since Nora’s death. But your name as tlie candidate for the 
boTOugtf at that time— the successful candidate for wliose triumph 
the yoy-hells chimed with her funeral Ivnell — ^your name brings up hei 
memory; and he talks m a breath other and of you. Come, let us 
walk together to his house : it is close by the Park Lodge. 

The drops stood on Audley’s brow! fixed his dark handscu/.; 
eyes, in mournful amaze, upon Harley’s tn^iKpiil face. 

“Harley, at- last, then, you have forgotten the Past.” 

“No; but IIk; Present is more, imperious. All my cjlbrl.s a/v 
needed to requite your friendship. You stand against her brothci* - 
yet her fatlier votes for you. And her mother says to her son, “L(’i 
the old man alone. Conscience is all that is well alive in him; and 
he thinks if he were to vote against the Blues, he W(mld sin against 
honour.’ ‘An electioneering prejudice,’ some sceptics would say. 
But you must bo touched by this trait of human nature in 
father, too— you, Audley Egerton, who arc the soul of honour. Whal 
ails you P ” 

Eoekton, — Nothing —a spasm at the heart— my old comjdaiiiL 
Well, I will call on tJie poor man later, but not, now— not, with you. 
Nay^ nay, 1 will not — cannot. Harley, just as you joined us, I was 
talking to your mother. 

.Eaiiley.— A y, and what of? 

Egerton. — Yourself. I saw you from my windows walking with 
your betrothed. Afterwards, 1 observed her coming liome alone: 
and by the glim])se I caught of her gentle countenance, it seemed 
sad. llarley, do you deceive us ? 

Hakley. — D(!ceivc — T !— IIow^ ! 

Egerton.— l)f» you really feel that youj* iiilonded marriage will 
bestow on you tlie happiness, which is my juayer, as it must be youi 
mother’s ?' 

Harley.— Happiness -1 hoped so. But perhaps 

Egerton.- Pernaps what? 

Harley.-— Perhai^s the mariiage may not l iike places Perhaps 1 
have a rival — ^uot an optm one— a secret., stealthy wooer — in one, loo, 
whom I have loved, served, trusted. Quest ion me not, now\ Such 
instances of treachery make one leani more how' to ])rizc ji friendship 
honest, devoted, faithful, as ^our own, Audley Egerton. But. here 
comes your prot/'pe, released awhile from his canvass, and your confi- 
dential adviser, Baron Levy. He accompani(^fl Kandal through the 
town to-day. So anxious is lie to. see that, that, j^ung man does not 
play false, and regard his own interest before yours. Would that 
suriprise you ? 

Egerton.— You are too severe upon Banddl Leslie. He is ambitious, 
worldly — has no surplus of atfectiOu at the command of his heart . 

Harley.— Is it Kandal Leslie you describe ? 

* Egerton (with a languid smile). — Yes, yon see I do not fiattej. 
But he 18 bom and reared a gentleman: as such he woidd scarcely 
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do anyiliiiig mean. And, after all, it is witli me that he n isfc ri^ic or 
fall. His very intidiei t. ninst Kdl liinfthal. P>iit again 1 ask, do uoi- 
Ri vive to pvei)osscs.s ifui a^^dnst him. J am a man who could have 
loved a son. 1 h;i\e none. Jlandal, such as Lc is, is a sort of sou 
lie ea'ii-’s ‘m un jirojecis and iu\ interest in ^hc world of men 
beyond the goal ot' the tomb.’' 

Audicy turned kindly to Randal. 

“AVcll, Leslie, wliat reiioi-t of tlm eanva.s.s?” 

“ L(iv> lias th(^ b(^ok, sir. J iliiiik we have gaintul ten fresh votes 
for \{)n. and perhaps seven fur me.’’ 

“ Let 7m‘ rid you of yoitr book, Baroir Levy,” said Harit;y. 

Just at lids lime Riecalioeea and Viedante approacbes.1 the liouse, 
both silenl. The Italian eauglif sight of .KandaL imd made him a 
sign to join tjiem. The umn<r Iovjm* glanced fearfully towards 
Harle.\, and tlien wil.li alacrity bounded forward, and wa.s soon at 
‘ViolanU^'s si<le. But scarce had Harley, surjirist^d by Leslie's sudden 
disa]metu*ane(\ remarked the cause, Iban with equal alimidm'.ss lie 
abandoned I ii(«Avhispered eonfcronei? h(‘ had eoinmeueed uitJi L('y\, 
and hasuniiur to Bandal, laid hand on tlie young man’s shoulder, 
(’xclainiiim. "Ten thousand pardons to all three! But I eanuol 
allov. lids Musti* of lime, Mr. jjoslie. Lni have yet. an hour before 
d. grows dark. Tliere are three outvoters six miles off, inlluciiiial 
i’armers. whom yon must- canvass in jiCrsoTi with my fatlu'r’s steward. 
Hastiai to the slabies ; (‘lioosf* your own horse. I’o saddle to fuddle ! 
Baron lif'vy, go and order my lord’s .steward, Mr. ISmart., to join 
Mr. Leslie at the stables: then eome back to me - ijuiek. What! 

■loitering ^rili, Mr. Beslii* ! ^ on will make me thro^v up \our whole 

(•aus(‘ iu disgust- at >our iudoleiiec and apathy.” 

Alarmed at this thnal, Haiulal lified Ids aecnsiug eyes to Heaven, 
and withdrew. 

Meanwldle Audley had drawn close to Lady .LansnuTc, who w’as 
hjaidng in thought over the baJustnuie of the t en’ace. 

‘“ Do you note,” said Audley, whispering, “ how Harkw' sprang 
forward ’when tlie fair Italian came in sight? Tiaist me, 1 w;as 
riglil. 1 know little of the young lady, but L have conversed with 
her. 1 have gazial on the. changes in her face. If Harley ever love 
again, and if ever .love influence and exalt his mind, wdsli with me 
liiat Ids ehoiee may yet fall where .1 l)c]icv<‘ that liis heart inclines it.” 

Lvi)'^’ 1..ans:\ijh;k. -Ah! that, it \wtc so. Thdcm, 1 own, is charm- 
ing : but- - but Violaiitc is equal iu birth! Are \ou not aw'are that 
. Ik; is <‘iigag<:d to your young friend .Mu Leslie ? 

A( niaev. — Randal told me so; hut 1. cannot htdicvc it. In fact, i 
have laten oeeasioi^ to sound that faii^ereature’s inclinations, and if 
I know aught of women, her heart is not with Randal. J cannot 
heJieve her to be one wiio.sc affections arc so W(‘.ak as to be easily con- 
.siniined ; nor can I suppose that her fatiicr could de.sire lo (mlbroe a 
marriage, t hat is almost a hcmUia'ncv. Randal imist, decciv{‘ himself ; 
and from something Harley just let fall, iu onr painlul but brid’ con- 
versation, i suspcci that his engagement with Miss Bi^by is broken 
otf. He promises to tcU me inort), later. Yes (continued Audley, 
vnournfully), observe; \h’olant(‘'s count euance, with its (wer-varnug 
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pla^, listen to lier ^vhieli IVeiinj? seems to give the expressive 

music, and tell me wludher ytfti are not sometimes reminded of- -of-— - 
in one vrord, there is one wlio, even without'rank or fortune, would 
be ■worthy t.o replace the image of Leonora, and be to Uarley—what 
Leonora could not ; for sure 1 am that Violante loves him. 

Harley, meanwhile, had lingered wdth Hiccabocea and Violante, 
speaking hut on indilferent subicets, obtaining short answers irom the 
first, and nom; from the last, when tlic sage drew him a little aside, 
and wliispcrcd, “ She has consented to sacrifice herself to my sense of 
honour. But, O Harley ! if she be unhappy, it will break my heart . 
Either you must give me; sufficient proot bf Bandal’s unworrhinc.ss, 
to absolve me from my promise, oy 1 must again entreat you to tr>* 
and conciliate the poor child in hi^ favour. All you say lias weigiii 
with her ; she respects you as- a second father/’ 

Harley did not seem peculiarly flattered by that last jissurancc, hiif. 
lie was relieved from an immediate answer, by the appearance of a 
Triauwho came from the direction of tlie stables, and wlmse dress, 
covered with dust, and travel-slaincd, seemed like that of a forcigr. 
courier. No sooner did IJarley catch siglit of this person, than he 
sprang forward, and accosted him briefly and rapidly. 

‘‘ You liave been quick ; 1 did not expect you so soon. Yon dis-' 
covCTcd the trace ? You gjrve my letter 'i ” 

‘^And have bronglit back the answer, my k.rd.*’ riqdicil the man, 
taking the letter from r. leathern pouch at Ids side. Ifarley liastily 
broke open the seal, and glanced over the conti'uts, whi( !i were com- 
prised ill a few lines, 

“ (lood. Say not wlicncc you cumc. Do not wail here ; rete.rn at 
ouec to .London,” 

Harley’s face seemed so unusually cheerful, as he rejoined the 
Italians, Unit itie .Duke (‘xclaiined. — 

“ A despaieii from Vienna ! Yiy recall !” 

“From Vienna, my dear friciul’r' Not possible yet. I can not cal- 
culate orjiearing from thi‘. I’rinee f ill a day or turn before the close 
of thifi election, Lul vou wisli jiie lo speak In Violante. Join mv 
mother y<mder. 'What, can she hv. saying to Ylr. Egertou? 1 will 
jiddro.s.s a few words apart to your fair da lighter, that may at least 
prove thf^ interest in tier faic taken by- - her second father.'’ 

Ivinde.st of fl’iemis,” said the uasiispecting pufiii f>f .Maidiiavelli ; 
and he uaiked lowanL ifie feriDace. Violante was about To foiiov. . 
Harley detained her. 

“ Do not go till y*-,:i have fhanked me; fur ymi are nut ;be iiobh' 
Violante for whom 1 lake you, unh's? you aeknowiedge. gratitude io • 
any one who deliv(‘r.s '.on iVoiu ihe presence of an aduiircr iu .Mr. 
Randal .Leshe,” 

VYoian^tu. — D ug];; 1 to iiear ihL of one whom- wdiom 

.H.MiLny,- V. Mom ;vonr father ol^.^tinalcly pcrsi.sts in obtruding 
your rcpm^uaia'c. Vet, O dear ehihl, You A\ho, when almost an 
mfant, ere yet yon knew' whut siVuvs and pit-fails, for ali who tnisi 
to another, lie under me sward at our feet, oven when decked the 
Jairesji witn the i’anvers a'i spring,- -you 3 '. ho put >our small lianda 
iiroimd my neck, and murmured lu yivur musieul voirag us-— 
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save my fai-her ; ’* yon, at least, I will jiot forsake, in a peril^rorse 
than that which menaced you tlum,— h peril which alfrijjhts you more 
than that which threaiencd you in the snares of Pcschicra. Riaulol 
Leslie may thrive in his meaner objects of ambition -those I ftiiij? to 
him ill scorn," i)ut ?yo?//—t he prcsuiuing varlct ! (Harley paused a 
luomept, hali-stiHcd wdtli indij^natiou. He then resumed, calmly),— 
Lriist to me, and fear iiot. 1 will rescue iliis hand from the pro- 
fanation of ilandid Leslie's touch : and tlicn farewell, for iile, to every 
soft ciiiolion. Jlefc^'c me oxpam^s tlie welcome solitude. Tiie inuo- 
cent saved, the honest riffhted, the perlidious stricken by a just retri- 
!)ution— and then — whafr then? Why, at least 1 shall have studied 
IMaebiavelli with more eilect than your wise father; and 1 shall lay 
Jiim aside, needing* no philoso/lhy lo - teach me never again to be 
deceived. (His brow* darkened; he turned abiniptiy away, leaving 
Violante lost in amaze, fear— -and a delight, vague, yet more vividly 
felt tluni all.) 


CilAl’TER XXL. 

That night, after (lie labours of the day, Kandal nad gained the 
sanctuaiy of lus own room, and vseated himself at his tabic, to pre- 
pare the heads of tlic critical .speech he would have now very soon 
to deliver oii the day of iioiiiinatioii — critical speech, when, in the 
l)ri‘seiicc of foes and friemds, .reporters from London, and amidst all 
the jarring interests that he sought to weave into the solo self- 
interest of Handal Leslie, he woidd be called upon to make the 
idrmal exposition of Ins political opinions. Handal .Ijcslic, indeed, 
was not one of tliose s})ealn rs whom eillier modesty, fastidiousness, 
or eoiiseicntious desire of (ruih ])iTdispos(‘S towards the labour of 
written composition. He had too much (dcvcniess to be in want of 
tlucnt period, or ready com mo uphice - th<^ ordinary materials of ora- 
torical impromptu,- -too little taste for the llwiutifid, to study what 
graces of diction will liest adorn a. noble sentiment , — ton obtuse a con- 
scieiici', to ean^ if tlic popular argument were puriiied from the dross 
which Ilic careless How of a. speech wholly extemporaneous rarely fails 
to leave around it. But this was fib ordinary occasion. Elaborate 
study lu're was n'qnisite, not for the orator, but the hypocrite. 
Hard task, to please tlic Blues, and n^t otfend the Yellows,™- appear 
to sid<‘. with Audlcv J'lgcrton, yet insinuate sympathy with Hick 
Avenel,--oonfront,^witli polite snii!e,^the younger opponent, whose 
w'orils had lodged arrf>ws in his vanity, winch rankled the more 
gallingly becausi; they had ra^s^•d t he skin of Ids conscience. 

Ho had dipped Ids pen into tin* ink. and smoothed Mu,* paper before 
liim, when ft knock was iTcard at llu* door. 

Come in,'*' said he, impatient !>* iicyy entered, saiintcringly. 

“Jam come to talk over mailers with you, mud e/W,” said the 
Baron, throwing himself on tlic sofa. “ And, first, 1 wish you joy of 
your prospects of su(*ee>‘^.'’ 

2 ii 2* 
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Bridal posfjjojicd his iiicditaicd com|K)sitioii with a (juick sigh, 
ikew his chair lowarcls the sola, and lowcy’cd his voice into a 
whisper. “ You lliink with me, thal ilie chance of iny success —is 
good?’* 

‘‘Chance! — \Yliy, it is a. riihhcr of whist, in wliicli your partner 
gives yon all tlie winnings, and in which the adversary is almgst sure 
to revoke. Either Avciiel or Itis nephew, it is true, must come in ; 
but not bnl h. Two paiTenus aspiring 1o make a family seal; of an 
EaiTs borough ! Hah 1 too absurd” ^ ^ 

“1 hear fi\.nn Riecabocca (or rather the Diike di SmTjmo) that iliis 
same young Faiificld is greatly indebted fh the kindm^ss of Lord 
L’Estrangc. \'('ry odd ttiat he should stand against tin* Lansmere 
interest.” 

“Ambition, wo;/ You j ourself are under sonn* obligations 1o 

Mr. Egerton. Yet, in rcalit>, he has more to apprehend from you 
than from Mr. Fairfield.” 

“ I disown obligations to Mr. Egerton. And if the (deeloi.s j,i(‘f,'r 
me to him (v* horn, by the bye, they once bimied in rdig.v), i< is no 
fault of mine : the fault, if any, will rest with IukS own dearest tVieud, 
L’Estrange. 1 do not UTuhTstand how a man ol‘ such (‘h'ar sense 
as L’EsIrangi' undoubtedly poss(‘ss<*s, should Ix' risking Egerton's 
election in his zeal for mine. Nor do his formal courtesies to 
myself dccei\(‘ me. H<! has even implied that ho suspects me of 
eoirmvaneii with IVisehiera’s schemes on Yiolunl<‘. Hut those su.s- 
picions lu* cannot sui)port. For of (.'oursef^ Jj('\ y, vou would not 
betray iu(‘?” 

“1! VV bat ]) 0 ssible interest couhj^l serve in that 

“None; that 1 can discover. ('crtandN said Kandal, r(‘la\ii\g ini.o 
a smile. “And when 1 get into Parliament, aid(ul by llu* .social 
position whicli my marriage will giv(' me, 1 shall hav(^ so many 
ways to serve yon. No, it is certainly your interest not to hetniy 
me. And 1 shall count on yo\i as a witness, if a wulness can bo 
rc({uircd.” 

“ Count on me, certainly, my dear fellow.” said the Baron. And 
T suppose there will b(i no witness tiu? other wa v . Done for ('t<'rnall 3 r 
is my poor friend Peschiera, whose eiorars, by ilie bye, w'en^ match- 
less ; “1 wonder if there will be any for sale. Aiid if he 'Were not so 
done for, it is not von, it is L’Estrange, that he would he templed to 
do for” 

“ \Ye may blot IVscliicra out of the ma}) of the fulun*,” rejoinea 
Randal. “Men from whom keueeforib we liavc 7iothing to hope or 
to fear, arc to us as the races before tlie deluge.” 

“ Eine remark,” (piotli the Baron, admiringly. Posethiera, though 
not without brains, w^as a complete failure. And when the failure 
of one I have t ried to serfb is complete, life rule 1 have adopted 
through life is to grive him up altogether.” 

“ Of course,” said B^andal. 

“ Of course,** echoed the .Baron. “ On the other hand, yon know 
that I like pushing forward young men of mark and promise. Yon 
really are amazingly clever ; hut how comes it» yon don’t speak 
better? Do ymi know 1 doubt Avlu'lber yon w ill do in the House of 
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Commons all tliat I (‘xpcclcd from address and readificss in 
private life.” 

“ P>ceaus{‘ i emmoi talk trash vulgar enough for a mob? }V)oh! 
I shall suc(*(*(^d wherever knowledge is itially power. Besides, you 
musr. allow lor my iiirernal posithm. You know, after all, that Avf'uel, 
he r’aii only reUirJi hirusolf or his nephew, still holds in lus hands 
l.h(‘ eliuiee e)f the eaiididate upon our side. 1 cannot attack him — I 
faiinot at lack his insolent neiphew.” 

“ Insole’ll ! IK)!. 'that, hut bit f^-rly eloquent. He hits you liard. 
Von ari' no match for hi.%i, Haudal, before a popular audience ; tlioiigh 
t/z/it fif rotuU&\ ih(^ devil himself wiM’e hardly a match for But 
mov to a somewhat more s(‘nf>iis jiojut. Your election you will 
win - your bride is ])romisf‘d to \oii ; but the old Leslie lands, in the 
present. ])ossessi()n of St^uire Thornhill, you have, not gaintnly -and 
\our ehance of gaitiiug them is in gival jeopardy. 1 did not like t4) 
ieil voii this liiorniiig it v.ouhl iia\<’ spoiled your temper for ean- 
vas.sing: bid J have reeeiY(‘<l a, letter from Tlxonibiil himself, lie 
has iiad an oiler for tlu^ property, which is imly £1,000 shoit of what 
he. ask.s. A city aldi.Tiuuu, eai’ied doijson, is l,h(; bidder; a man it 
seems of hirgx' auams and few woiaU. 'flte aldennan has lixed the 
dale on wliieii he um.st have a. del'mite ansAver ; and (hat date falls on 
the til, I wo days aft.cr tiiat IimhI for the poll ai Laiisnmn;. The 
l)rut.c de(‘l;ire.s h(' will close with another investment, if Thurnhill 
does noi then (tome into ids Unm'^. A ow% ;is Thornhill will accept 
tii{‘s(* terms unless I t'an positively promise iiim better, and as .those 
tiimls on w’bieh >on ealeulated (tiad the mamag(‘ of iVseliiera with 
Violanfe, and Lrauk llazeideau with Madanu; di iN(\gra, taken 
])lacej fail you, i see no ho])e fur your being in time witli the money 
and tile old Imuis of 11u‘ Leslies must yield their rents to a 
Johson.^’ 

*‘1 eiwe- for noildtigon e.a,rth liisc t hose old lauds of my foivlathe.r 
said Kandal, wit h unusual veliemencc “1 reverence, so little amongst 
the living and { do irverem e the dead. And my marriiigc will take 
]»l;u*e so soon; and 1 lie do .ver would so amply cover liie paltry advance 
(•(‘(juired/' 

hut the. mere, pro.si-eet of a marriage to the daughter of a 
man \vliv)s<‘ lauds are still se<piesieiv(i, would he no se.cunty to a 
moJiey-h'uder.”^ 

“Isurel.L * said Ikuidal, *‘>011 wiio oimc ollercd to assist me when 
n\v fori lilies were more precarious, injght now accommodate rue with 
liii^ loam as a friend, arufkitep the titlcf-ikmds of the estate, as - 

“ As a monev -lender,'’ added the. Baron, iaugliing pleasantly. “No, 
mon rM-, J, will stitl huui 3011 iialf t.V? sum required in advance, but 
the oiJier half nioiu* than I. can .ilford as friend, or hazard as 
moiiey-iciider ; .'lud it would (iamage my character - be out (jf {di rule 
- if, the estates failing,* i)y \our deianl!. of paynieiit, into my own 
handy, 1 sliould appear to be i.lie*real purchaser of the property of 
my own distres.-^aul cLienL But, now J think of it, did noi Squire 
IJazoldoan promise \ou (lis assisumnn in this niattor ?” 

‘‘lie did so,” answered Rauilrd, “ iis soon as tlic marriage between 
Frank and 'Madame di Negra was %!!* his nnmi. 1 meant to crosa 



u MY .novel; OE, 

V * 

ovtr tc^Hazeldean immediately 'after llic election. How can I leave 
the place till then ? 

‘Vlf you do, >oiir election is lost, lint why not write to ilic 
Squire ? ‘ 

“It is against jny maxim to write wliere T can speak. However, 
there is no option ; 1 will write at once. jMcaiiwhiie, commnnicato* 
with Thornhill; kcej) np his hopes; and bo sure, at least, that he 
does not- dose vith this greedy ahhirman before the day fixed for 
decision.’’ 

“1 liavc done all lliat already, and my l.;tter is' gone. Now, do 
your j)art : and it jou wrllc as cleverly as you talk, you would coax 
the money out from a stonier heart than i)Oor Mr. llazcldcaii’s. I 
leave you now flood nieht.” 

Ijovy look up Ills candlestick, nodd(Ml, yawned, and went. 

Itandal still suspended the completion of his speech, and indited 
the follov/ing epistle ; — 

“ Ml OKvu Mil. llAzr,m)EAN',~ 1 aitoIc to jrai a few luisiy linos 
on Icuvina* town, to iutonn you that tin* match > on sjo dreaded was 
broken oil*, and propo.siug to defer particulars till 1 could visit yonr 
kind and hospitahic roof, wliich 1 trusted to do for a few hours during 
my stay at Lansmere, sim^e it is not a day’s journey hence toTIazi'l- 
dean. IJiit 1 did not calculate on finding so sliarn a conlcst. In no 
‘election throughout the king(hun do 1 beliiwc that a more notable 
triumph, or a more stunning defeai, for the great, landed interest can 
oocur. For in 1hi.s town so dependent, on a gi*i culture we arc oj)* 
posed by a low and sordid manuiactnrer, of (he most revolutionary 
notions, who lias, moreov(T, the aud.ieity to force his own nepliew- 
that very boy whom .1 cliuslised for impertinence on >our village 
green — sou of a cominon carjicntcr - uetually tlic audaeiiy, 1 say. to 
attempt to force this peasant of a luqjhcw, as W'cll as himself, into 
the repreacutatioii of Laiisincre, against the Earl’s inieia^st., against 
TOiir ilistiGgiiishcd brotlurr— of myself 1 say nothing. You sliould 
near the language in which these two meu indulge against, all your 
family ! If we are beaten by such persons in a borough su})posed to 
he so loyal as Lansmere, every one with a stake in tire countrv may 
tremble at such a jirognostic of the ruin that must await not only our 
old English Constitution, but tlie /'existence of property it.self. I need 
iwt say that on such an ocijasion 1 cannot spai i*. myself. Mr. (jlgerl on 
is id too. All the fatigue of tlu; canvass devolves on rnc. 1 led, my 
dear and rcvcreil friend, that I am a genuine liazeldcau, lighting 
your battle; and that ihougl^ carries inc through all. i cannot, 
therefore, conic to you till the election is over; tind meanwhiJc >oii 
and my dear Mrs. Jlazcldcan, must bo anxioiij to know more about 
the aflair tJiat so preyed on both yonr hearts, than I have yet in- 
formed you, or cun well trnst to a Ictlcr. Ec assured, however, that 
the worst is over; the lady has gone abrojid. ] earncblly <*ni.rea1cd 
Frank (w"ho showed me ifrs. Hazcldcaii’s most pathetic letter t.o 
him) to hasten at once to the Hail and rebeve your minds. Unfor- 
tunately he would not be ruled by me, but talked of, going aijroad 
4oo—not, I ’trust (nay, 1 fed ‘ a.ssurcd), in piir.suvt of Mcdame di 
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!Ncp:ra; buUstill" -in .shod, slioiud so glad to see you, aiii^talk 
over the whole. Could you not couic hither i'— pray do, Auauou, 
at the risk of your thiulviug that in this I am only consultintr my own 
intc'rest, (})ut no -your noble English heart will never so misjudge 
mtd), 1 uiii add with homely frankness, that if you could accom- 
modate? me iTamediatoly with the loiin you not Jong since so geia*- 
rously olicred, you would save those lands once in iny family from 
j)assiug’ away from u.> for ever. A city aldermaii — one dobsqn— is 
meanly taking aJva’iilage of 'J'luknihiirs necessities, and driving a 
iiavd bargain for t hose lairds. He lias lixed the — th inst. for Thqm- 
hill’s answer, and Levy (who is here assisting Mr. Egert,on\s clectiion> 
informs me that 'I^liornhil! uill accept his otfer, unless 1 am provided 
with £.10,000 beforehand ; tlni oilier £10,000, to complete tlic advance 
rcjquiivd. Levy will lend ni<'.. J)‘) not be surprised at the usureds 
libcraliiy ; iie luiows that L am about, shortly 1o‘ marry a very great 
j»eire.ss (you will be pleased when you learn whom, and will then be 
able to aeiunint for my iiidiffcreuce to Miss tStiekiorights), and her 
dow'cr will ainjily serve t,o repay Ids Joan and your owm, if 1 may 
t.rusi to your generous aflcction i'or the grandson of a Hazeldcan ! I 
have I.Ikj less scruple in this ajipeal to yon, for J know how it w^ould 
grieve you that a .lohsoii, who perhaps never knew a grandmother, 
should foist your own Kinsman from the lands of Ids fathers. Of one 
thing .1 am eonvineed -we squires, and sons of squires, must make 
eommoii caus<' mraiusl IliOsse great monied eapilalisis, or they will 
buy us all out in a, few goncrations. The old race of country gentle- 
men is already mueli dimiidslicd by the grasping eu])ulily of pucli 
leviathans ; and if the race be once extinci, wliat- will become of the 
boast and strength of England ! 

“Yours, my dem* Mr. llazeldi'an. with must alleetionaie and grate- 
i‘ul resjieet, 

“JIanoai. Lesiak.'^ 


(TiArrCR XXli. 


Nothing t-o Le,oii;ml could as yet he more distasteful or oppressive 
lliaii liis share in t his mcmoralih^ election. In the first place, it cliafed 
the secret sores of his heart to be ^.oinpcllcd to resume the name of 
Eairtield, wddeh w'as a tacit disavowal of his birth. It had been such 
delight to 1dm tliat thi', same letters \fldch formed the name of !Nora 
should weave also that name of Oran, to wldcli he had given distinc- 
tion, wddcli lie ha(i associated witli aJl his nobler toils, and all Ids 
hopes of enduring faniy -a mystic link between his own career and 
his mothcris obsi/arer genius. It seemed to him as if it were render- 
ing to her the honour,'^’ accorded to himself— subtle ami delicate 
fancy of the afleerions, of wddcli only poets wr)uld be capable, but 
which others than po(;is may nerhaps comprehend! That earlier 
name of Eaii field Avas couuectea in his memory wdth all tlie ruder 
( mploy incuts, the meaner trhds of Ids boyhood; — the name of (ti’T:.-, 
with poetry and fame. It w^as his Idle in the ideal W!>ikl. ;r 
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all f%ir shaj)CvS and spirits. In receiving the old appellation, th^ 
practneal world, with its bitt-efness and strife returned to him as ai 
the utterance of a spell. But in coming to Laiisinere he had nc) 
choice. To say nothing of Dick, and Dick’s parents, with whom his 
secret would not be safe, llimdal Leslie knew that l-(‘ had gone bv 
the name of Fairflold - know his supposed parentage, and uvDuJd be 
sure to proclaim tlunn. How aeeount for the later name Avitliout 
setting miriosity to deeinher the anagram it involved, and ])eriiap8 
guiding suspicion to Ids nirlli from, ora, to the of her memory, 
yet preserved from stain ? ^ 

His feelings as eoniieolcd with \ora --sharpeued a.'cl deepened as 
they all hiid he(‘n by bis diseovery^ of her piunfiil narrative* W(‘re 
embittered still more by eoming in^'enutaet with her pavf‘r)1s. Old 
John wtis in the same helpiess slate of mind and bo(h as beldre — 
ncitlier wors(3 nor bell or; but waking up at ijitervals with vivid 
gleams of iiitere.st. in tlio <‘lec.tion at the wave ©f a blue banmn* — at 
the cry of Blue for i‘ver!*’ It. ;vas the old broken-down charger, 
who, dozing in the mcadow.s, staris at lii(3 j-oll of the dium. No 
])ersiiasions Dick could einidoy would induce ids father to promise to 
vote even one Yc^llow. You uiighi as well have cxiK'cted the old llomun, 
with ids niouom;inia(^ cry against Carthage, to have voted for choosing 
Carthagiidiins for consuls. Bui poor John, ncvcrthidess, wa.s not 
only very civil, but very humble to Dick — “ ver} happy to oblige the 
gentleman.” 

‘‘Your own sou!” bawled Dick; ‘‘and here is youi* own graivd- 

SOll.” 

“ Very happy lo scrv(! \ou both: but, jou sec you ari* i In* v.roii,L 
colour.” 

Then as he gazed at Leonard, the old man aj>proacticd liliu wiili 
trembling knees, stroked his hair, looked into his face* pi1c()usl>. ’ Be 
thee luy grandson?” he falltwed. “ Wife, Avife, Nora uatl no sou. had 
she ? Mv memory begins (o fail me, sir; pray erxe use it ; but you have 
a look about the eyes that ' — ” Old John began fo weep, and hi.' 
wife led hini away. 

“’ Don’t come again,” .she .s.u’d lo Leonard, ]iarsid.\, when she re 
turned. “ He’ll not sleep all night now.” And then, observing that 
the tears stood in Leonard’s e.vc.s, she .added, iu softened tones I 
am glad U) see you well aud thriving, and to hear that you have been 

great, sm’vice to my son llicharfi, who i.> a credit and an honour to 
the lauiily, though poor John eaimot vote i'or liiin or for you against 
his ooiisi;iencc ; and lie slioiikLnot be asked,” she addeef, firing up ; 
“ aud i(. is a, sin (o ask it, and he so old, and no one to defend hii 
])al me. But dcl’eud him 1 will wdiile I have life !” 

The. poet rccogiiised tvoman’s brave, loviug,wifc-like heart here, a 
would iiave eudiraeed the stem gnindmctiicr,' if she had not dravii 
back from him; and, as she turned towardf^ the room to wliieii she 
bad led her husband, she said over, her shoulder— 

” I’m not so unkind as I sxem.' hoy ; but it is better for you, and 
for all, that yon sliould not come 1 (j this house again - -better that you 
bad not come int o the town.” 

‘‘ Fie, mother !” said Dick, si-eing that Leonard, bending ids head, 
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iuenvjy waucea from the room. “ Y^u should l)c prouder '^S^your 
grandson than you arcdDf me.” 

Prouder of him who may shiuuc us iili yet ?’* 

What do you moan ?” 

But Mrs. Avenel shook lier lu;ad aud vanished. 

“ Never mind hen*, poor old soul,” said Dick, as he joined Leonard 
at the threshold ; “ she alwajs liad her tempers. And since there is 
uo vote to be got in. tliis liouso, and one can’t set a caucus on one’s 
own lather at least^in this extraordinarily roileii and prejudiced old 
country, which is (juite^in its dotage- we’U iu)t eoino lu re to be 
snubbed any more. Bless tlicir old liearls iieveif bedess I'’ 

Ijeouard’s acute sensibility inwall that coneeriK’d bis birth, deeply 
wounded by Mrs. Avencl’s allusions, which he coin])reheudcd better 
than his uncle did, was also kept on the edge by tlie suspense lo 
whicli iic was condemned by ilarlcy’s continued silence ?is to the 
papers confided to that nobleman. It seemed to Lcomu’tl almost un- 
iiccountablc that Harley should have n'ad those papers— be in the 
same town wrth hims('lf and yet voluntecT no communication. At 
lengtli he wrote a few lines to Lord L’Estrangc, bringing tlie matter 
that coriceriied him so deeply befor<5 Harley’s recollcctiou, and sug- 
gesting hi.s own earnest int(;rest in any information that could supply 
t}i(‘ gaps and omissions of the desultory fragment s. Harley, lu reply- 
ing to this note, said, wilh apparent reason, “ that it would require a 
!oug personal interview to discuss the subject reierred to, and that 
such an interview, in the I hick of the contest between himselt and a 
candidate opposed to the Lansnuu-e party would be^ure to get wind, 
be ascribed 1 0 political intrigues, be impossible otherwise to explain 
and embarrass all the interests confided to their respective charge. 
'I’hat for the i i'st he had not been unmindful ol Leonard s anxiety, 
which must now mainly be lo s(‘c justice done to the dead 
jiarcnt, and learn the mime, station, and eharacter of the jiareut 
yet siurviviiig. And in this Harley trust ed to assist liim as soon as the 
close of the ijoll would presiuit a sidtablc occasion.” The letter was 
unlike Harley's former cordial tone : it was hard and dry. Leoi^rd 
respected L’ Estrange too much to own to himself that it was iinieel- 
ing. With all ins rieii generosity of nature, he sought excuses lor 
what he declined to blaim'. Perhaps something in Helen’s manner 
or words had leil Harley to sus])ccf- iriat she still cherished too tender 
an interest iu the eonqianiou of liTr cliddhoqd; perhaps under this 
coldness of expression tln^rc lurked the burning anguish of jealousy. 
And, oh Leonard so well understood, and could so nobly conqias- 
siouate, even in bis jirosperoiis rival, ( hat torture of the most agomsm^ 
of human passionsf in which all our«reasonmgs loliovv the distorted 
writhings of our pain. , t . 

And Leonard liim self, amidst his other causes ol disu,uiet wasat 
once so gnawed and sq Jiumblcd l>y his own jealousy. Helen, he 
knew, was still under the sanu^ roqf as Harley. They, tb.c betrothed, 
could see each other daily, hourly. He would soon iicar ol |nc]r 
marriage. She would be bonic afar from the verv siihere oi ms 
existence— carried iiit-o a loft ier region — accessible only to bis (^cams 
And vet to be icaloiis of one to whom both Helen and himseli were 
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un(]rf\suoh obiigal ions, dcliasot} hiui hi liis own esicciii —jealousy here 
was sd^liko ingratiludr. Ihii lor J larlc.i, M liai' could luivo become of 
TI clcu, left to his bo\ isli 'r — lle^^hoh^ld hiinseirbooa compelled, 

in despair, to think of scndioir Iut fr«jni his side, io bci reari'd into 
sinileli'ss youl li in his mother’s huuihlc eottaire, wliilo he faced famine 
akmc, gazinq: on llio t-erriblc river, from the bridge by wliich'hc liad 
oiifHi begged J'or very alins— beggeil of tliat Audley Egertoii, to wltoin 
ho was now o]) posed as an equal; or Hying from the fiend that glared 
at him under llie lids of the liuunliMg C^iticrloilt No, jealousy here 
was moie tlnm agony — it wlls degradation-* it was orinu- ! .But, ah! 
if Melon were iiappy in these splendid nuptials ! Was lie sure even 
of that oonsolatiou? Bitter was tljc thought cither way — that she 
should wholly forget Jiiiu, in happiness from which he stood excluded 
as a thing of sin— or sinfully herself nun ember, and be wndciied ! 

AVith that healthful strength of will wjiich is more often propor- 
iiouod to Uie susceptibility of fooling thaii the w'orld suppi^so, the 
Youug man at hist wrenidied hbuseif for a while from t-he iron that 
)iad outcriMl into his soul, and forced j»is thoughts to seek ndief in the 
v( TV objects frorn which they otherwise would have the mostloath- 
i ugly recoiled, lie aroused his imagination to befriend his reason ; 
h(^ strove to divine some motive not explained by Harley, not to bo 
relerred to the imuM*. did’cai, by eountcr-scheino, of the scheming 
Banda! - nor even to be solved, by any service to Audley Egerton, 
wliicb Hurley nuglit evolve fi-om t,he* complicated mcslios of the 
ch'ctiou ; — some motive that could mon^ interest his own lieart in the 
(jonfest, and coiuicct itself with Harley's promised aid in clearing up 
the m\ story of his parentage. Nora's memoir hnd clearly hinted that 
tiis falh(‘r was of rank aid station far beyond her onn. ISiic had 
thrown the glow of her glorious fancies over the ambition and the 
destined emver of the lover in whom she liad merged Ikt ambition as 
poetess, and her carotT as woman. Bossibly tlie father might be more 
(lispoacd t.o own and to w'elcoiuc the son, if the sou could achieve an 
opening, and give promise of worth, in that grand world of public liic 
ill wliic’h alone reputation takes precedence of rank. Possibly, too, 
if the son tlius succetided, aud hecame one whom a ])road fat her couhi 
with pride acknowledge, iiossibly lie might iiot only sceui't^ a father's 
welcome, but viudicati* a mfithcris iiami'. Tin's marriage, which Noi a 
darldy hinted slie liad been led to l>eht*ve was frauduleni, might, aftf i- 
all, iiavc been legal — the ccrcuumy cjonccaled, even till now, h;. 
Avbrldly shame at disparity of rank. But if the son could makt* goed 
his own footing - there wlicre rank itself owned its cliiefs in talent 
that shame might vanish. The.sc suppositions were not iuiprobabh' ; 
uor were they uncongenial to IVouara's cxpcricncJb of Harley’s deli- 
cate benignity of purpo.se. Here, too, the imago of Helen jillicd 
itself Mutii tho.se of liis parents, to supixw't Ids eourage and influence 
Ills new ambition. True, tliat she was losb to him for ever. No 
worldly success, no political honours, could now restore her to his 
aide. 3^ut she might hear him named with respect in those circles 
in which alone she would hereafter move, and in which parliamentary 
reputation ranks lilghei- than literary fame. And perh^s in future 
years, wluui love, retaining its ^tenderness, was pnritfed from ii® 
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passion, tiiey might thus meet* us frioiwis. Tic miglii, wirfioiit 
itakc lier children on htis kiiecs, find say, perhaps in thoirold agt;, wdien 
iie Imd climbed to a social cqiifiliiy even wiili lier high-bom lord, “ It 
%vas tho hope to regain the privilege bestowed on onr chihihood, tliat 
strengthcTKid me to seek distinction wlien you and happiness Ibrsook 
my youth/’ Thus regarded, the election, which liiid bclore seemed to 
iiini so poor and vulgar an exhibition of vehement passions for petty 
objects, with its trumpery of banners, and its discord of trumpets, sud- 
denly grew into vivi^ interest, and assumed dignity and importance. 
It is evf‘r thus with all' niortal strife. In proportion as it possesses, 
or is void of, the diviner something that quickens tlie pulse of the 
iieart, and elevates the wing of tkc imagination, it presents a mockery 
to the pliilosopbcr, or an inspiration to the bard. Peel that someihimj, 
find no contest is mean ! Peel it not-, and, like Byron, you may class 
with the slaughter of Cannse that field winch, at Waterloo, restored 
tho landmarks of nations ; or may jeer with Juvenal at the dust of 
Hannibal, bcaiusc he sought to deliver (kiidluige Irom min, and free 
a world from Borne. 


CHAPTER XXTIL 

Once 11k‘u, grappling manfully with the task he had , undertaken, 
;uid coiistraimiig himself to look on what. Riccabocca would have 
(Willed “ the sout hern side of things,” -whatever there was really great 
in principle or hoiiourable to limnan nat,ur(\ deep below the sordid 
details and pitiful in 1, crests apparent on the fnf;e of the agitated cur- 
rent, came chwir to his I'ision. Tin; ardour of 1 hose around him began 
to be eontagioiis ; the gimerous (hwotion to some cause, apart, from 
self, w^liicjh p(a*vade3 an el(Ttion,und to which i he iioorest voter willoften 
render saeriliecs that may calh^d siililiiue - the warm personal affec- 
lion which commauity of z(‘al nvates for tlic defender of beloved 
opinions — all cone urned to dispel tlial iiidiilcrciu^e to jiarty politics, 
and counteract ttiat disgust of their baser leaven, -vi-hich the young 
})oct had tirst conceived. He (wen begun t.o look with coinjilacency, 
J'or itself, on a career of toil amUhoiiours stiang^ to Ids liabitual 
laboiu'S and intellectual ambition. 11c lliicw the poetry of idea 
within iiim (as poet s evaa* do) into thc^jirose of action to wdvudi he w us 
hurried forward. He no longer oppos(;d Dick Avenel when that, gen- 
tleman represented how dcirinicutal it would be to hi.s business at 
Screwstowm if lie ’devoted to his country the lime and the aemneu 
irejuired by his mill and its steam-cii^nc ; and how de.sirabie it -w'ould 
he, on all accoimts, that Leonard Pairfield should become tlie pai’- 
Jiaineiitary representative of the Arcnels. If, therefore,” said Dick, 
“two of us cannot come in, and* one must retire, leave it to me t<# 
arrange wntli the committee that you shall be the one to persist. Ok 
never fear bat what aU scruples of lionour shall be satisfied. I 
would not, for the sake of the Avencls, have a word said against their 
reprcBentative.” 
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“ answered Leonard, if 1 lirant tliis, Hear Uiai >'ou nave 
uome intention of sufleriiiir the votes that Toiir resiniialioii would 
release, to lavour Leslie at the expense of Eger! on/’ 

What the denee is Eg'erlon to >ou ? 

‘'Nothing, except through my gratiiude to his IViciul Lord 
L’Estrangf'.’’ ' 

“Pooh! 1 will toll you a. secret. Levy informs iu(‘ private! \ lluit 
L’Estrange will he well satistied if the elioiet* of Lausinerc fall upon 
Leslie instead ot‘ Egerton; and l«^hiiik 1 eon vi iced my Lord - for I 
saw him ill London -tlmi Egerlou woukh liave no ehanee, though 
• Ijcslic might.” 

“ I must think that Lord L'Esl. range would resist to the iilniosl. 
any attempt to proter Leslii* whom he despisi'S - -to Egertoii, w liom 
he honours. And, so tliinking*, 1 too would resist it, a^ you may 
judge by the speeches which have so provoked your displeiismc/’ 

“Let us cut short a yarn of talk whieh, when ir comes to likings 
and dislikiiigs, might last to almighlv eraek; Til usk vou to do 
nothing that Lord l/Estrange does not sanction. Will that satisfy 
you?” 

“ Certainly, provided i am assiircil of the sauelion.” 

And now, the imiiorlunr^ day preceding i!ie j)oll. tlu' day in w hicli 
llie cjandidates were to be formallv nominated, and mcri »‘acii i^lJuniu 
ail the ceremony of deeiared rivalship, dawned at last . 'j'h(' i ov> n-hall 
was the place selected for the oe/^'aMon ; and liefore suiiiise, all the 
streets w'cre resonant, with mnsi(‘. and ga\ wiiit banners. 

Audley Egerton fVlr that lie could imi wiriiom, inenriing some 
just surcusm on bis dread to face*, ibe e(m''iilu('uev lie laid fun mniv 
r^rcsented, and by tlu‘ malcontents of wliicai li<' bad Ixa n burned hi 
emgy — absent liimself from th(‘ 1 own-ball, as In* bad done from bal- 
cony and hostel. Painful as it was to confront Nora's brotimr, ami 
wrestle in public against all tin* secret memories that k/iit tin* strife of 
(the present contest with the anguish that reealhul tin; lirsi. - still i he 
tWngmust be done; mid it wa.s the English lialiit of his life to face 
witli courage whatevm’ he bad to do. 


Oll.VJlTEll XM\. 

Tin-, chiefs of the Blue party went in state from Lau>smere I’ark; 
the two candidates ill oiien carrkgcs, each attended with bi^ propose!- 
and seconder. Oiher carriages were devoted tojlarley and Lt vv^aud 
the principal mn idjovs of i be etniimiUce, Hh cabocca \vius seized \\ it h 
a ill of mebinebv>ly or evnieism, and decliueiLto join the in oecsssion, 
.But just before iltey started, as alUvere assembling wiibout the front, 
door, the po.'-ini.'in amved with bis welcome bag. There wcio let- 
ters for miiey, some fer Levy, many fm- E rerion, one luv Kaiidiu 
Leslie. 

.Levy, .soon hurrying over his own eoiTe.ipondenco, looked, in tiie 
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famDiar freedom ^vlle|•c^^l li he iiMially treated l(.is particular fgends, 
over Kaiidal’s shoulder. 

“‘From the Squire?^ said he. “ Ah, Ijc ha,s written al last! What 
!!i;ule him delay so lous; ? Hope h(i relieves your mind 

“ \e<,‘’ eried Itandal, givinic wViy to a joy that rarely liglitcd up his 
elos(‘ ;yid seen')- countenance- “ yes, he does not write from Hazcl- 
nut there when my loiter arrived— in London-— could not rest 
a1 I lt(' Hall tl)(‘ })laee reminded him i.oo inneh of ]frank — ^went again 
on the receipt of my lirst letliM* eouceruing the rupture of 
ihe mai riage, to scehtter his son* and take ii[) souk* money to pay off 
ids ii<),sf-nhif. Read whaf. he sa.vs: -'So, while 1 was about a mort- 
gra^t* ('uevc'i* <li<l J mies<; t hat j should he t he man to cncnniber the 
llazeldean estale./ 1 thouaht*! mi.irht as well add £20,000 as 
£10.0011 to tia^ lolal. h\ should >oii Im*. indcltted at all to that 
ihivou Levy 'r Don't have dealings willi inoney-ienders. Your 
grandmolh(‘r was a. Hazeldean : and from a lla.zehlean you sludl have 
the whole sum ie(piired in advance for those Rood lauds- good light 
soil some of vheni. As to j-epaymeut, W(‘’ll talk of that later. If 
Prank' and J ('(tme i ogether again, as we did of old, why, my estates 
will be his snmr da\ ; and hc'fl not grudge the tuorigage, so fond as 
he always was uf^ovi ; and if we don’t come togtjfher, wdiat do I care 
for Iriiiidi-eds or thousands, eiiher m(»re or less? So 1 shall be down 
at 1 ;aij''iii<'r(' ilie (lay after to-morrow, just iu the thick of your 
j)olliji':'. ih‘ai th(‘ uiaunfaelunT. m\ hoy, and stick np for the land. 
'tVll Lf‘v,\ io have all rcad.v, I shall bring tin; money down in good 
bank'Uotr- . and a, brace, of }jistols in my e-oat-))Ooket to take carc of 
them, in ca-ic robbers get scent of the notes and attaek me on the 
road, as ilicy did m> gT.indlat her sixty years ago come, next Miduiel- 
mas. A Lansmere (‘Iceiion juits one in mind of pistols. 1 once 
fought a (Inei with aiiollieer ifi his Majesty’s service, .ILK,, and had 
a ball lodged in my right shoulder, on aecouni of an election at 
Lansuu've ; but I have, forgiven Audley his sharvt in that transaction. 
Reniend)ei- me 1<> him kindly. Don’t get into a duel yourself; but I 
suppose maimrafi iirers don't llglu ; - not that 1 blame them for that— 
far from it.* “ 

Phe let ten- I lieu ran on to express surprise, and hazard conjecture, 
as to the wealthy marrhure which Randal had announced as a pleasing 
surpris<* to the S<iuirc. 

• Well,’* said Levy, r<‘iiirni)»g lift* letter, “you /uffsf. havtMVrittcn 
as clever^.' a-- \oii talk, or ihe Squint i.s a hoohy indeed.” 

Randal smiled, j)t)ckcted his letter, responding to the impatient 
call of his ])ivpnsc7\ surniig lightly into the carriage. 

too, seeiypcl pleased with ^le letters delivered to Jiimscif, 
and now joiu<*d Lev'y, as tlie candidates drove slowly off. 

“ Has ur)t Mr, LesKe received from the Sqnin* rm answer to that 
letter of which y<»u informed me ?” 

“ ) es, my lord, the S(|hire will be here to-morrow.” 

“ Tvmuorrow ? Thank you for*apprising me ; his rooius shall be 
prepared.” 

“ J suppos(' lie w'ill only slay to see Ticslie and myself, and pay 
vioney.” 
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. “ ! Pay the money. Is it so. (hen r '' 

T^icc the sum, and, it scrtns, as a git't, Mi^icU Leslie only asked 
as » loan, llcally, my lord, Mr. Leslie is a very clever man; and 
though I am at your commands, I should not b’ko to injure him. 
With such matrimonial prospects, he could be a very powerlul 
enemy ; and if he succeed m Parliamcnr, still more so ” „ 

Baron, these gentlemen are waiting for vou. I will follow bv 
mysehV’ 


CITAr^t'LR XXV. 

In the (ciitrc oil he raised i)latfoim in the towii-h.'ill sat the Mayor, 
On eitlier hand of that dimiitar>^ uoav ai)peared tlie candklates of the 
respective parties. To his right, Audlcy .Egertou and ijeslic; to his 
left, Dick Avencl and Leonard. Ibe jdace was as fiuil as it could 
hold. Rows of grimy faces peeped in, even from the uppcT windows 
outside the building* The cont est w^Jis one I hat created inifmse 
interest, not only from public principltis, but local passions. Dick 
Avencl, t)ic sou of a small tradesman, standing against the Riglit 
Honourable Audlcy Egertou, the cboiee of the powerful Lansmere 
aristoerjil ic 7 )arty - .standing loo, with his nephew by his side— taking, 
as he himself was wont ro say, ‘‘the tarnatum BlucBidl by both its 
oligarchical boms ! There* was a pluck and gallantry iii the very 
impudence of the attempt to convert the important borougli— ibr one 
member of wiiich a great Earl bad hitherto strivem, “ wit li labour dire 
and weai 7 woe,"’- ■ -into two family seals for I lie Ixiuso of Avcni'l and 
the triumph of the (yjipcloeraey. 

This alone would have excited all the spare passions of a eounli y 
borougli ; ^but, besides this, t lunc was I he cunosity that attached to 1 he 
long-aeferrcd public apiiearaiurc of a candidate ^o j e-nowiicd as llic 
ex-minister — a man whose career liad coiumoiieed with his sucocss ai 
Lansmere, and who now, amidst tlic popular lonpi vt 1 liai scattered 
his colleagues, sought io relit lus vessel in llso sanu' harbour from 
which it had iu’st put forth. jSew geiK'ratior.s iiad growji up since* 
the name of Audlcy Egcu'ton liad first Unit ered the dovecotes in tiiai 
Corioli. The questions fhat had then seemed so important, wiTe, for 
the most part, settleil and at rest. Jiut tlsose. ]!reseiit wlio remem- 
bered Egerton in the former day, were sicnek i(» sv C liow tin same 
characteristics of bearing and jiepect which liad dislinguished his early 
youth revived their interest in tjic mailing and celvbrai<‘d man. As iu 
stood up for a few moments, before he toih iiis seal, be.sidc the 
Xlayor, glancing over the assembly, wdlh its' uproar of eheers and 
hisses, there w as tlm same stately ercctness of form and steadfastness 
of look — the. sanuj iudefinablc imd mysterious dignity of extenaah, 
that imposed rcspecl,, contirnied esicem, ot stilled dislike. The hisses 
involuntarily ceased. 

The preliminary proceedings over, the proposers and sccondwa 
commenced their othec. 
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Audiey was pro))OHe(l, of course, by the crack man of tbe party— a 
crentleman who Jived m his means pi a wliite Jiouse in tlie#High 
Street— had received University education, and was a cad^ of a 
“ County Painily/’ This gentleman spoke much about the Constitu- 
lion, sometJjing about Greece and Jtomc— compared .feTton with 
William Pitt, also with Aristides : and sat down, after an oration 
csteemtid classical by tlie few, and ])ronounccd prosy by the many, 
Audley’s seconder, -ii burly and important maltster, striu^k a bolder 
key. He dwelt larg(;Jy upon 1 he nec(‘ssity of being represented by gen- 
tlemen of wxalth awl rank, and*not*bV ‘'uostiirts and lid venturers. 
(Cheers and gi-oans.) Lr^oking at the eandiclatcs ou the other std<*, 
it was an insult to the rcspcctalhlity of Lausnierc to suppose its 
<*oiistitnents could elect a maa who had no pretensions whalever 
U) their notice, except that lie had once been a tittle boy in the town, 
in which his fatlier kc](t a shop-* and a very noisy, turbulent, dirty 
little boy he avos!’’ Dick smoothed his spotless shirt -front, and 
lookf’d iliiiig(Ts, while the Blues laughed heartily, and the Yellows 
cried Shinty* 1” “ y\s tor the other caiulidatc on the same side, he 
:tlie jiialKter) liml nothing to say against him. He was, no doubt, 
seduced into |.' res am pi ion by Ids uncle, and his own inexperieneo. It 
was said llial lhal candidate. Mr. k'airtield, was an author and tapoot; 
if s(», lu' was unknown to for iio bookseller in the town Jiad 

(‘vei' even lu ard of Air. I'airliehrs works. Then it was replied, 
Mr. I'airfcid had written under aiioOier name. What would that 
prove : .lather that he vvas ashamed of his name, or that tfic wwks 
did Idnino credit. For Ids pavL he. (the maltster) was an Englishman; 
he (lid not like anonymous .scribl)ler.< : there, was something not right 
inwhali’Vi r we.s concealed. .V man siiouid never be afraid to put his 
name lo whai lu* wrote. But, gran; that Mr. Ejiirlield was a gn’ut 
aulhor ami grt'at pool', wiiat the liorongli (»f Lansmere. Avauted was, 
not a. itieiid/cr who would pa^s his tinu; In aa riling sonnets to Peggy 
or AJoggy, but a ]»raetieal imu! of Imsiness a statesman- such a man 
as Mr. Andir’y Jygevion a gentleman of ancient birth, high standing, 
and ]>riiicel.v fortune. Tiu* mcniber inr such a jdaec as Lansmere 
should have a pnijier (k^gree of A\ealth.” (‘‘Hear, hear!*’ from the 
iluudix'd ;uid lofty Hesitators, a-Mio all stotid in avow at the bottom 
of the hall; and “ (lainmoul” “ l^tiill'! ’ from soiyica rcwolnt ionary, 
but iuecrruptiblo A ellows. I Still the allusion to Egerton’s private, 
fortune had considerable elieet aa iBi the. Imlk of the' audience, and tlu^ 
maltster Avas miLch (keew'd on e(.iif"uding. .Mr. Aveners propo.ser and 
seconder- t}>(; one a large giwr, tin' other the proprietor of a new 
sliop for liei'ct-'d j i'ints. shawls, hkifikets, anil eoiintcrrpuues (a man 
Avho, as he Ot'd, with the. IT'gplo for ready money, and no 
mistake - a!, least ^lone tiiat ac everwectilicd^ next/ followed. Doth 
said rnneh the same jliing. Mr. Avetiel had made his fortune by 
lionest industry-- was a feiioAv-townsman - must knoAv the inti'resta 
of llio low'u better thaiustruiigers uprigiit public ])rin(Mpl(?s never 
faAA'u oil govewmtumts- would .se»t!iat the people had ilieir rights, 
and cut dirvu army, nav.A', and ail other jobs of a corrupt aristocracy, 
&c. Ac. Ac. Krjndal .Lc.sji(A’s jtroposer, a captain on half-pay, under- 
took a long defenee of army and navy, from th(A unpatriotic asper- 
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sions of tlic pit cedilla ^ptalvois, which dtloiicc diverted iumirom 
the (ke praise of liuidal, until cues oi “ Cut it short/* recalled him 
to th«> subject , and tlun tlic ^opirs he sdcctcd Jewr eulogmiu were 
amiability ol cluracta so coiibpK nous in thi mjaue inauners of 
Ills yountf iiicnd ‘ < onu idciicc Ju the opinions of that illustrious 
rtatcsniiii With whom I)« w s ( oujouk d , ‘ ( uJy tuition in 
llic best piinciplcs-onI\ lault, Aouth uid that was i I anil* which 
would diminish (vei\ tl iv Itaiid il s stcondei was a hlull j coman 
m oiitiotci ot w(i£>ht Willi the ii^iicnltunl eketors lie m is too 
stiiidittorwiid 1 )\ Imli— uheitcdilo Audio ^^ertons < iil\ dcser 
< ion ol questions ( spoused In the 1 ind( d int/'rest ‘ ho])i i lu had h id 
num-,h ol the 1 iiaf towns md Ik tllii \pomm)w is ica(i\ to loiirac 
Old for-,(l Im tiusltd tint theu ^.would b( no (luiici ol burmiu 
till 11 im mill ^ nil 111 flli‘’\ Vs *0 1 h( \oun" jifiitlcman whose no 
mill il ion li( I iltl pl( isuK lo second did iiol know mudi dioia 
him bill |lje L« Ijiswfie an old t iinilv in tin ik i^libouiiiu ( miit\ 
ind All Lislic snd hi w is nenlj idated to Spuir lli/ddi in as 
^ood I man s i slood upon shoe k itlin lie (tin ^Afom m) liked 
i ^ood bind 111 shiipaiid bullocks ind i -rood bleed in imn Ik 
supposed w 1st IK vimethnu Jl( (th( >(omin) was not loi ibiists 
lu w IS Un l\jn£* md C ons+itution lit should lute no obpelion, 
loi msl uiei to lint IjUks loweiid md iht malt t ix itpiiltd iiol 
thi It ist ob|t ( I ion \h la slit sttnud to him i liktlv \ounjc chap 
nd imtommon wdlspoktn uid on Ihr wholt loi au^ht lit (^the 
Monun) could sk would do ouP is well in Virliamoit is nint 

1 iillis of ik( ^(iiileintn tut IIuk Ihr Momau sit do\ n, litili 
}^(lcdb^ 1 Jl( Blue miidi In tiu Adlows md with i dim con 
'•t lousness tli il ‘•oint hov^ o ollit i ht h id i it Ik r dim lai d th ni not the 
< nist oltliepn \ lit hid bttndiostn to idioc ilt Ijconudw is not 
initiciilaih ioitinnlt ni his jnoposti \ 'vonn^ish irtiitlemm ^ wIk> 
h n ni}:? tl If d ^ iiious t nlnus with suiul n isufrtss Ind tome into 
sm ill independt net md si i u]) loi liUi u\ 1 1 u utt Ibis inth 
I u imdfilook thf dtltiKt oi ])ufls iht hili pi t q 1 m had 
umidtskfij t'nt ol tin iimv and j n\ mil dki i tio/t ii smUntfs 
spoken tliunuh tlu nose iboui t‘ i omluhl ti (\s 1 <jic( and 
‘ th( oasis in tliedfsdt suddiniv bi kt down to tit sitistiftjon 
ot Ills imp it It nt listcneis I Ins J iuit w is liowtvti iftlftiiud 
b> Ijcoiiud s scfondti amasid tii oi \ pi uliscd spt ikei md hi 
eainesi thmkni!? nun— smr er(l\ lik mdw nml\ idmiuu-, LtoiiaiOl 
I iirfield 1 Iis opinions w f n dtliveicl with III 1(1 simplieiti mil iceom- 
pained b\ i \pn s ons oi t usi in Lt m ird s t ikijts mdhoiit st\ th it 
WdcelUotue bee mst < \pi( ssdtl wiih let bn., 

Th(S( ])ie])n 1 )]^ oi it oi\ o\d i dt itl siUnff sutetedtd anti 
Audit \ 1 -,(ilon nosi 1 

Atiht ill t liw sdiUuds ill lilt ilicv w'dt m Iht pitsdjK ol out 
accustomed lo tni nn md iltnition md lo u, \t to opinions the weii>ij^ 
of iecoj:nis(d utlunirt Thf slowmssol th meisuied itrtnls the 
composme ol the m mh asjudjibo deeoniiu ol llu smiph m.stm( s — 
dllbespokf and ill k emu the Mimstci of a f?icat cmpiif who had 
less agitated assemblies b> impassionc d eloquence, th m compelled 
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their silent respect to the views of sajjacity and experience. But 
what might have been formal and didactic in another, was relieved in 
Egerton oy that air, toiffe, hearing of a gentleman^ which ha\re a charm 
for the most plebeian audience. He had eminently these attributes 
in private life ; but they became far more conspicuous whenever he 
had to appear in public. The “senatorins decor seemed a phrase 
coined tor him. 

Audley commenced vdth notice of his adversaries in that language 
of high court-esy which is so becoming to superior station, and which 
augurs better for victery than the* most pointed diatribes of hostile 
declamation. Inclining hii head. towards Avenel, he expressed regi’ct, 
that lie should be opposed by a gentleman whose birth natui‘all>' 
endeared him to the town, of winch he was a distinguished native, 
and whose honourable ambition was in itself a proof of the admirable 
nature of that Constitution, wliieh admitted the lowliest to rise to its 
distinctions, wliilc it compelled the loftiest to labour .’ind compete lor 
thosi; lionours which were the most coveted, because they were 
derived from iiic trust of their cqimtrymen, and dignified by the 
duties wliicli the sense of responsibility entailed. He paid a passing 
but generous comjilimcnt to the reputed abilities of Eccuara Eair- 
field ; and, alluding witJi appropriate grace to the interest he had 
ever taken in the success of youth striving for place in tlie van of the 
new generation that marchea on to replace the old, he implied that 
iio did not consider Leomird as opposed to himself, but ratlier as an 
emulous competitor for a worthy prize witii his “ own young and 
I’alucd friend, Mr, llaiidal Leslie.’* "Tiiey are happy at their 
years!” said the statosiiuni, witli a certain pathos. “ In the future 
they see nothing to fear, in the past tliey have notliing to defend. It 
is not so with mo.” And then, ])assing on to the vague insinuations 
or bolder oharg(‘S against liiniscdf and his policy proffered by tlie 
preceding speakers, Audley gathered liimsvJf up, and paused ; for his 
eye. here rested on tlic Eeporfers seated round the table just below 
him ; and lie recognised faces not unlamiliar to his recollection when 
metropolitan assemblies had hung on the words which fell from lips 
then privileged to advise a. King. And involuntarily it occuiTedto 
t ho cx-miiiistcr to escape altogether from f his contracted audicnee’ - 
this election, with all its associations of paiii—and address liimself 
wholly to that vast and invisible Public, to wliich those Eeporters 
would transmit liis ideas. At tliis thought his \^dlole manner 
gradually changed. His eye became fixed on the farthest verge of the 
crowd; his tones grew more solemn. in their deep and sonorous 
'swell. He began to review and to vinoieatc his wliole political life. 
He spoke of the measures he had aided to pass — of his part in the 
laws whicli now rulca the land. He tcfUclied lightly, but with pride, 
on th(^ services he had rendered to the opinions he had represented. 
He alluded to his neglect of his own pnvatc fortunes ; but in what 
detail, however minute, fn the public business committed to his 
charpfc, could even an enemy accuse him of neglect ? The aUusion 
^yas no doubt intended to prepare the miblic for the neWvS, that the 
wealth ol‘ Audley Egerion was gone. EinaUj, he came to the quee* 
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'tloBs tliat then agitated the day; and made a genejal' but masterlv 
expdldtion of tlie nolicy which, under the changes lie foresaw, hi 
'fihbulS recommend Iiis party to adopt. • 

Spoken to the motley assembly in that town-liaU, Andlcy's spcecii 
extenrled to a circle of interests too wide for their sympathy. Bui 
that assembly he heeded not-“he forgot it. The reporters understood 
him, as tlieii* Hying pens followed words which they presumed neither 
to correct nor to abridge. Audlc/s speecli was addressed to the 
nation ; — the speech of a man in whom the nation yet recognised a 
chief --desiring to clear all misreptesciifcation uroin his past career — 
calculating, if Id'c were spared to him, m destinies higher tliau he 
had yet fuilillcd-- issuing a manifesto of princitilcs to l)e (‘arried later 
into power, and planting a banner round which the divided sections of 
a broken host might yet rally for battle and for coiuiuost. Or 
perhaps, in the deeps of his heart (not even comprehended by 
reporters, nor to be divined by the public), the uncertainty of life 
was moi'c hit than the hope of ambition;, and the statesman (hjsircd 
to leave behind iiira one full vindication of tliat integrity and 
honour, on which, at least, his conscienct' acknowledged not a stain. 
“Bor more tlum twenty years,” said Andiey, in conclusion, “lhavc 
known no day in which 1 have not lived for my country. 1 may at 
times have opposed the wish of the People - j may oppose it now-;- 
but, so far as 1 can fq;rm a. judgment, only because I prefer their 
welfare to tlieir wisli. And if— as I believe—tliere have been occa- 
sions on which as one amongst men more renowned, 1 have amended 
laws of England — confinn(‘d her safety, extended her commerce, 
^held her honour — I leave the rest to the cciisiu’e of my enemies, 
and (his voice trembled) to the charity of my friends.” 

Before tiie cheers tiiat gi-ectcd the close of this speech were over, 
Bichard Avenel arose. What is called “ the more respeeiabie part ” 
of an audience— viz., tiic better educated and better clad, even on 
the Yellow side of the oucstion— winced a little for the credit of their 
native borough, when they (jontemplatcd the candidate pitted aguinsi 
the Great Commoner, whose lofty presence still fillcid the eye, and 
whose majestic tones yet sounded in the ear. But the vast majoi’iU 
on both sides. Blue and Yelluiv, hailed the rise of Dick Avenel as h 
relief to what, while it liad awed then attention, had rather strained 
their faculties. Tlic Yellow .s cheered and the Blues groaned; theni 
was a tumultuous din of voieesi, cvnd a reel to and fro of the whole 
excited mass of unwashed faces and brawny shoulders. But Dick 
had as much pluck as AudlcyJiimsclf ; and, by degrees, ids pluck and 
hi.s handsome features, and the curiosit y to iieai* vvdiat he had to say, 
obtained him a hearing ; and that hearing, Dick having once got, lie 
contrived to keep, llis sclf-confidmiee w^as Backed by a grudge 
against Egcitou, tiiat attfdned to the clcvaticsi of malignity, lie liad 
armed himsell* lor this occasion with an arsenal of quotations from 
Audley’s speeches, taken out of Hansard’s Debates ; and, garbling 
these texts in the unfairest and tnost ingenious manner, he contrived 
to split consistency into such fragments of inconsistency— to cut so 
many harmless sentences into such unpopular, arbitrary, tyranuicai 
segments of doctrine-— that he made a very pretty case against the 
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c'.nlightened and mcorruptiblc Egerton, as shtiffler and trimmei"; 
defender of jobs, and^ eulogist of Manchester massacres, M. Src» 
And ail told the more because it seemed courted and j)rovoked by 
the ex-minister’s elaborate vindication of himself. Having thus, Jia 
ho declared,^ triumphantly convicted the Tiight Honourable Genile- 
man ojit of his o\vn« mouth,” Hick considered himself at liberty to 
diverge into what he termed “the just indignation of a free-born 
Briton in other words, into every variety of abuse which bad taste 
(?ould fsupply to acrimonious feeling. But he (hd it so roundly and 
dauntlcssly, in snch'trne Inistinll^s stylo, that for i/he moment at 
k lie carried the biill#of the crowd along with him sufficiently to 
bear down all the resentful murmurs of the Blue Committee-men, 
and the abashed shakes of the h^ad with which the more aristocratic 
and well-bred among the Yellows si^iiilicd to each other tliat tliey 
were licartily ashamed of tlieh* candidate. Hick concluded with an 
emphatic declaration that the Ifight lltmourable Gentleman’s day 
was gone by; that the people had been pillaged and plundered 
f-noTigh by pompous red-tapists, who only tliought of their salaries, 
and never wxnt to their offices except to wmste the pen, ink, and 
paper wliich they did not pay for; that the Bii^ht llonourable 
(kmtloman. had boasted he had served his country for twenty years. 
J^vTved his countiy ! - ho should have said, served ^cr otfl / (Much 
i;i lighter.) Pretty mess his couutiy w'as in now. In short, for 
twenty years the flight Honourable Gentlemau had put his hands 
into his country’s pockets. — “ And 1 ask you,” bawled Hick, 
“ whether any of >'ou arc .a bit the licttcw for nil that he hftf 
taken out of them!” The Hundred and Eifty Ilesitators shoot 
iheir heads. “Noa, that wm boii’tl” cried the Hundred and Eifty, 
dolorously. “ near The People !” said Hick, tuming majes- 
tically to Egerlon, who, with his arms folded on his breast, and 
I i is upper lip slighily curved, sat like “Allas unremoved” — “You 
lu^ar ^I'he People ! They condemn you and the' w hole set of you. I 
T’l^pcat Jiero wffiat I once vowed on a less public occasion — ‘ Ajs sure 
as my name is Bi<^hard Avene 1, you shall smart for ’—(Hick hesitated) 
—smart for join contempt of the just righls, lionest claims, and 
rtibgbtcned a.spirations of your indignant eoimtrymen. The school- 
master is abroad, and tlie British Lion is aroused !” 

Hick sat dowm. The curve of contempt hud passed froiuEgerton’s 
ilp ; — ^iit the name of Aveucl, thus iiarslily siioken, Lc had suddenly 
shaded Ids face with his hand. 

But llandal Leslie next arose, and Audley slowly raised his eyes, 
and looked towards his proiikjt'f with an expression of kindly interest. 
What better debut Qpuld there be for ^ young man warmly attaclied 
to .an eminent patron, who had been coarsely assailed — for a political 
a.si>irant vindicating tht principles wliich tliat patron rcpreseutcid ? 
The Blues, palpitating with indignant excitement, all prepared to 
cheer every sentence that* could embody their sense of outrage; even 
the 'Ueanest amongst the Yellows* now that Hick had concluded, 
dimly aware that their orator had laid himself terribly open, and 
richly deserved (more especially from the friend of Audley Egeri/On) 
>w}mtcver punisliiug retort could vibrate from the heart of a man to 

8 c 



9<i8 MY novel; or, 

tlic tcmgciic of an orator. A better opportunity for an honest young 
debutm^ could not exist ; - a more disagreeably annoying, jicrplexing, 
unmanageable opportimity for llandal Leslie, the malice of the Fates 
oould not have contrived. IIow could he aidack Dick Avenel I— he 
•who counted upon ])ick Avenel to win his election? How could 
lie exasperate the Yellows, when Dick’s solemn injunction had jbeeu — 

Say nothing to make the Yellows not vote for you !” How could 
nc identify himself with Egertoii’s iiolioy, when it was his own policy 
to make his opponents believe hiwi an unprejudiced sensible youtli, 
who would come all right and all YTdlow one of ‘these days ! Demos- 
thenes himself would liave had a sore tluuiat, worse than when he 
svvallowT.d the golden cup of Harpalus, had Demosthenes been placed 
in so cursed a fix. Timrefore liandafLeslie may w(*ll be excused if lu‘. 
stammered and boggled —if he was appalled by a cheer wlien he said 
a word in vindication of Egerton—and looked cringing and pitifid 
when he sneaked out a counter civility to Dick. The Blues wer(^ 
sadly disappointed* -damped ; the Yellows smirkc^d and took h(;avt. 
Audley Egei*ton’s brows darkened. Harley, who was on the plat- 
fonn, hall' seen behind the front row, a quiet listener, bent over and 
whispered drily to Audley — “ You should have given a lesson befor('- 
band to your clever young friend. His afi'cction for you overpowers 
him!” « 

Audley njadc no rejt)inder, but tore a leaf out of his pocket-book, 
and wrote, in pencil, tluise words— “8ay that you mav well feel em- 
barrassed how to reply to Mr. Avenel, because I had especially 
2 'equested’you not to oe provoked to one angry expression against a 
gentleman wlioae father and bropicr-in-law gave the major% of two 
by which 1 gained my first seat in Farliament then plunge at onc(‘ 
into general politics.” Ho placed this paper in Iljindal’s hand, just 
as that unhaj)py young man was on the point of a tliorough break - 
doTO. llandal nausea, took breath, read tlic words attentively, and 
amidst a general titter ; his presence of mind returned to him — lu^ 
saw a way out of the scrape — collected himsedf— suddenly raised his 
head-' and in tones unexpectedly firm and fluent, enlarged on the 
text afibrded to him — eidarged so well that he took the audience by 
surprise —pleased tlic Blues by an evidence of Audh;y’s generosity- 
apd toiiclied the Yellows by so iiffcctionate a dclcrenee to the family 
of their two candidates. Then the speaker was (ipablcd to come at 
once to the topics on which he hud elaborately prepared himsell^ and 
delivered a set harangue— very artfully put togetlier — temporising, it 
is true, and tiimming, but fidl of what would have Ixieu called ad- 
mirable tact and discretion in an old stager wlio did not want to 
commit himself to anybody or tp anylhing. On the whole, the display 
became creditable, at least as an evidence of thoughtful reserve, rare 
in a man so young - too refining and scholastic for oratory, but a very 
good essay— upon both sides of the question, llandal wiped his pale 
forehead, and sat down, cheered^ especially by the lawyers present, 
and seK-contented. It was now Leonard’s turn to speak. Keenly 
ner\’'ous, as nuui of the literary tem^rament are — constitutionally 
siiy, his voice trembled as he began. But he trusted, unconsciously, 
less to his intellect than bis heart and r^blc temper— and the 
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warjii heart prompted his words, and the noble tcnipor graduallir dig- 
iiiiicd liis iiuinncr. Ifo»took advantage* of the sentences whicli Dudley 
had pnt into Itandal’s mouthy in order to eifacc tlic impression made 
by bis uncle’s rude assault. “Would that the liight Honourable 
geiitlcmaii liad liimself made tliat gei^eroiis and affecting allusion to 
the scwices which he had deigned to remember, for, in tfiat case, lie 
(Leonard) was confidont that Mr. Avenel would have lost all tlui 
bitterness which political contest was apt to engender in propoHioii 
to the earnestness with which political opinions were eutenained. 
Happy it was when some such milder sentiment as that which Mr. 
Egerton had mstriicted Mr. Leslie to convey^ preceded the sharp 
encounter, and reminded antagonists, as Mr. Leslie had so ernpliati- 
cally done, that every shield had two sides, and that it Avas possible 
t.o maintain the one side to be golden, without denying the truth of 
the champion wlio asserted the other side to be silver.” Then, with- 
out aiipcaring to tlirow over his uncle, the young speaker contrived 
to insinuate an apology on his uncle’s belialf, with such exquisite 
grace and gootl feeling, that lie was loudly cheered by both parties ; 
and even Lick did not veiilurc to utter the dissent wliich strugglea 
to bis lips. 

But it* Leonard dealt thus respectfully with Egerton, he had no 
siK'li imbujcmcnts to spare Ihmdal Leslie. Willi the intuitive pene- 
tration of minds accustomed to analyse character and inrestigato 
human nature, ho detected the varnished insincerity of Kandal’s 
artful address. Ills colour rose— his voice swelled — lus fancy began 
to jilu), and his wit to sjiarklo- when hr came to take to pieces his^ 
yoiuigm' antagonist’s rhet oricaj mosaic, lie exposed the falseliood of 
its affccied moderation-' ho tore into shreds the veil of w'ords, witli 
tlieir mot Joy W'Oof of yellow and blue— and showed that iiot a single 
conviction could be discovered behind it. “ Mr. Leslie’s speech,” 
said he, “ puts me in mind of a ferry-boat; it seems made for no pur- 
pose hut to go from one side to tlic other.” The simile liit the Irutli 
so exactly, that it was received wdtli a roar of laughter : even Egerton 
smiled. “ Eor myself,” concludi'd Leonard, as he summed up his 
uiis}3aring analysis, “ I am new to party warfare ; yet if I were not op- 
] losing ^I r. Leslie as a candidate for your suffrages, if I were but an 
elector- belonging, as 1 do, to the ])coplc by my condition and my 
labours — I should feel that he is one of those politicians in whom the 
Avcifare, the honour, tlic moral clcvfltion of the people, find no fitting 
n'piTscntative.” ^ • 

Leonard sat dowm amidst great aptllausc, and after a speech that 
raised the Yellows in their OAvn estimation, and materially damaged 
Randal Leslie in ^hc eyes of the liiues. liandal felt this wdtii a 
writhing of the heart, J.hough a sneer on the lips. He glanced fiu*- 
lively towards Dick Avenel, on whom, after all, his election, in spite 
of the Blues, might dcpQfid. Dick answered the furtive glance by an 
encouraging wink. Randal turned to Egerton, and whispered to him 
— “ How 1 wish I liad had more practice in speaking, so that I could 
have done you more justice ! ” 

“ Thank you, Leslie ; Mr. Fairfield has supplied any omission ot 
yours, so far as I am concerned. And you should excuse him for 
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his aUack on yourself, because it may serve to convince you where 
your t^ult as a speaker lies,” ^ ^ « 

“ Where?” asked Leslie, with jealous sullenncss. 

“ In not believiiii' a single word that you say,” answered Egerton, 
verv drily; and then turning away, he said aloud to his proposer, and 
with a slight sigh, “ Mr. A vend may be proud of liis nephew ? I wish 
that young man were on our side; I could train him into a great 
debater.” 

And now the proceedings were j^bout to teriyiiiate witli a slujw of 
liands, whena tall brawny elector in the Hj^iddle of the ball suddenly 
arose, and said he had some questions lo put. A thrill ran tliroiigli 
the assembly, for this clectprwas tjie demfigogue of the Yellows- a, 
fellow whom it was impossible to put down—a capital speaker, with 
lungs of brass. “ I shall be very short,” said the demagogue. And 
tlierewith, under the shape of questions to the two Blue (iaudidates, 
he commenced a most furioms onslaught on the Earl of Laiisniore, and 
the EarPs son, Lord L’Estrange, accusing the last qf the grossest 
intimidation find eorruiition, and citing instances thereof as exhibited 
towards various electors in Eish Lan(‘. and the Back Slums, who liad 
been turned from Yellow promises by the base arts of Blu(‘ {vristocracy, 
represented in the person of the noble lord, whom he iV'W dared to 
reply. The orator paused, and llaiiey sucldimly passed into the 
front of the jilatform, in token that he accepted the ungracious invi- 
tation. Great as liad betm the curiosity to hoar Audh^y Egerton, yid 
greater, if possible, \yas t-he curiosity to hear Lord I/Est range. Ab- 
sent froiu the plaec for so many years— heir to such immense jiosscs- 
sions — with a vague reputation for talents that he had n oyer proved 
— strimge, indeed, if Blue and Yellow had not strained tJioir oars and 
hushed their breaths to listen.^ 

It is said that the poet is bom, and the orator made— a’ say- 
ing only partially t-nic. Some men have been made poefs, and 
some men have been born orators. Most probaluy Harley 
L’Estrange had liitherto never spoken in piihlie, and h(; iiail 
not now spoken five minutes before all the passions ami humours 
of the assembly were as much under Ids command as the kews of the 
instrument are under the hands of the musician. He had 1 aken from 
nature a voice capable of infinite variety of modulation, a counf.euaiiee 
of the most flexile play of expression ; and he was keenly alive (as 
profound humorists are) emialiy tb the ludicrous and the graver side 
of everything pi esentcd to his vigorous understanding. 1 jconard had 
the eloquence of a poet — ^Audley Egeilon that ol’ a paidiamenlary 
debatcir. But Harley luid the rarer gift of eloquence in if, self, ai)art 
from the matter it convej^s or adorns— that which Demosfln nes 

niemit by his triple requisite of an orator, which has been iinprojicrly 
translated “ action,” but means in re^ility “ the acting — “ the stage- 
play.” Both Leonard and Audlcy spoke wpll, from the good sense 
Avhicli their speeches contained',,, but Hark^y could have talked 
nonsense, and made it more eflectivethan sense— -even as a Kemble or 
Macready could produce effects from the trash talked by “'fhe 
Stranger,” whicli your merclv accomplished performer would fail to 
extract from the hcuuties of Hiunlct. The art of oratory, indeed, is 
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ftiiicd more closely to that of the drama than to any other-, and 
throughout Harley’s ^diolc nature thAre ran, as the reader m^y have 
noted (tlarngii quite unconsciou% to Harley himself ), a tendency 
towards tliat concentration of thought, action, and circumstance, on » 
single PU1710SC, which makes the world form itself into a stage, and 
gatherg various and scattered agencies into the symmetry and com 
paetness of a drama. This* tendency, though it often produces 
eflects that M])pftar artificially theatrical, is not uncommon with 
])ersoiis the most gfuniinc and single-minded. It is, indeed, the 
natural inclination of quick energies springing from wann emotions. 
IIcucc the very histoiy \if nations in their fresh, vigorous, half- 
civil iscd youth, always shapes itself into dramatic forms; wliile, as 
the exercise of sober ixason cxp*ands with civilisation, to the injury 
of the livelier i'afvultios and more intnifcivc impulses, people look 
to tlu^ dramatic form of expression, whether in thought or in action, 
as if it were the antidote, to truth, iiLstead of being its abstract and 
cssfuice. 

But to rctifi*n from tliis long and soniewliat metaphysical digression, 
whatevcf niiglit be the cause why Harley L’Estrange spoke so won- 
d(‘rfully W('l], tliere could be no doubt that wonderfully well he did 
speak. He turned the demagogue and his attack into the most 
felicitous ridicule, and yet witli the most genial good-humour; 
described that viriuons gentlcmau’s adventures in search of corrup- 
tion through the ])nrc n^gioiis of Fish Lane, and the Back Slums : 
and then. summed up the evidences on which the demagogue had 
founded his charge*,, with a linmour so and original that the 

audience wxtc convulsed wuth laughtorTl^roin laughter Harley 
liuvried liis audience almost to the pathos of tears— ibr lie spoke of 
the insinuations against his fa(.hcr, so that every son and every father 
ill the assembly felt moved as at the voice of Nature. 

A turn in a semteuce, and a new^ emotion seized the assembly. 
Harley was ick'iitifyiiig liimsclf wuth the Lansmere electors. He 
spoke of his pride in being a Lansmere man, and all the Lansmere 
electors suddenly felt proud of him. He talked with familiar kind- 
ness of old friends remembered in his schoolboy holidays, rejoicing 
to find so many alive and prosiiering. He had a felicitous word to 
each. 

Dear old Lansmere!” said he, and the simple exclamation von 
him the hearts of ail. In fine, wh^ he paused, as if to retire, it was 
amidst a storm of acclamation. Audley grasped his hand, andwhis- 
pered— “ Imn the only one here u(Jt surpnsed, Harley. Now you 
Jiavc discovered your powers, never again let them slumber. What 
a life may he yourj? if you no longci; waste it !” Harley extricated 
his- hand, and his eye glittered. He made a sign that he had more to 
say, and the ajiplausc was hushed. “ My Bight Honourable friend 
chides me for the year^ .that I have wasted. True ; my years have 
been wasted— no matter how no^ wdicrefore ! But his ) — how have 
they been spent ? in such devotion to the public^ that those who know 
him not as 1 do, have said that lie bad not one feeling left to spax’c to 
the ohsenrer duties and more limited affections, by winch men of 
ordinary talents and humble minds rivet the links of that social order 
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W’Mch it is the august destiiiv of statesmen— -like him who now sit^ 
ftesiia me— to cherish and afcfcnd. But, for my part, 1 think that 
there IS no being so dangjerous as the solemn hypoente, who, because 
he drills his cola nature into sendng mechanically some convcntioiifil 
abstraction— whether he calls it ‘the Constitution’ or ‘the Riblic’ — 
holds himself dispensed from wliatever, in the warm blood of*private 
life, wins attachment to goodness and confidence to tmth, Lvi 
others, then, praise my Ki^ht Honourable friend as the incorruptible 
politician. Pardon me if I draw his likeness as the loyal, sincere man, 
who might say witli the honest prfest, ‘that he could not tell a lie to 
gain Heaven by it!* — and witli so fine a' sense of honour, tliat he 
would hold it a lie merely to conced the truth.” Harley then drew 
a brilliant picture of the type of chivalrous honesty — of the ideal 
wliich the English attach to the plirase of “ a perfect gentleman,” 
aXiphing each sentence to his Bight Honourahlo friend witli an 
cmpliasis that seemed to hurst from his heail. To all of the andicnc(% 
save two, it was an eulogium which the fervent sincerity of the 
<;ulogist alone saved from hyperbole. But Levy rubbed his bands, 
and chuckled inly; and Egerton hung his head, and moved*rcstlessly 
on his seat. Every word that Harley uttered lodged an aiT()\v in 
Audley’s breast. Amidst the cheers that follow'ca this admirable 
sketch of the “loyal man,” Harley recognised Leonard’s enthusiastic 
voice. He turned sliarply towards the young man : “Mr. Eairnclcl 
cheers this description of integrity, ana its application; let him 
imitate the model set before him, and he may live to hear praise as 
genuine as mine from some friend who luis tcstcil his wort h as T liavo 
tested Mr. Egerton’s. Mr. Eairficld is a poet : his chain to that title 
was disputed by one of tbe speakers who preceded me. h- unjusllv 
disputed ! Mr. Eairfield is every inch a iioet. But, it lias betm asked, 
‘Are ijocts fit for the business of senates ? Will they not be writing 
sonnets to Peggy and Moggy, when you w-ant them to concentrate their 
divine imagiiiation on the details of a beer bill?’ Do not let Mr. 
Eairiicld’s friends be alarmed. At the risk of iiijuiy to tlio two can- 
dfdates whose cause 1 espouse, truth, compels me to say, that poets, 
when tlie,y stoop to action, ime not less prosaic than thfi ciullcst 
amonffst us : they are swayed by the same selfish interests— they are 
moved by the same petty passions. It is a mistake to suppose that 
any detail in common lifc^ -whetlier in public or privat e, eun be. loo 
mean to seduce the exquisite plianees of their fancy. Nay, in public 
lile, we may tyust them better than other men ; for vanity is a kind of 
second conscience, and, as a poet has himself said— 

* Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the name, 

And, free from conociencc, is a slave to shame,’ 

In private life alone we do well' to be on onr guard against these 
children of fancy, for they so devote to the Muse all tlieir treasury of 
sentiment, that we can no more expect them to waste a thought on 
the plain duties of men, than we. can expect the spcudtlirift, who diiz- 
eIcs the town, ‘to fritter away his money in pacing his debts.’ But 
all the world arc agreed to be indulgent to tlie infirmities of those 
who are their own dpneivers and their ov/n chastisers. Poets have 
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more mitlmsiasm, more affection, more heart than others ; but only for 
lictions of their own <^rcatinff. It is^n vain for us to attach ^hem to 
ourselves by vulgar merit, by commonplace obligations — strive and 
sacrifice as we may. l^hcy are ungratelul to us, only because grati- 
tude is so very unpoctical a subject. We lose them the moment we 
attempt to bind. Their love, 

* r.ig:ht as air, at sig^ht of human ties. 

Spreads its iigrht wings, and in a moment dies.* 

'Fliey follow their bwn caprice^— -adore their own delusions— and, 
tlcemiiig the forms of liumanity too material for their fantastic 
alfectioiis, conjure up a ghost, and are chiiled to death by its em- 
bi ace ! ” 

Th(‘u, suddenly aware that he was passing beyond the comprehen- 
isioiiof ids audience, and toucliinpr upon the bounds of Ids bitter secret 
(,fi)r here he was tldnking, not of Leonard, but of Nora), Harley gave 
a new and more homely direction to his terrible irony — tumea into 
telling ridiciflc the most elevated sentiments Leonard’s speech had 
conveyed— hastened on to a rapid view of political questions in gene- 
ral --d(;fend(jd Leslie with the same apparent earnestness and latent 
satire with whicjh he had eidogisca Audlcy — and concluded a 
speech, which, for populjxr effect, liad never been equalled in that 
hall, amidst a diapason of cheers that threatened to bring down the 
rafters. 

In a few minutes more, the proceedings were closed— a show of 
hands taken. The show was declared by the Mayor, who was a 
1 horough iUuc, in favour of the llight Hon. Audlcy Egerton and 
lliiiidal Leslie, Esquire. 

Cries of “ No/’ “ Shame/’ “ Partial,” &c.— a poll demanded on 
l)(;half of t he other two candidates — and the crowd began to pour out 
of the hall. 

Harley was the first who i^anishcd, retreating by the private en- 
trance. Egcrlon followed; llandul, lingering, Ayencl came up and 
sliook liaiids with liim openly, but w liispered, privately, “Meet 'mo 
to-night in Lansmcrc J^ark, in the oak copse, about three liundred 
yards from tiie turnstile, at the town end of the park. Wc must 
s(?c how to make all right. What a confounded humbug this has 
been ! ” 


CHAPTEE. XXVI. 

Ip the vigour of Harley’s address had taken by surprise both friend 
and foe, not one in that assembly — ^not even the conscience-stricken 
Egerton — felt its effect so deeply as the assailed and startled Leo- 
nard. He wns at first perfectly stunned by sarcasms which he so 
ill deserved ; nor was it till after the assembly had broken up that 
Leonard could even conjecture the clause which had provoked the 
taunt and barbed its dart. Evident^ Plailcy had learned (but learned^ 
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oiily in order to misconceive apd to wong) Leonai*d's confession of 
love to ^elen Digby. And now those implied accusations of disregard 
to the autics of common life not only galled ilie young m£in’s heart, 
but outraged his honour. He felt the generous indigriation of man- 
hood. He must sec Lord L’Estrange at once, and vindicate himself 
— vindicate Helen ; lor thus to accuse one, was tacitly to asperse the 
other. 

Extricating himself from his own enthusiastic partisans, Leonard 
went straight on foot towards Lansmere Housq. The park piilings 
touched close upon the town, mth a .smsdl turnstile for foot-pas^ 
sengers. And as Leonard, availing himself of this entrance, liad 
advanced some hundred yards or so through llie park, suddenly, in 
the midst of that very copse in which Avenel had appointed to meet 
Leslie, he found himself face to face with Helen Higny herself. 

Helen started, with a faint cry. But Leonard, absorbed in his 
own desire to justify both, hailed the skdit, and did not pause to 
account for his appearance, nor to soothe her agitation. , 

“ Miss Digby I” he exclaimed throwing into his voice and manner 
that respect which often so cruelly divides the past familiarity from 
the present alienation — “ Miss Digby, T rejoice to see yon— rejoice to 
£isk your permission to relievo myself from a charge, that m truth 
wounds even you, while hovelled but at me. Lord lAEstrange has 
just implied, in public, that- 1 — 1— who ow'c iiim so much — who have 
honoured him so truly, that even the just, resentment I now feel, half 
seems to me the ingratitude with w^hich lui charges me— has implitid 
fbat—ah ! Miss Digby, I can scarcely command words to sav what, 
it so liumiliates me to have beard. But you know how false is all 
accusation that eitlier of us could deceive our common benefactor. 
SuJffer me to repeat to your guardian, w'hat 1 presmned to say to you 
when WG last met — ^what you answered— and stale liow I left your 
presence.^’ 

Oh, Leonard ! yes : clear yourself in his eyes. Go ! Unjust that 
he is— ungemerous Lord L’E.strangc ! ” 

“ Helen Digby !” cried a voice' close at hand, " of whom do you 
speak thus?” 

1 - voice, Helen juid Leonard botli turned, and 

beheld A iolaiitc standing before them, her young beauty rendered 
almost suldime by the noble anger tiiat lit her eyes, glowed in her 
cheeks, animated her stately form.'’ 

“ Is it you wlio thus speak of Lord L’Estrange? You— Helen 
Digby — 1 /o'u f” 

Erom behind Y^iolante now emerged Mr. Dale. “ Softly, children,” 
lie said; and placing one hand »on Violante’s shoulder, he extended 
the oilier to Leonard . “ What is this ? Come hither to me, Leonard, 
and explain.” 

Leonard walked aside with the Parson, and in a few sentences 
gave vent to Ins swelling heart. 

The Parson sliared in Leonard’s resentment; and having soon 
drawn from him all that had passed in his memorable interview with 
Helen, exclaimed— 

“Lnongh! Do not yet seek Lord L’Estrauge yourself; I am 
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goin.L? to see him — am here at liis request. His suiiinious, indeed, 
was for to-morrow ; bitt the Stjuire havinjr written me a harrifcd line, 
requesting? me to meet him at Lansmere to-morrow, and proceed with 
)»im afterwards in search of poor Frank, I thought I might have little 
time for communications with Lord I/Est range, unless I forestalled 
his invitation and came to-day. Well that I did so. I only arrived 
an lioui' since — found lie was gone to tlie Town Hall— and joined the 
young ladies in the Park, Miss Digby, thinking it natund that 1 
might wish to say son^ethiug in piiyal to my old young friend Violante, 
walked a few paces in advance. Thus, fortunat ely, I chanced to be 
hor(^, to receive your account, and 1 trust to remove niisunderslanding. 
Jjord L’Estrange must now^ btt returned. 1 wo'll go back to the 
houvse. You, meaiiAvliile, return to the town, 1 beseech you. I will 
come to you aftorwuirds at your ion. Your very a))pearance in these 
gronnds--(w'en the brief words that luAm passed bolAvecn Helen and 
you — ^might only widen the breacli between yourself and your bene- 
factor. 1 caimot bear to anticipate this. Go back, 1 entreat you. 1 
M'ill explain all, and Lord L’Estrange elmll right you. That that 
must be his intemtion 

“ h — mtst be his iniention — vrben lie lias just, so wronged me !” 

“ Yes, yes,” faltered the poor Parson, mindful of his promise to 
L’Estraiige not to reveal his own interview with that nobleman, and 
Ant not knowing otherwo'se hoAA’ to explain or to soothe. But, still 
believing Leonard to be Harley’s sou, and remembenng all that 
Harley had so pointedly said of atonement, in apparent remorse for 
crime, Mr. Dale Avas wholly at a loss himself to imdcrstand why 
Harley should have thus prcfaciul atonement by an insult. Anxious, 
liowever, to prcAnut a mooting between Harley and Leonard, wlide 
both Avcrc niicler tlio influence of such feelings loAvards each of her, lie 
made an elTort over himself, and .so avcU argued in fpour of his own 
diplomacy, that Lexmard i-cluctaiitly consented to Avait for Mr. Dale’s 
report. 

,'Vs i.o reparation or excuse,” said he, proudly, “ it must rest Avith 
Lord L’Eslrange. 1 ask it not. Toil him only this- that if, the 
iusf aiit I iienrd that she Avhom I loved and lield sacred for so many 
years Aias aflianced to him, J resigned even the very wish to call 
licr mine — if that were deserf.ioii of man’s duties, 1 am guilty. If 
to liave prayed night and day thaj she Avho wmiild ha, Am blessed my 
lonely and toilsome life, may give some charm to his, not bestowed 
by iiis Avealtli and Ids grcat-iicss — if lliat Avere ingratit ude, 1 am ua- 
grateful ; let liim still condemn me.* I i)ass outi of Ids sphere — a 
thing that ha,s crossed it a moment, and is gone. But Helen he must 
not blamc—suspccf — even by a tliomght. One word more. In tins 
election— this strife iior objects wholly foreign to all my habits, 
unsuited to my poverty, at Avar Avith aspirations so long devoted to 
fairer goals, tliougli b.\i obscurer jiaths — I obeyed but his AvilJ or 
AA'him ; at a inoincut, t oo, wlicn wiy Avhole soul sickened for repose 
.vnd solitude. 1 had forced myself at last to take interest in what I 
fjs\,d before loathed. But ii\ c.vcry hope for the future — every stimu- 
)nut to ambition — ^Tjord L’Estranpe’s esteem still stood before me- 
.Now, what do 1 here longer? All qf Ids conduct, save his contemp' 
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for mysolf, is an enigma. And unless he repeat a. wish, which I 
would |fain still regard as a Taw, 1 retire lr«m the contest he has 
embittered — 1 rcnoimce the ambition lie has poisoned j and, mindliJ 
of those humble duties which he implies that i disdain, 1 return f j 
ray own home.’? 

The Parson nodded a.ssent to each of these sentences, and Leonard, 
nassing by Violantc and Helen, with a salutation equally distant to 
both, retraced his steps towards the towra. 

Meanwhile Violante and Helen Ipd also been in (tlosc conference, 
raid that conlcrciice had suddcidy endeared eilch to the other ; for 
Helen, taken by surprise, agitated, overpowered, had revealed to 
Yiolante that confession of another attachment, w hich she had made 
to Lord L’Estraiigo— the rupture of her engagement with the latter. 
Yiolante saw that Harley was free. Harley, too, had promised 
to free herself. By a sadden flash of conviction, rfjcjilling his w’^ords, 
looks, she felt that slic wns belovcd—deenied that honour alone (w'hile 
(‘itherw^as yet shackled) had forliiddcn him to own that love. Yiolante 
stood a being transformed, “blushing celestial rosy rod' ’ — llcavou at 
her heart, joy in her eyes;- she loved so well, and she trusted so 
implicitly ! Then from out the overflow' of her own hope and bliss 
she pourc'.d forth such swaud. comfort to Helen, that Hcleivs arm stoic 
around her— cheek touclicd check ---they wa?rc as sisters. 

At another raoraent, Mr. Hale might liav(^ felt some amazement at 
flic sudden affection, whidi had sprung up hot wium these young per- 
sons ; for in his previous conversation w'ltli Yiolant (*, he liad, as he 
thought, very artfully, and in a pleasant vein, sounded tlie young- 
Italian as to lier opinion of her fair friend’s various good cpialities ' 
and Yiolante had rather shrunk from the title of “friend;” and 
though she had tlie magnanimity to speak with gri'at praise of Helen, 
the imaisc did not sound cordial. But th(j good inan was at this 
moment occupied in prejiariiig his thoughts for his interview with 
Harley, — he joined the tw'o girls in siltnee, and, linking an arm of 
each within liis own, wailked slowly towards the house. As he 
approaclicd tlio terrace, lie observed Kiccabocca and llandal pacing 
the gravel walic side hy side. 

Yiolante, pressing his arm, whispered, “Ijct. us go round the other 
way; I would speak with you a few inmutes undisturbed.” 

Mr. Dale, sup])Osiiig that Yiolante wished to disiiensc with the 
orcscncc of Helen, said to the latter, “ My dear young lady, perhaps 
you will excuse me to Dr.-Jiiccabocca- who is be(;kouing to me. and 
no doubt very much surprised to see me here— while I flnish wfiat I 
w'as saying to Yiolante when we w^cn; iiitcrruptcid.” 

Helen left tlicm, and Yiolan^ led tin; Barson*'round through the 
8hrubh<3ry, towards a sidc^oor in aiiotlicr wing of tlie house. 

“ Wiiat have you to say to luc?” asked Air. Hale, surprised that 
she iK^maincd silent. 

“ You will scje Lord 1/Esl range.. Be sun*, that you comlnco liim or 
Leonard’s honour. A doubt of treachery so grieves his noble heart, 
that perhaps it may disturb his judgment.” 

“ You seem to think very liighly of the heart of this Lord L’Estrango* 
child ! ” said thoPai’son, in some surprise. 
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Violante blushed, but went on finnly, and wiin serious earnestness. 
Some words which hc--that is, Lori L’Estrange— said to me very 
lately, make me so glucf tliat you are here — that you will see lilhi ; for 
T know how good you are, and how wise— dear, dear Mr. Dale. Ho 
spoke as one who had received some grievous wrong, whicli had 
abruptly soured all his views of life. He spoke of retirement - soli- 
tude; nc (5irtc1iom his country has so many claims. I. know not what 
he can mean— unless it be that liis— liis marriage with Helen Digby is 
broken oil?’ 

“ Broken off ! Is tiiat so ? ” • 

“ I liavc it fmin herself'. You may wcU be astonished tlial slic 
could even think of another after having known liirn ! ” 

The Parson tixed liis eyes very gravely on the young enthusiast. 
But tlioiigh her cheek glowed, there was in her expression of face so 
much artless, open innocence, that Mr. Dale contented liimself witli 
a slight shake oi* the Iiead, and a dry remark 

“1 think it quite natural that Helen 3)igby should jirefer Leonard 
Fairlield. A gqod girl, not misled by vanity and ambition; tempta- 
tions of whicli it behoves us all to licware— nor least, perhaps, young 
ladies suddenly brougiit in contact with wealth and rank. As to this 
nobleman’s iiie.rits, 1 know not yet whetlier to allow or to deny them ; 
1 reserve my judgment till after our interview. This is aH you ha^ c: 
to say to me ? ’’ 

Violante paused a moment, “1 cannot think,” she said, half- 
smiling caiiiiot think that the change that has occurred in him - 
for changed he is — that his obscure hints as to injury received, and 
justice to lie done, are caused merely by his disappointment with 
r(?gard to Helen. But you can learn that ; learti if he bo so vt'ry 
mueli disappointed- Nay, i think not ! ” 

She slipjicd her slight hand from the Parson’s arm, and darted 
away through the eveu-greciis. Half-coiie(;alcd amidst tlic laurels, she 
turned bacik, and Mr. J)alo ^ught her eye -half arch.— half melan- 
choly ; its liglit came soft, though a tear. 

“i don’t half like tJiis,'’ muttered the Parson; “I shall give 
I)r. Hiceabocea a caution.” So nmttcriug, he pushed open tlu‘. 
side-door, and tiiiding a servant, begged admittance to Lord 
L’Estraiigfi. 

Harley at that monuMit was elosotod with Levy, and his couii- 
tenaiico wiks comjioscd and fearfuily stern. “So, so, liy this time 
lo-moiTOw,” said he, " Mr. Lgcrtoii will bq^tricked out of his election 
liy Mr. Biui dal Leslie- good ! By tliis time to-morrow his ambition 
will be blasted by tbc treachery of his frieuds—good ! By this time 
to-morrow tluj bailiils will seize his person— ruined, beggared, pauper, 
and captive —all because he has trusted and been deceived good! 
And if he blame you* prudent Baron Levy~~if he accuse smootli 
Mr. Bandal Leslie— forget not to say, ^ c were both but the blind 
ugymts of your friend llftrley L’Estrange. Ask Mm why you are sa 
miserable a dupe.’ ” * 

“And might I now ask your lordship for one word of cxplu- 
^jfcition ?” 

“No, sir! -it is enough that I have spared j/o?4. But you were 
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never my friend ; I have no revenge against a man whose liand I 
never even touched.’’ • 

Theti3ai'on scowled, but there was a pow:er about his tyrant that 
cowed him into actual terror. He resumed, after a pause— 

“ And though Mr. Leslie is to be racnibcr for Lausmere— thanks 

to you — you still desire that I should ” 

“ Do exactly iis 1 have said. My jdans now never vary a hair’s 
breadth.” 

The groom of the chambers entered. 

“My lord, the Eeverend j\lr. Pale wishes# to know if you can 
receive him.” ^ 

“ Mr. Dale !~he should have come to-morrow. Say tliat I did not 
expect him to-day : that 1 am unlbrtwnately engaged till dinner, which 
will be earlier than usual. Show him into lus room ; lie will liavo 
but liUJe time to change his dress. By the way, Mr. jblgeiton dines 
in his own apartment.” 


CHAPTEIl XXVIT. 

Thk leading members of the Blue Committee were bivLtexl to dine 
at the Park, and the hoiu* for tlie eiiicrtainmeut was indec^d (^arly, as 
there might be much need yet of active exertion on the eve of a poll 
in a contest expected to be so close, and in which the iiijlexjhlc! 
Hundred and Pifty “Waiters upon Providence” still reserved thcii 
veiT valuable votes.' 

The party was gay and animated, despite the absence of Audley 
Egcrtoii, who, on the plea of increased inaisi)OsitioTi, had shut himscii' 
up in his rooms the instant that he had returned from tiie ''('own 
Htdl, and sent vrord to Harley that he was too uuwell to join Ib.r 
party at dinner. , . * 

Bandal was really in liigh spiril.s, despite the very equivocal 
success of his speech. Wliat did it signily if a speech failed, pro- 
vided the election was scjcure ? lie was longing for the a]^ point inenl 
with Dick Avencl, wliich was to make “ all right ! ” The »Squirc was 
to bring the money for tlic purchase of the coveted lauds thcj next 
morning. Biccabocca had assured him, again luid again, of V iolante’s 
hand. If ever Kan dal Leslie could be called a hapjiy man, it was as 
he sat at that dinner taking wdne with Mr. Mayor and Mr. Aldc^^- 
man, ^d looking, across the gleaming silver down the long 

vista into wealth and power. 

The dinner was scarcely over, when Lord L’Estrange, in a brief 
speech, reminded his guests of the work still before them ; and aftci’ 
a toast to tile health of the future members for Lansmere, dismissed 
the Committee to their labours. 

Levy made a sign to llandal, who followed the Baron to liis owai 
room. . • 

“ Leslie, voiir election is in some jeopardy. I find, from the con- 
versation of those near me at dinner, that Egerton has made such 
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way amongst the Blues by his speech, aud they are so afraid of losing 
a man who does them so mucii cre^t^ that the Committee men not 
only talk of withholding from you their second votes and oi>plnmp- 
ing Egerton, hut of subscribing privately amongst themselves to wm 
over that coy body of a Hundred aud Eifty, upon whoai I know’’ 
that Avciiel counts in w'hatever votes ho may be able to transfer 
to you. 

“ It would be very unhandsome in the Committee, which pretcuds 
to act for l)oth of us, to plump Egerton,” said Randal, with cousistent 
auger. “ But 1 donit tliink they can get tnose Hundred and Eifty 
without, t,ho most open ^ud exorbitant bribery- - an expense wliich 
Egerinn will uot pay, and which it would be very discreditable to 
Lord Ij’Estrauge or his father to couutemmce.” 

“i iohi them llatly,” returned fjevy, “that, as Mr. Egerton's 
agent,, 1 Avould allow no proceedings that might vitiate the election; 
but that 1 would undertake the management of these men myself; 
and i am going into the town in order to do so. 1 have also per- 
suaded tli(^ Icmding Cotrmiittee-rncn to reconsider their determination 
to plump Egerton r they have decided to do as L’Estrangc directs . 
and 1 know what ho will sa,y. You may rely on me,” continued 
the Baron, who spoke wdtii a dogged seriousness, unusual to his 
ojiiical temper, “to obtain for you the prcfcrcuc5e over Aiidlcy, if it 
])(‘ in my jjower to do so. JMcaiiwhilc, you should really see Aveucl 
tluis very night ” 

“ J hav(i an appointment witli him at ten (/clock; and, judging by 
Ins sp(‘ech against Egert,oii, 1 cannot doubt of his aid to me, if con- 
vinec^d by his poll-books that ho is not aide* to return both himself 
aud his irnpcriincnt iK'pliow. My speech, ho\v(*vcr sarcastically treated 
by ^Ir. Eairliedd, must at least have (lisi)oscd t he Yellow party to vote 
rather for inc tlian for a determined opponent- like Eg(jrtoii.” 

“ I hope so ; for your speech aud Eairlield's auswor liavc damaged 
you. tcuTibly with the Blues. However, your main liope^ restis on my 
p()W(w to keep tliosc llundifid and Eifty rascals from sjditting. their 
votes on Egert-on, and to induce them, by all means, sliort of bringing 
myself bcforcj a Committee of the House of Commons for positive 
oribewy — which would hurt most seriously my ])r(‘,scnt social position, 
— to give OTIC vote to you. i sludi tell th('.ni, as 1 have told tiic Com- 
mittee, that Egerton is safe, and will pay nothing ; but that you want 
th.c votes, and that 1 — in short., if fln^y can be bought mmi tk'li\ 1 will 
buy them. Aveucl, how ever, can starve you best here ; for, as they an^ 
till Yellows at heart, they make no scimple of hinting that they want 
tw ice as much for voting Blue as they will take for voting Yellow. And 
Aveucl being a to^nsman^ aud knowing their ways, could coutrive to 
gain thenrj, and yet not bribe.” * 

Randal (shaking liis head incredulously). — Not bribe ! 

Levy.— Pooh ! Not bribe so as to be found out. 

Hicrc was a knock at the door. A servant entered and presented 
Mr. Ege.rt,on’s compliments to Bm*on Levy, with a re(iuest that the 
Baron w^ould immediately come to his rooms for a few minutes. 

“Well,” said Levy, when the servant had withdrawn, “I must 
go to Egerton, and the instant I leave him 1 shall repair to the town. 



My NOTEL; OJR» 


400 

PerbaifS I Jiiay pass the there.” So sayiiig, he left Eaiidal,‘an(l 
look his way to Aiidlcy’sapaiimeiit. , 

‘'Lefy”said llie statesman, ahniptly, upon the entrance of tlie 
Earon, *Miave }'Ou betrayed my secret- -my first marriage- to Lord 
L*Estrangc ? ‘ ' 

No, Egcrtoii : on my lionoiir, I liave not betrayed it.” 

“You heard li is 'speech! i3id you not detect a fearful irony 
under his pKuses?— or is it but -but- my conscience?” added tlu‘ 
proud man, through his set teeth. 

“Iteally/^ said Levy, “Lord L’Estrange scfined io me to select 
for his prais('> precisely those points in yonncharactcr which any other 
of your friends would' select for panegyric.” 

“Ay, any other of my friends ! — What friends ? ” muttere,d Egerton, 
gloomily. Then, rousing himself, he added, in a voice that had none 
of its accustomed clear lirmuess of tone, “ Your presence here in this 
house. Levy, surprised me, as I told you at the lirst ; 1 could not. con- 
ceive its necessity. Harley urged you to come ?— he with whom you 
are no favourite 1 You and he both said that yo|^ acquaintance, witli 
Kichard Avcncl would enable you to conciliate his oiiposi tion. 1 cannot 
congratulate you on your success.” 

“ My success remains to be proved. The vehemence of his attack 
to-day may be but a feint to coyer his alliiince to-morrow.” 

Audley went on witliout notice of the interruption. “ Inhere is a 
change in Harley-— tome and to all: a change, perhaps, not poicujitihle 
to others— but I have known him from a boy.” 

“He is occupied for the first time with the practical business of 
lif{'. — 'That would account for a much grealor chan*re than you 
remark.” 

'“Do you SCO him familiarly ?— converse with him often?” 

“No, and only on matters connected with the election. Oecasioji- 
ally, indeed, he consults me as to Kandal Leslie, in whom, as your 
sp(^(ii{il protege, he takes considerable interest.” 

“ That, too, surprises me. Well, 1 am weary of perplexing mysedf. 
— This place is hateful; after to-morrow 1 shall leave it, and breath r 
in peac(‘. You have seen the reports of the canvass ; 1 have had ]io 
heart to inspect them. Is the election as safe as they sav ?” 

“If Avcncl withdraws his nephew, and the votes thus released 
split oir 1.0 you, you arc secure.” 

“ And you think his nephew will be withdrawn ? Poor young man. I 
— defeat at liis age, and with such talents, is liard to bear.” Audic'v 
sighed. » 

“I must leave you now, if you have nothing important to say,” 
said the Baron, rising. “ 1 havp much to do, as i^ie election is yet to 
be won, and— to you the loss of it would be ” 

“ Ruin, 1 know. Well, Levy, it is, on the wliolc, to your advantage 
that I should not lose. There may he more to get from me yet. 
And, judging by the letters I received this morning, my position 
' wlered so safe by the absolute necessity of my party to keep me 
mat the news of my pecuniary difiiciilties will not affect me 
\h as 1 once feared. Never wjis my career so free from obstack 
%.ar towards the highest summit of ambition — ^never, in my 
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■^day of 9 stcntatious magiiificM^nce, as it is now, wlien I am prepared to 
shrink into a lodging, with a single scrvgint.” 

“I am glad to hear it, and 1 am the more anxious to sccurg^your 
(;lc(;tion, upon which this career must depend, becausc-^nay, 1 hardly 

like 1o tell you ” 

“ fSpeak on.” 

‘*'1 luiVe been obliged, by a sudden nish on all my resources, to 
consign some of your bills and promissory notes to another, who, 
if your person should not be protected from arrest by parliamentary 

])rivilege, midit be liarsli, and 

“Traitor!*^’ interrupted |)geiion, fiercely, all the composed con- 
tempt witli w'hieh he usuaEy treated the usurer giving way, “say no 
more. — How could I ever expect ciherwisc ! Yon have foreseen my 
defeat, and have planned my desl-nietion. Presume no reply. Sir, 
liegone froin my presence ! ” 

“You will iind that yon have worse friends than myself,” said the 
Baron, moving to tlic door; “and if you are defeated — if your 
prospects for yf(‘. arc destroyed— I am the last man you will think 
of blaming. But 1 forgive yoiu* auger, and tnist that to-morrow you 
nill receive those cxnlanalioiis of rny conduct which you are now in 
no temper to bear, J go to take care of the election.” 

Left alone, Audlcy’s sudden passion seemed to forsake him. lie 
gathered 1ogeth(;r, in that prompt and logical precision which tJie 
habit of transacting, public business bestows, aD his thoughts, and 
sounded all his fears ; and most vivid of every thought, and most 
Intolerable, of every feur, \\ as the belief tliat the Baron liad betrayed 
him to L’.K.sti*ai)gc. 

“1 cannot liear 11 1 is suspense,” he cried aloud and abruptly. “I 
^vill see Harley myself. Open as he is, the very sound of his voice 
Avill tell nif* at once If I am a bankrupt even of human friendship. 
\iihat friendship be secure -if Harley yet clasp my hand Avith the 
same; (Jordial Avaniith -all oilier loss shall not wring from my fortitude 
one complaint.” 

Ho rang the bell : liis valet, who Avas Availing in the ante-room, 

‘ appeared. 

Go and see if Lord L’Estrange is engaged ; I would speak with 
him.” 

The; servant came back in less tlian two minutes. 

“ I iind tliat my lord is noAV particularly engaged, since he lias 
gii^eii sti-ict orders that he is not to Sc disturbed.” 

“ ]^]iigagod !— on Avhat ? — ^Avlioni Avith ? ” 

“ Tic is in In’s own room, sir, Avith a* clergyman, wlio arrived, and 
dined here to-day. I am told that he was formerly curate of Lansmere.’^ 
“ Lansmerc— cui'aTe ! His name — las name ! Not Dale 
“ Y(;s, sir, tliat is the name— the Reverend Mr. Dale.” 

“Leave me,” said Audlcy, in a faint voice. “Dale ! the man who 
suspected Harley, Avho colled on me in London, spoke of a child — my 
child— and sent me to iind but anoiker grave! He closeted AAuth 
ITarJcy — he ! ” 

^ Audlcy sank back on his chair, and literally gasped for breath. 
FcAv^mon in 11 k; w orld had a mo7*c established reputation for the 
A’OL. ir. • 2 d. 
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coiirag^e that dignifies manhood, whether the phj'sicai courage or tlie 
moral. But at that moment it was not grief, not remorse, that 
paralysed Audley — it was fc&r. Tlie brave man saw before liim, as a 
thin^ visible and menacing, the aspect of his own treachery— that, 
crime of a coward; and into cowardice he was stricken. "What had 
he to dread ? Notliing save the accusing face of an injured friend- 
nothing but that. And what more terrible ? Tlie only being, amidst 
aH his pomp of partisans, who survived to love him— the oxily being 
for whom the cold statesman felt the happy, living, human tenderness 
of private affection, lost to him for ever. He covered his face with 
botli hands, and sat in suspense oi something Wful, as a child sits in 
the dark — the drops on his brow, and his'^franic trembling.. 


CHAPTEU XXVin. 

Meanwhile, Harley had listened to Mr. Dale's^ vindication of 
Leonard with cold attention. 

" Enough,” said ho, at the close. “ Mr. Eairficld Ifor so we will yet 
ojdl him) shall sec me to-night ; and if apology be due to him, 1 will 
m^e it. At the same tiriie, it sliall be decided whether he continue 
tins contest or retire. And now. Mr. Dale, it was not to hear how 
tliis young man wooed, or shrunk, from wooing, my allianced bride, 
that 1 avtuled myself of your promise to visit me, at this house. We 
agreed tliat the seducer of Nora Aveuel deserved chastisement, and 1 
promised that Nora Avcnel’s son should find a fathtu-. Both these 
assurances shall be fulfilled to-inorrow. And you, sir,” ('outiuucd 
Harley, lising, his whole form gradually (uilarged by the dignity of 
passion, “ who u ear the garb appropriated to the holiest oilico of 
Christian charity — yon have presumed to tliink that, before the bcai'd 
had darkened my cheek. 1 could fii’st bcti’ay the girl who had been 
reared under this roof, then abandon her- -sneak like a dastard from 
the place m which my victim came to die— leave my own son, by the 
woman thus wronged, witiiout thought or cart*., through the periL'/us 
years of tempted youth, till I found him, by eiiimcc, an outcast hi a 
desert more dreau than llagaris — you, sir, who iiave I’or long years 
thus judged of me, shall have the occasion to direct your holy aiig( ;• 
towards the rightful head; and ih me, yon who have condemned iho 
culprit, shall K^spect the judge !” 

Mr. ihilo was at first stai-tleJ, and almost awed, by this unexpected 
burst. Bui, accustomed to deal with tlic sternest and the darkest 
passions, his calm sense and fils habit of aiithohty over lliose whoso 
souls were bared to him, nobly recovered Irom their surprise. “ My 
lord,” said he^ “first, with humility 1 bow to your rebuke, and entreat 
your pardon lor my erring; and, as yon say, my nncliaritable opiuious. 
VVe, dwellers in a village, and ob^aire jiastors of a inirnblc flock— avi*, 
mercjiLlly removed from temptation, are too apt, perha])s, to exagge- 
rate its oower over tliose whose lots arc cast in that grcfit world 
which has :0 many gai.es ever open to cvh. TJ^is is my sole excuse 
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if i was misled by what appertred to me strong circumstantial evidence. 
But (brgivti me again i^i wani you net to fall into an error perhaps 
little lighter than my own. Your passion, when you cleared .nmrself 
from rtjproach, bccaiiM? you. But ah ! my lord, when with that stern 
brow and those flashing eyes, you launched your menace upon another 
over whom you would constitute yourself the judge, forgetful of the 
divine precept^ ‘Judge not, 1 felt that 1 was listening no longer 
to honest seH-vindication- l felt that I was listening to fierce 
revenge.” 

“ it revenge, ct* what you will ” said Harley, with sullen firm- 
ness. “ But I Inive h(‘cn itung too tteeply not to sting. Brank with 
all, till the last l‘('w cla^ s, 1 have c\^r been. Prank to you, at least, 
even now, tins rnuch 1 tell you; I pretend to no virtue in what I still 
hold 1o be justice ; but no doclamatious nor homilies tending to prove 
that jnsticc is sinful, will move iny resolves. As man 1 have been 
outrag(!d, and as man 1 will retaliate. The way and the mode — the 
true criminal and his fitting sentence— you will soon learn, sir. I 
have much to5lo to-uight : forgive me if 1 adjourn for the present all 
iurther conference.” 

“ No, no ; do not dismiss me. Tlierc is something, in spite of your 
i)rescnt language, which so commands my interest, I see that there 
has been so much sufiering where there is now so much wi*ath, that I 
would save you from the sulieriug worse than all — remorse. O pause, 
rny dear lord, pause and answer me but two questions ; then 1 will 
leav(i your after course to yourself.” 

“ Say on, sir,” said Lord L’Estrange^ touched, and with n'-spect. 

“ Pirst, then, analysts your own feelings. Is tlxis anger merely to 
punish an offender luid to right the living for who can pretend to 
light the dejid r Or is Ihcre not some jnivate hate that stirs, and 
animates, and confuses all?” 

-Harley remained silent. Mr. Bale renenved. 

You loved this poor girl. Your language even now reveals it. 
Yon speak of treachery : perhaps you had a rival who deceived you ; 
i know n<*)t— guess not, who. But if you would strike the rival, must 
you not wound the mtiocent son? And, in presenting Nora*s child 
to his failim', as you pledge yourself to do, can you mean some cruel 
mo(;k(;ry that, under seeming kindness, implies some imiiatural 
veiigeanee?” 

You rcail well the heart of man,” said Harley; “and I have 
owned to you that 1 am but man. Pass on; you have another 
question.” ^ • 

“ A:^d one more solemn and important. In my world of a village, 
reve^’e is a common passion; it is the sin of the iininstructed. The 
%av^e deems it noble ; but Christ’s religion, which is th&feblimo 
Civiiiscr, cm pha^aeally •condemns it. Why? Because reUgfSti ever 
seeks to fcimobiemali ; a»d nothing so debases him as revenge. IjooIc 
iiito your qwp^ Heart, aiiTl tell me whether^ since you have cherished 
this piissiom you have not felt all sense of right and wrong confused — 
iiav(' not felt tWtt whatever would before have seemed to you mean 
and base, appe^,rs now but just means to your boated end. HeToiige 
is (U f'r a hypoctitc -rage, at least, strikes \7ith the naked ; but 
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levenge, stealthy and patient, conceals the weapon of the assassin. 
My lord, yonr colour changcHs. What is ya’ir answer to mj (iues- 
tioii?*^ 

“Oh/* exclaimed Harlej^ with a voice thrilling in its moiinifiL 
anguish, it is not since I have cherislied the revenge tliat I am 
changed— that right and wrong grow dark to me — that li}'pocrisy 
seems the atmosphere fit for earth. No; it is since the discover}’ 
that demands the vengeance. It is useless, sir,” he continued, im])c- 
tuously — “useless to argue with me. 'Were I io sit down patient 
and impotent, under tlic sense of the wi-ong which I have received, i 
should feel, indeed, that debasement which you ascribe to the gratifi- 
cation of what you terra revenge. 1 should never regain the self- 
esteem which the sentiment of power now restores to me— I sliouhl 
feel as if the whole world conld perceive and jeer at my meek liumili- 
ation. I know not why I liavc said so much— why 1 liavc betrayed 
to you so much of my secret mind, and stooped to vindicate my pur- 
pose. I ilever meant it. Again 1 say, we must close this confer- 
ence.” Harley here walked to the door, and opened it significantly. 

“ One word more, Lord L’Estrangc — hut one. You will not hear 
me. 1 am a comparative stranger,"hut you have a friend, a friend 
dear and intimate, now under the sanm roof. Will you consent, at 
least, to take counsel of Mr. Audlcy Egerton? None can doubt his 
friendship for you ; none can doubt, that whatever lie advises will be 
that whicli best becomes your honour. Wliat, my lord, you licsitatc ?— ■ 
you feel ashamed to confide to your dearest friend a purpose which his 
mind would condemn ? Then I will seek him— 1 will implore him to 
save you from what can but entail repentance.” 

“Mr. Dale, J must forbid you to see Mr. Egerton. What la is 
passed between us ought to he as sacred to you as a priest of llouu; 
Bolds confession. This much, liowcvcr, I will say to content you i 
promise that I will do nothing that shall render me unworthy of Mr. 
Audley Egciioii’s friendship, or wliich his line sense of honoui' shall 
justify him in blaming. Ijct that satisfy you.” 

“ Ah, my lord,” cried Mr. Dale, pausing irresolute at the doo^ay, 
and seizing Harhiy’s hand, “1 should, indeed, be satisfic'd if y/:\^ 
would submit yourscK to higher counsel than mine— lliaii Mr. Egcr- 
ton’s— than man’s. Have you never felt the efiicacy of prayer ? ” 

“ My life has been wasted,” replied Harley, “ and I dare not, there- 
fore, boast that 1 have found prsryer efficacious. Hut, so far back e.s 
J can remember, it has at least been my habit Io pray to Heaven, 
night and morning, until, at least — ^until ” The natural and obsti- 
nate candoui* of the man forced out the last words, which implied 
reservation. He stopped short. 

“ IJntil you have cherished revenge ? You liave not dared Io pray 
since ? Oh ! reflect what evil there is withiii us, when we dai-c not 
come before Heaven — dare not pray for what we wish. You arc 
moved — I leave you to your own tlioughts.”- 

Harley inclined his head, and the Parson passed him by, and left 
iiim alone — startled indeed ; but was he softened ? 

As ivlr. Dale hurried along the eomdor, much agitated^ ‘Violanie 
stole from a recess forn'.ed by a large bay-wdiidow, and, linking lier 
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arm in his. said anxiously, but timidly : "I have been waiting for yon- 
dciir Mr. .Dale ; and so long ! You have been with Lord L’Estrange ? ” 
"Weil.*’ • ^ 

Why do you not ^cak ? You have left bun comforted — happier?*' 

“Ilai)pier! No.” 

VVhat ! ” said Violante, with a look of surprise, and a sadness not 
u mixed wilb petulance in her quick tone. ‘‘What ! does he then so 
-rieve that Helen inefers another?” 

Despite the grave emotions that disturbed bis mind, Mr. Dale was 
slnick hv Yiolante’s*question, aqd the voice in which it wfis said. 
He loved her tenderly. ^ Child, cliild,” said he, “ 1 am glad that 
Helen has es(japed Lord L*Estrange. Beware, oil beware 1 how he 
excite any gentler interest in ywirself. He is a dangerous man — 
inore dangenons for gliinnscs of a line original nature. He may 
well move llic licart of the inuocent and inexperienced, for he has 
strangely crept into mine. But /lis heart is swollen with pride, mid 
ire, and imdiee.” 

“ You mistiko : it is false I ” cried Yiolautc', impetuously. “ 1 can- 
not believe one word tliat would asperse him wiio lias saved my father 
from a prison, or from death. You have not treated him gently, lie 
fancies lie has hcen wo-onged by Leonard— received ingratitude from 
Helen. He has felt the sting in proportion to his own snscoptibie 
and generous heart, and you luu'c chided where .u>u should have 
soollicid. Poor Lord .L' Estrange ! And you have left him still in- 
dignant and uidiapiiv I ” 

“Eoolish girl! J have h;ft him meditutinj; sin; J have left him 
afraid to pray; J have left him on the brink of some design—;! kiiow^ 
not what— hut which involves more than Leonard in projects .of 
re\ eiige ; 1 have loft him so, that if liis lieart be really susceptible 
mul generous, lie will wake from wrath to be the victim of long and 
niiavailiiig remorse. If your father has influence oyer him, tell Dr. 
liieeabocca what I say, and bid him .seek, and hi his tiun save, the 
man who saved liiinsclf. He has not lishuictl to religion— he may be 
more docile to philosophy. 1. cannot .stay here longer— I must go to 
fjconard.** . 

Mr. Dale broke from Yiohuitc, and burried down ilie corridor: 
\'iolante st ood on the same spot-, stuimcd and hroathless. Harley on 
tin; brink of some stiange sin — Harley to wake the victim of remorse 
- - Ilarlcy to be saved, as he had savpd her father ! Her breast heaved 
— her colour went and eainc— her eyes were raised— her lips mur- 
mured. She advjuiced with .soft foot^^teps up the corridor— she saw 
the lights gleaming from Hailey’s room, and suddenly they were 
darkened, lus the impate of the room shut to the door, with angry anil 
impatient hand. 

iku outward act oft , 011 betmys the inward mind. As Harley haii 
flius closed the door, so liad he sought to shut ids lieart from the 
intmsion of softer and Mier thoughts. He had turacd to his hearth- 
stone, and stood on it, resolved mid hardened. The man wlio had 
loved with such pertinacious fidelity for so many years, could not at 
once part with hate. A passion once admitted to his breast, clung to 
it wdtu SI' vh rooted force I But woe, woe to thee, Harley L'Estraugev* 
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if to-morrow at tliis hour thou stand at the heaiihstone, thy designs 
accouiplishcd, knowing: that, iathe fulfilment. of thy blind will, lliou 
hast nffet falsehood with falsehood, and deception with deceit ! What 
though those designs now seem so consummiite, so just, so a.ppro- 
priate, so exquisite a revenge — seem to thee the sole revenge wit can 
plan, and civilised life allow~wilt thou ever wash from tfy memory 
the stain that will sully thine honour ? Thou, too, professing friend- 
ship still, and masking perfidy under smiles ! Grant that the wrong 
be great as thou deem it — be ten times neater — the sense of tiiy 
meanness, 0 gentleman and soldier, will bring tlie liiusli to tliy 
cheek in the depth of thy solitude. Thoiq who now tliinkest others 
unworthy a trustM love, wilt feel thyself for ever unworthy theirs. 
Thy seclusion wdl know not repose. The dignity of man will forsake 
thee. Thy proud eye will quail from the gaze. Thy step wlU no 
longer spurn tlie eaHh that it treads on. He who has once done a 
base thing is never again wholly reconciled to honour, .tknd woe — 
thrice woe, if thou le^ini too late that thou hast exaggerated th> 
fancied wrong : that there is excuse, where thou secst mne ; that thy 
friend may have erred, but that his error is venial compared to thy 
fancied retribution ! 

Thus, however, in the superb elation of conscious po\u;r, iiiough 
lavished on a miserable object — a terrible exmnplc of wliat changes 
one evil and liateful thought, cherished to the exclusion of all others, 
can make in the noblest nature — ^stood, on the hearth of his fat tiers, 
and on the abyss of a sorrow and a shame from which there could he 
no recall, the determined and scornful man. 

A liand is on fhe door— ;he does not hear it ; a form passes the 
threshold — he does not see it; a light step pauses ~a soft eye gazes. 
Deaf and blind still to both. 

'Violaiite came on, gathering courage, and stood at the hearth, by 
his side. 


CHAPTER XXTX. 

“ Loiin I/Estrange — noble friend ! ” 

“ You ! —and here — ^Violante ? Is it 1 whom you sock ? Eor wtiat ? 
Good heavens ! what has happened ? Why are you so pale ? — why 
tremble P” 

“Have you forgiven Helen?” asked Violan^e, beginning with 
evasive question, and her cheek was pale no more. 

“’Helen— the poor child ! I have nothing in her to forgive, much 
to thank her for. She has been frank and honest.” 

“ And Leonard— whom I remember in my childhood — ^you have 
forgiven him ? ” 

“ Fair mediator,” said Harley, smiling, though coldly, “happy is 
the man who deceives anotlicr; all plead for him. And if the man 
.deceived carxuot forgive, no one will sjuapathisc or excuse.’^ 
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“ But. Leonard did not deceive you 
Yes, from the lirst.* It is a long and not to be told to you. 
But I cainif)t forgive hiin.” * 

“ Adieu ! my Lord? Helen must, then, still be very dear to you !” 
Vioknte turned away. Her emotion was so artless, her very anger so 
eharnimg, that the love, against whieh, in the prevalence of his later 
and dai’ker passions, he had so sternly struggled, rushed back upon 
Harley’s breast'- but it crime only in storm. 

“ Stay, but talk not of Helen ! ” he exclaimed. “ Ah ! if Leonard’s 
sole offence had bceufwhat yon appear to deem it, do you think I 
could fiicl resentment ? Na *, I should have gratefully hailed the hand 
• hat severed a rash and ungenial tui. 1 would have given my ward to 
her lover with such a dower as it suits my wealth to bestow. But his 
ofl'ence dates from his very birth. To bless and to enrich the son of a 
mail who — Viohuit(^, listen to me. We may soon part, and for ever, 
()th(!rs may misconstrue my actions ; you, at least, shall know firoir 
what just principle they spring. There was a man whom I single' 
out of the woM as moi-e than a brotlier. Jn tlie romance of my boy 
fy)od I saw one who dazzled my fancy, captivated ray heart. It was a 
ur(',am of Beauty lircathed into waking life. 1 loved — believed my- 
.self belovcid. 1 coulided all my heart to this friend— this more than 
brotlier ; lie undertook to belriciid and to aid my suit. On that very 
pretext he lirst saw this ill-fated girl;— saw — betrayed— destroyed 
her ;“-left me ignorant tliat licr love, which 1 had thought mine, had 
been lavished so wildly on another ;-“lert nic to believe that my own 
suit she had fled, but in generous self-saerilice — for she was poor and 
luimbly bom t liat — oh, vain idiot that I was !— the self-sacrifice had 
been too strong for a young humau ho'art,^ whicli had broken in the 
stniggl® left me to corrode my spring of life in remorse clasped 
my hand in mocking comfort :— smiled at my tears of agony — not one 
tear luiiiself for his own poor victim ! And suddenly, not long since, 
1 learned all this. And, in ilic fallicr of Leonard Bairfield, you behold 
the man who has poisoned all the wi^li-spring of joy to me. You 
weep ! 0, Violante ! — the Bast ho has blighted and embittered — that 
i tKiuld forgive ; but the Buturc is blasted too. Bor, just ere this 
treason Was I’cvcaled to me, i had begun to awake from 1 lie toipor of 
my dreary penance, to look with fortitude towards tlie duties i had 
slighted — to own that tlie pilgrimage before me wjis not barren. And 
then, oh tlum, 1 felt that all love Was not buried in a grave. I felt 
that you, iuid fate so griuited, might have been all to my manhood 
whicli youth only saw tlirough the delflsionof its golden mists. True, 
j was then liouud to Helen; true, that, honour to lier might forbid me 
all hope. But still, • even to know t^at my heart was not all ashes — 
that 1 could love again— that that glorious power and privilege of our 
iDciiig was srill mine, seemed to me so iicavenly sweet. But then this 
revelation of falsehood burst on me, and all truth seemed blotted IVom 
the universe. 1 am frc(Td from H^den ; ah, freed, forsooth— because 
not cvi'U raiilc and wealth, and benefits and confiding tenderness, could 
bind to me one Immau heart! Free from her; but betw'ceu me smd 
your fresh nature stand Suspicion as an Upas tree. !Not a hone that 
wnuKI pass tlirough the tainted air, and fly to you. but fails dead 
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under the dismal boughs. I love! Ha, ha! I—/, whoiu the past 
has taught the impossibility to be loved Ko : if those sofi 

lips iifarnmrcd ‘ Yes’ to the burning prayer that, had I been free but 
'^Avo shoi-t weeks ago, woultl have rushed ton 1,lie frank deeps of 
my heart, I shbnld but imagine that you deceived youiself— a girl’s 
lirst ilectiiig delusive fancyr-nothiiig more! Were you mf bride, 
'Violaute, I should but debase your bright nature by my own curse of 
distnist. At each word of teudemesa. my heart would say ‘ How 
long will ihis hist ?— when will the dcci^ption come?’ Your beauty, 
your gifts, would bring me but jealous turror^ eternally 1 should flv 
from the Present to the Puture, and say, ‘ These hairs will be gro\ , 
while flattering yoi^tli will surround her iii the zenith of her cliarms.’ 
Why then do I hate and curse hiy foe? Why do I resolve ii])oi'. 
revenge ? I comprehend it now. 1 knew that there was sometiuiig 
more imperious than the ghost of the Past that urged me on. Gazing 
on you, 1 feel that it was the dim sense of a mighty and priceless loss ; 
it is not the dead Nora -it is the living Violaute. Look not at nu^ 
with tliose reproachful eyes; they (*annot reverse my*i}urposc; they 
cannot banish sus})icion Ironi my sickened soul ; they cannot create a 
^ sunshine in the midst of this ghastly twilight. Go, go ; leave me to 
the sole joy that bequeathes no disappointment— tae solo feeling that 
unites me to social man ; leave me to ray riwcngc.” 

“Hevenge! Oh, cruel!” exclaimed Violaute, laying licr hand 
on his ann. “And in revenge, it is your own life that you would 
risk!” 

“My life, simple child! This is no contest of life against life. 
Could I bare to all the world my ^yrougs for their ribald laughter, 1 
should only give to my foe the triumph to pity my frenzy— 1() shun 
the contest ; or grant it, if I coidd iiud a second— and then Im; in th(‘ 
air. And all the world would say, ‘Generous Egerton !— soul of 
honour!’” 

“Egerton, Mr. Egerton ! lie cannot be this foe? It is not on 
him yon can design revenge ?— you who spend all your hours in serving 
his cause— you to whoni hf) trusts so fondly— you who leant yesterday 
on his shoulder, and smiled so cheeringly in his face ?” . 

“ Did I ? Hypocrisy against hypocrisy- snare against SL.*rc ; 
is my revenge ! ” 

‘ Harley, Harley ! Cease, cease !” 

The storm of passion rushed qncun heeding. 

“ I seem to promote his ambition, Imt to crush it into the mire. I 
have delivered him from the gentler gripe of an, usurer, so that ho 
shall hold at my option alms or a prison ” 

“ Eriend, friend ! Hush, hush ! ” 

“ 1 have made the youth he hhs reared and fostered into tr(‘aeliery 
like his own (your father’s pireoious choice— llandal Leslie), mine 
instrument in the galling lesson how ingratitude can sting. His very 
son shall avenge the mother, and be led to liisflathcr’s breast as victor, 
with llandal Leslie, in the contest that deprives sii’e and bcnefector 
of all that makes life aear to ambitious egotism. And if, in the breast 
of Audley Egerton, there can yet lurk ouc memory of what I was to 
uim and to truth, not liis least punishment will be the sense that 
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Ins own perMy has so changed the man whose very scorn of falseliood 
has tanglit liim to find in fraud itself ^lic power of retribution.” 

“If tins be not a tenriblc dream!” murmured Violantc, if coiling, 
“ it is not your foe <Aoue that you w'ill deprive of all that makes life 
dear. Act thus— and what, in the future^ is left to me ?” 

“ T# you P Oh, never fear. 1 may give Randal Leslie a triumph 
over his patron, but in the smne hour I will unmask his villariy, and 
sweep liim for ever from your path. What inTho future is left to 
you P™your birthright and your native land ; hope, joy, love, felicity. 
Could it bo possible^ that in the soft hut sunny fancy which plays 
round the heart of maidcft youth, but still seu^s no warmth into its 
deeps -• could it be possible that you had honoured me with a gentler 
thought, it will pass away, and * ou will be the pride and delight of 
one pf your own years, to whom the vist-a of Time is haunted by no 
chilling spectres “ one who tjaii look ui)on that lovely face, and not 
{ urn away to mutter— '’J’oo fair, too fair for me 1’ ” 

“Oh agony !” exclaimed Violaute, with sudden passion. “In my 
turn hear mi If, as you promise, I am released from the dreadful 
i.hought that he, at whose touch I shudder, can claim this hand, my 
etioiee is iiTCvocably made. The altars which await me will not be 
t hose of a human l()ve. But oh, 1 implore you - by aU the memories 
nf your own life, hitherto, if sorrowful, uiisiillicd - by the generous 
interest you yet profess for me, whom you will have twice saved from 
;i danger to which death were mercy— leave, oh leave to me the right 
to ]’f;garf1 your image as I have done from the lirstdawnof childhood. 
Tjoave, me the right to honour and revere it. Let not an act accom- 
panied with a meanness— oh that I should say the word!— a mean- 
ness and a cruelty that give the lie to your whole lifc- niake^ even a 
grat(iful remembrance of you an unworthy siii. When 1 kneel wdthiu 
the walls that divide me from the world, oh let me tliink that 1 can 
pray for you as the noblest b(;iiig that the world cont aius ! Hear me ! 
hoar me !” 

“Violantc!” murmured Harley, his whose frame heaving wdth 
('motion, “ bear with me. Ho not ask of me the sacrifice of what 
saems to me the cause of mauhood itself— to sit down, meek and 
patient^nder a wrong that dcihases me, with the consciousness that 
:dl my life 1 have becii the mismuble dupe to aftcctioiis I deemed so 
liouest— to regrets that I belic\o(l so holy. All ! 1 should feel more 
mean in my pardon than you can4.1iiiik me in revenge ! Were it an 
acknowledged enemy, 1 could open my arms to him at your bidding ; 
but the peihdious friend !— ask it not.* My cheek burns at the t hought, 
as at the stain of a blow, (live nie but to-morrow— -one day — I 
demand no morc-*-whollv to mvself and to the past, and mould me 
for the future as you wHl. Pardon, * pardon the ungenerous thoughts 
that extended distrust to you. I retract them; they are gone— 
dispelled before those touching weirds, those ingenuous eyes. At 
3 'oiir feet, yiolantc, I •repent an^l implore ! lour father himself 
ahal! banish your sordid suitor, before this hour to-morrow you will 
be free. Oh then, then ! will you not give me this hand to guide mo 
again into the paradise of my youth ? Violante, it is in vain to wrestle 
wiHi mysclL-to doubt— to reason— to be wisely fearful— 1 love. 
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I love you. 1 trust aguiii in virtue and faith. I place my fate in yom 
keeping^” “ ” 

atximes Yiolaute may appear to have ventoed beyond the limit 
of strict maiden basMulness, much may be ascribed to her habitual 
caiidoui-, her solitary rearing, and remoteness from the world—the 
very innocence of her soul, and the warmth of heai t which Italy jrives 
its daughters. Hut now that sublimity of thought and pur^jose wliich 
pervaded her nature, and required only cireunistances 1o develop, 
made her superior to idl the promptings ol' Jove Dreams 

realised which sin*, had scarcely dafed to own— Harley free — HaHey 
at her feet all the woman struggling at *lier Iteiirt^ mantling in her 
blushes, — still stronger than love—st^ongerthan th(3 joy of being loved 
again— vras the heroic will— will to save him— wlio in all else ruled 
her existence — from the eternal degradation to which passion had 
blinded his own confused and warring spirit. 

Leaving one hand in his iinnassioncd clasp, as he still knelt before 
her, she raised on high the other, “Ah!” she said, scarce audibly- - 
"‘all! if Heaven vouchsafe me the proud and blissful privilege to be 
allied to your fate, to minister to yom* haj)muess, never miould 1 
know one fear of your distnist. No time, no change, no sorrow — not 
even the loss of your ailV'ction— could make me forfeit the right to 
remember that you had once coulidc^d to me a heart so noble. But ” 
— here her voice rose in its tone, and the glow tied from her cheek— 
“ But, 0 Thou the Ever IVesent, hear and recedve the solemn vow. 
It' to me he refuse to sacrihcc the shi that would debase liim, that sin 
be the barrier between us evermore. And may my liib, devoted t.o 
Thy service, atone for the hour in which he belied the nature lui 
received from Thee. H arlcy, release me ! 1 have sjiektm : linn as 
yourself, I leave the choi(*c to you.” 

“You judge me harshly,” said Harley, rising, wdtli sullen anger. 
“ But at least I have not ihc? meanness to sell wtiat I hold as justice, 
though the bribe may include my last hope of happiness.” 

“ Meaimess ! Oh unhappy, beloved Harley I” exclaimed Yiolante. 
with such a gush of cx(iuisite r(3pi*oaehful tcndenicss, that it thrillca 
him as the voice of the parting guardian angel. “MeaimcsvjL But 
it is that from wliich 1 implore you to save yourself. You cannot 
judge, you cannot see. You arc dark, dark. I^ost Christian that you 
what worse than heathen darkness to feign the friendship the 
better to betray— to punish falseho6’d by becoming yourself so false — 
to accept the confidence even of your bitterest foe, and then to sink 
below his own level iu deceit r*’ And oh— worse, worse than all— to 
threaten that a son — son of tJic woman you professed to love — should 
swell your vengeance against a fatlicr. No ! it was not you that said 
this— it was the Piend !” 

“Enough!” t;5 claimed Tlrirley, startled, conscience-stricken, and 
rushing into resentment, iu order to cscap(i the sense of shame. 
“ Enough! you insult the man you yrofessed to honour.” 

“ I honoui’ed tiie prototype of gcnilenoss and valour. I honoured 
one who seemed to me to ciotlie wdtb life every grand and generous 
image that is born from the souls of poets. Destroy that ideal, and 
vou destroy tlie IJ arlcy whom I ^honoured. He is dead to me ffu 
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ever. ^ I will mourn for him as liis widow — faithful to Ms memory — 
weeping? over the thouprfit of what he was.” Sobs clioked her voice ; 
but as Harley, once more melted, sprang forwai*d to r(^gam \ t^x side, 
she escaped with a ^et ciuickcr movement, gaiued the door, and 
darling down the coiTidor, vanished from his sight. 

Hai'ley stood still one moment, thoroughly irresolute — nay, almost 
subdued. Then sternness, though less rigid than before, gradually 
enme to Ms brow. The demon had still its hold in the stubwm and 
marvellous pertinacity with wMch the man clung to all that once 
struck root tit his heaf t. With a isuddcii impulse, that still withheld 
(iecisioii, yot spoke of soit-shaken purpose, he strode to Ms desk, 
drew from it Nora’s maiiuscrii)t, and parsed from his room. 

Harley had meant never to have r( wealed to Audley the secret he 
bad gained, until the moment when revenge was consummated. He 
(lad contemplated no vtiin reproach. His wrath would have spoken 
Jbrtli ill dt?eas, and then a word would have sufficed as the key to all. 
Willing, pcrha])s, to hail some extenuation of perfidy, though the 
])ossibility of* such extenuation he had never before admitted, he 
determined on the interview which iie had Milicrto so obstinately 
shunned, and went straight to the room in which Audley Egerton 
still sat solitary and fcarfid. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

Egeiiton heard the well-known step advancing near and nearer up 
fhe corridor — heard the door open and recluse — and he felt, by one of 
those strange and unaccountable instincts which we call forebodings 
that the hour he had dreaded for so many secret years had come at 
last. He nerved his courage, withdrew his hancis from his face, 
and rose in silence. No less silent, Harley stood before him. 
Tlie two men gazed on each oth(‘r; you might have lieard their 
i)reathii*^ 

“ You bavii seen Mr. Dale ? ” said Egerton, at length. “ You 
know ” ♦ 

“ All ! ” said Harley, completinj»'the arrested sentence. 

Andley drew a long sigh, “lie it so; but no, Harley,' you de- 
ceive yourself; you cannot know all, from any one living, save 
myself.” 

“ My knowledge«comcs from fhe dead,” answered Harley, and the 
fatal iiicnioir dropped ^froni his hana upon the table. The leaves fell 
witJi a dull, lov/ sound, *,mouruful and faint as miglit be tiie tread of a 
ghost., if the tread gave sound. They fell, those still confessions of an 
obscure, iinciomprehendfid life, amj^lst letters and documents clofiuent 
of tlic strife that was then agitating millions, the fleeting, turbulent 
fears niicl hopes that t.ortufc prwtics and perplex a nation ; the stormy 
busiiKJSs of ’pract ical iniblic life, so remote from individual love and 
bidividual soitow. 
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Efferiori’s eye saw tlicm fall. The room was but partially lighted. 
At the distance where he stood, he did not recognise the characters, 
l)ut iim^luntarily he shivercMi, and involuntarily drew near. 

“ Hold yet awhile,” said Harley. I prodne^j iny charge, and then 
I leave you to dispute the only witness that I bring. Aiidlcy Egtirton, 
vou took from me the gravest trust one man can confide to a^iother. 
xou Imew how I loved Leonora Avenel. I was forbidden to sec and 
urge my suit ; you had the access to her presence which was denied 
to myself. 1 prayed you to remove scruples tljat i deemed too 
generous, and to woo her, not to dichonour, but^to be my wile. Was 
it so ? Answer.” ^ • 

It is true ” said Audley, bis baud clenched at liis heart. 

“ You saw her whom 1 thus loVod — her thus confided to your 
honour. You wooed her for vourself. Is it so ? ” 

Harley, I deny it not. Cease here. I accept the penalty I 
.resign your frienaship; — I quit your roof;— I submit to your con 
tempt ; — 1 dai'c not implore your pardon. Cease ; Jet me go hcncc, 
and soon ! ” — The strong man gasped for breath. 

Harley looked at liim stedhistly, then turned away his eyes, and 
went on. “ Nay,” said lie, “ is that AlLL ? You wooed her for your- 
self — you won her. Ac’count to me for that life wliicli you wrenched 
from mine. You are silent, i will lake on myself your task; yon 
took that life and destroyed it.” 

“ Spare me, spare me ! ” 

“ What was the fate of her who seemed so fresh from heaven when 
these eyes beheld her last ? A broken heart— a dishonoured name— • 
an early doom— a forgotten gravestone.” 

No, no — ^forgotten— no !” 

“ Not forgotten ! Scarce a year passed, and you were miuTicd to 
another. I aided you to form tliose nuptials wliich secured your for- 
tunes. You have had rank, and power, and fame. Peers call you the 
type of English gentlemen. Priests hold you as a model oT Christian 
honour. Strip the mask, Audley Egerion ; let the world kiioAv you 
for what you arc ! ” 

Eger1;on raised his head, and folded his arms calmly; but he ssjid, 
with a melancholy humility — “ 1 bear all from you ; it is Say 

on.” 

“ Y"ou took from me the heart of Nora Areucl. You abandoned 
her — you destroyed. And her iMCinory cast no shadow oven- your 
daily sunshine: while over mv thoughts— over my life— oh, Egortoh 
— ^Audley, Auciley— how could ‘you have deceived me thus!” Here 
the inherent tenderness under all this hate— the fount imbedded 
under the hardening stone— broke out. Harley was ashamed of his 
weakness^ and huiTied on. * 

“ Deceived— not for an hour, a day, but through blighted youth, 
through listless manhood— you suffered me to nurse the remorse lhat 
should have been your own; — her lilc slaiii,'mine wasted; and shall 
neither of us have revenge ?” “ 

“ Revenge ! Ah, Harley, you have had it !” 

“ No, but I await it ! Not in vain from the charnel have come to 
me the records I produce. And whoni did fate select to discx)ver the 
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wrongs of ihc luotlier P—whom appoint as her avenger ? Your son— 
your own sou ; youi* ataidoiied, nameless son!” 

‘'Sou — son!” 

“ Wlioin 1 deliveij^d from famine, or from worse ; and who, in 
return, htis mven into iw liands the evidence which proclaims in you 
ilic perjured friend of Harley L’Estrange, and the fraudulent seducer, 
under mock marriage forms- worse -than all franker sin — of Leonora 
Avencl.” 

“It is false —false I” exclaimed Egerton, all his stateliness and all 
his energy rcistorcd tc^him. “ I fyrbid you to speak thus to me. I 
forbid yon by one word to jiully ihe memor|y of my lawful wife.” 

“All!” sfiid Harley, startled, “Ah! false! prove that^ and re- 
venge is over I Thank Heaven !'* 

“ Prove it ! What so easy ? And wlierefore have I delayed the 
proof— wherefore concealed, but from tenderness to you — dread, too 
— a selfish but human dread —to lose in you the sole esteem that I 
covet the only mourner who would have shed one tear oyer the 
stone inscribe*! with some lying epitaph, in which it will suit a party 
purpose to proclaim the gratitude of a nation. Vain hope ! 1 resign 
it ! But you spoke of a son. Alas, alas ! you are again deceived. 1 
iieard, that I had a son— years, long years ago. 1 sought him^ and 
found a graven But bless you, Ilarlcy, if you suocjourecl one whom 
>;ou even crringly suspect to be- Leonora’s child!” He stretched 
forth his liaueis as he spe)ke. 

“ Of your sou we will speak later,” said Harley, strangely softened, 
“ But bejfeirc 1 say more of him, led. me ask you to exiilaiu — let me 
hope that you can extenuate what ” 

“ You arc right,” internipte^d Egerl em wit h eager quickness. “ You 
would know from my own lips at last the plain tale of m\' own offence 
ligainst you. It is enic te) Imth. .Patiently hear me out.” 

'riienEgertoutold all ; his own love for Nora-diis struggles airainst 
what he felt as treason to his friend — ^liis sudden discovery of j^^ora’s 
love. for him; — on that disexwerv, the overthrow of all his resolu- 
tions; their secret niarriage — their separation; Kora’s flight, to 
wliieh Audley still assigned but her groundless vagina suspicicMi that 
•; huir ivyu^ials Jiad not ])een legal, and her impatience of bis own 
delay in acknoAvJcdgiug tiic rit('. 

Jlis listener interrupi/ed him here with a few; qucslious; the clear 
Mid ))roni])t replies to which eualfled Hitiicy to detect licvy’s plau- 
sible perversion of the facts ; ancl lie vaguely guessed tlie pause of 
the usurer’s falsehood, in tJic criminal passion which the ill-fated 
bi'ide had inspired. 

“ Egerton,” sui(i Harley, stifling with an effort his own wrath 
against the vile dccciviu- both of wife and husband, “ if, on reading 
those papers, you find that Leonora had more excuse for her siis- 
])icions fuid flight than Vou noTiv deem, and discover pei-fldy in one to 
whom you trusted your •secret, leave his imnisliment to Heaven. All 
that you say ronvinccs me inor« and more that we cannot even 
see through the eloul, much less guide the thunderbolt. But 
proceed.” 

Audley looked surprised and startled, and his eye turned wistfully 
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towards the papers ; but after a short pause he cjontiniicd his recital. 
He came to Nora’s unexpected return to her father’s house--^hrr 
death-^his conquest of his own grief, that he iiiiglit spare Harley 
the abrupt shock of learning her decease. He had torn liimself 
from the dead, in remorseful symnathv with the living, lie 
spoke of Harlev’s illness, so nearly fatal — repeated llarley’s 
jealous words, “ that he woiild rid^her mourn Nora’s dciath, tlfan take 
comfort from the thought that she had loved another.” He spoke of 
his journey to the village where Mr. Dale had told him Nora’s child 
was placed-^" and, hearing that child and mother were alike gone, 
whom now could I right by Jicknowiedgiug a bond that I feared would 
so wring your heart ?” Audley again paused a moment, and resumcid 
in short, nervous, impressive sentences. This cold, austere man of 
the world for the first time bared liis heart — unconscious, perhaps, 
that he did'so— unconscious that he revealed how dc{‘,p]y, amidst state 
cares and public distinctions, lie had felt the absence ol' aliee-tions — how 
mechanical was that outer circle in the folds of hfe which is called 
“ a career how valueless wealth had grown — uonc ^to inherit it. 
Of his gnawing and progressive disease alone he did not speak ; lut 
was too proud and too masculine to appeal to pity for physical 
ills. He reminded Harley how often, how eagerly, year after year, 
month after month, he had urged his friend to rouse himself from 
mournful dreams, devote his native powers to his country, o” 
seek the surer felicity of domestic tics. Selfish in these attempt 
I might be,” said Egerton ; “ it was only if I saw you restored to 
happiness that I could believe you could calmly hear my explanation 
of the past, and on the floor of some happy home grant me your for- 
giveness. I longed to confess, and 1 dared not. Often have th'e 
words rushed to my lips — as often some chau(?e seui cnee from you 
repelled me. In a word, with you. were so eu twined all the though t.s 
and aflFectioiis of my youth — even those that haunted tlie grave of 
Nora — that I could not bear to resign yourfriencLslu’x), and, suiTounded 
by the esteem and honour of a world I cared uot for, to meet the 
contempt of your reproachful eye.” 

Amidst all that Audley smd — amidst all that admitted of no excust'- 
— ^two predominant sentiments stood clear, in unmista?"''bh.^ and 
touching pathos, llcmorseful regret for the lost Nora — and self- 
accusing, earnest, almost feminine tenderness for the friemd he havi 
deceived. Tims, as he contmuc(J to speak, Harley more and more 
forgot even the remembrance of his own guilty and terrible intcr\n* 
of hate ; the gulf tliat had so (jarkly yawned between the two closed 
up, leaving them still standing, side by side, as in their schoolbi^y 
days. But he remained silent, listening —shading his face from 
Audley, and as if imder some so-ft but enthralling spell, till Egerton 
thus closed — 

And now, Harley, all is told. You spoke of revenge ? ” 

" Hevenge ! ” muttered Harley, starting. * 

" And believe me^” continuea Egerton, “ were revenge in your 
power, I should rejoice at it as an atonement. To receive an injury 
m return for that which, first from youtliful passion, and afterwards 
from the iufinnity of purpose th.at concealed the w rong, 1 liavc iu- 
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flicted upon you—why, tliat would soothe my conscience, and raise 
my lost self-esteem. The sole revepge you can bestow takes the 
form which most humfliates me.—to revenge, is to pardon.” ^ 

Harley groaned ; and still hiding his face with one hand, stretched 
forth the other, bm; rather with the air of one who entreats than 
who accords forgiveness. Audley took and pressed the hand thus 
extended. 

And now, Harley, farewell. With the djvwn I leave this house. 
I cannot now accm)t your aid in this election. Levy shall announce 
my resignation. Kandal Leslie, if you so please it, may be retuVned 
in my stead. He haS abilities wlich, under safe guidance, may serve 
Ms country ; and 1 have no right to reject, from vain pride, whatever 
will promote the career of one .whom 1 undertook, and have failed:* 
to seive.” 

'^Ay, ay,” muttered Harley; ‘'think not of Ilandal Leslie; think 
but of your son.” 

“ My son ! .But arc you sure that he still lives ? You smile ; you— 
you —oh, lliyicy— I took from you the mother,— give to me the son; 
break my heart with gratitude. Your revenge is found ! ” 

Lord L’Estrange rose with a sudden start— gazed on Audley for a 
moment— iiTcsolutc, not from resentment, but from sliame. Af that 
moment ho was the man humbled ; he was tin) man who feared 
reproach, and who needed pardon. Audley, not divining what was 
thus passing hi Harley’s breast, turned away. 

lou tliiuk that 1 ask too much; and yet all that I can give to 
the child of my love, and tiie heir of my name, is the worthless blessing 
of a ruined man. Harley, i say no more. 1 dare not add, ‘ You too 
loved his mother ! and wdtli a aoeper and a nobler love than mine.’ ” 
He stopped short, and Harley Hung himself on his breast. 

“Me— me— pardon me, Audley ! Your ollcnce has been slight to 
mine. You have told me your ollencc ; never can i name to you my 
own. llejoice that we have both to exchange forgiveness, and in that 
cxchang(! we are efiual still, Audley— brothers still. Look up— look 
up ; think that \vc arc boys now as we were once,— boys who have had 
their wild quairel — and who, the moment it is over, feel dearer to each 
otiTer before.” 

‘‘ Oli,~ Harley, this is revenge ! It strikes home,” murmured 
Egerton,— and teai*s gushed fast from eyes that could have gazed 
unwinking on the rack. The cioc|^ struck ; Harley sprang forward. 

“1 have time yet,” ho cried; “much to do and to undo. You are 
saved from the grasp of Levy, — your election will be won, — your for- 
tunes in much may be restored,— you have before you honours not yet 
Mclueved,— your cay^er, as yet, is scarce begun,— your son will embrace 
you to-morrow. Jjct me go— yom’ hand again I Ah, Audley, we siiail 
so happy yet \ ” 
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CHAPTER XXXJ. 

“ There is a hitch/* s.iid Diet, pithily, when Randal joined Jiim in 
the oak copse at ten o’clock. “ Luc is mil of liitclies.” 

Randal. — The aid of life-is to .smoothe them away. AThat hitch is 
dhi^ my dear Arencl ? 

Hick. — Leonard has takeu huff at certain expressions of Lord 
L’Estran^e’s at the nomination to-aay, and of retiring from Iho 
contest. 

Randat. (with secret glee). — ^But'his resignation would smootlu' a 
hitch— not create one. The votes promised to him would thus l)c 
freed, and go to-; — 

.Dick. — The Right Ilonourahlc Red-Tapist 

Randal.— Are you s(n*ious ? 

Dick. — As an undertaker! The fact is, tliere aro. two partic'.s 
among the Yellows as there arc in the Cliurch—Higli Yellow and 
Low Yellow'. Leonard lias made great w ay wdth the High Ycllaws, 
and has more influence wdth them tliaii 1 ; and the High Ycilow's 
infinitely preferred Egerton to yourself. Tlicy say, ^ Polities apart, 
lie would be an honour to the borough.’ Leonard is of t he same 
opinion : and if he retires, I don’t think I could coax either him or 
the Higliflyers to make you any the bet-ter by liis resignation. 

Randal. — ^B ut surely your nephew’s sense of gratitude to you 
would induce him not to go against your wishes ? 

Dick. — Unluckily, the gratitude is all the other w'ay. It is 1 wlu. 
am under obligations to him— not ho to me. As for Lord L’Estraiige. 
I can’t make head or tail of his real intentions ; and wdiy lie sliould 
have attacked Leonard in that way, puzzles me more than all, for Ik* 
wished Leonard to stand. AndLiJvyhas privately informed me that, 
in spite of iny lord’s friendship for the Kij^it Houourabk^, you arc the. 
man he desires to secure. • 

RaNdal. — H e lias certainly shown that desire throughout tlui 
whole canvass. r.. *. 

Dick. — 1 suspect that the borough-mongen’s have got a seat for 
Egerton elsewhere ; or, perliaps, should his party come in again, lii^ 
is to be pitchforked into the Upp^r House. 

Randal (smiling). — All, Avencl, you arc so shrewd; you see 
through everything. I will alsp add, that Egerton w\ants some short 
respite from public life in order to nurse his healtli and attend to his 
affairs, otherwise I could not even contemplate,, the chance of the 
electors preferring me to him, without a pang. 

Dick.— Pang ! — stuff— considerable. The oak trees don’t Iicar us ! 
You want to come into Parliament, and no mistake. If 1 am the 
man to rctire—as I always proposed, and hod got Lconoi’d to agree 
to, before this confounded specclf of Jj’Estrange’s— come into Par- 
liament you will, for the Low Yellows 1 can twist round my linger, 
provided the High Yellows will not interfere ; in shoi-t, I could trans- 
ler fo you votes jiromised to me, but I can’t answer for those pro- 
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miscd to'* Lcoriarcl. Levy tells me you are to marry a ricli girl, and 
will have lots of money; so, of cours5, you will pay my excuses it' 
you come in through my votes. ^ 

Kandal.— M y (leJr Avenel, certainlv I will. 

Djck. —And I have two private bills I want to smuggle through 
iVliaiAieiit. 

ILvnda u.-— T hey shall be smuggled, rcl^ on it. Mr. Fairfield being 
on 011(1 . idc of the House, and I on the other, we two could provem 
all unpleasant opposition. Private bills are easily managed— witli 
tliat (act which I natter myself l|)ossess. 

Dick. — And when the lAlls arc tlirough the^ House, and you havi^ 
had time to look about you, 1 dafe say you will see that no man can 
go against Public Opinion, unless lie wants to knock his own head 
against a stone wall ; and that Pubhc Opinion is decidedly YcEow. 

Kaxpal (with candour). — I cannot deny that Public Opinion is 
Yellow ; find, at luy age, it isnaturfd that 1 should not commit m^elf 
to the policy of a former generation. Blue is fast wearing out. But, 
to return to Mr. Fairfield— you do not speak as if you had no hope of 
keeping him straigdit to what 1 understand to be his agreement with 
yourself. Surely his honour is engaged to it P 

Dick. — don’t know as to honour; but he has now taken a fancy 
to public life ; at least so he said no later than this morning before we 
went into the hall ; and I trust that matters wiE come right. Indeed. 
I left liim with Parson Dale, who promised me that he would use ali 
his best exertions to reconcEe Leonard and my lord, and that Ijeonard 
shoiEd do nothing hastEy. 

Ranpal. — B ut why should Mr. Fmrfield retire because Lord 
L’Estrange -woimds his feelings? I am sure Mr, Fairfield has 
wounded mine, but that does not make me think of retiring. 

Dick.— O h, Leonard is a poet, and poets are quite as crotchety as 
L’Eslrauge said they were. And Leonard is under obEgations to 
Ijord L'Estrange, and thought that Lord L’Estrange was pleased by his 
standing : wliercas, now— in short, it is all Greek to me, except that 
Leonard has mounted liis lugh horse, ana if that throws hin^I am 
afraid itwEl throw you. But stEl I have great confidence in Pai’son 
DalC'-^P?!bod fellow^ who has much influence with Leopard. And 
thougli I thought it right to be above-board, and let you know where 
ilic danger lies, yel one thing I can promise— E I resign, you shaE 
oomc in ; so sfiakii iiauds on it. • 

Ranpal. — My dear Avenel ! And your wish is to resign ? 

Dick.— Certainly . 1 shoiEd do so a little time after noon, contriving 
;o be below Leonard on the poE. You know Emanuel Trout, the 
captain of the Hundred and Fifty "“B^aiters on Providence,” as they 
arc called ? , 

Ranpal. — ^T o be sure I do. 

Dick.— Wlicn Emanuel Trout comes into the booth, you wiE know 
how the election turns. * As he vot^s, aE the Hundred and FEty wEl 
vote. Now I must go back. Good night. You’E not forget that my 
expenses are to be paid. Point of honour. StiE, if thc^ are not paid, 
the election can be upset— petition for bribery and corruption; and.iJ 
they are paid, why Lansmerc may be roui' seat for Efe. 

VOL. IT 2 E* 
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Eanoal. — ^Y our expenses sliall be paid the moment my marriage 
gives me tbe means to pay thenf— and that must be very soon. 

Dick^'-So Levy says. And my little jobs-— the private bilLs ? 

. Eandal.— C onsider the bills passed and the jci{)s done. 

Dies:. — ^And one must not forget one’s ooimt^. One must do the 
best one can for one’s principles. Egerton is infeimMy Blue* You 
allow Public Opinion— is 

Bandal. — Y eUow. Not *a doubt of it. 

jfecK.— Good niffht. Ha— 'ha— humbug, eh P 

Eandal.— H umbug ! Between i|ien like us-iMih no. Gtood night, 
my dear friend— 1 rely on you. t 

Dick.— Yes ; but ^^prd, 1 promise^nothing if Leonard Eairfield does 
not stand. 

Randal.— H e must stand ; keep liim to it. Your affairs — your 
business— your mill 

Dic¥.~Very true. He stand. J. have great faith in Parson 
Dale. 

Randal, glided back throngb the park. When he •came on the 
terrace, he suddenly encountered Lord L’Estrange. “I have just 
been privately into ilie town, my dear Lord, and heard a strange 
rumour, that Mr. Fairfield was so annoyed by some remarks in your 
lordsliip’s admirable speech, that he talks of retiring from the contest. 
That would give a new feature to the election, and perplex all our 
calculations. And X fear, in that case, theice might be some secret 
coalition between Avenel’s friends and our Committee, whom. I am 
told, I displeased by the moderate speech which your lordsliip so 
eloquently defended— a coalition by which Avcnel would come in with 
Mr. Egerton; whereas, if we all four stand, Mr. Egerton, I pre- 
sume, will be quite safe ; and I certainly think I have an excellent 
chance.” 

Lord L’Estkanoe.— So Mr. Eairfield wiQ retire in consequence 
of my remarks ! 1 am going into the town, and I intend to apologise 
for those reniai'ks, and retract them. 

Randal (joyously).— Noble! 

Lord L’Estrange looked at Leslie’s face, upon which the ^ars 
gleamed palely. “Mr. Egerton has thought more of yowu^-. success 
than of his own^” said he, gravely, and hurried on. 

Randal continued on the terrace. Perhaps Harley’s last words 
gave him a twinge of compunction. His head sunk musingly on his 
breast, and he paced to and fro the long gravel walk, summoning up 
all his intellect to resist every temptation to what could injure his 
self-interest, 

“Skulking knave!” muttered Harley. “At» least there will be 
nothing to repent, if I can do Jhstice on him. That is not revenge. 
Come, that must be fair retribution. Beside^ bow else can I deliver 
Tidlante P” — He laughed gaily, his heart was so light ; and Ms 
foot hounded on as fieet as the jdeer that he startled amongst the 
fern. 

A few yards from the timistile he overtook Richard Avend, dis- 
guised in a rough greatcoat and spectacles. Nevertheless, Harley’s 
eye detected the Yellow candidate at the first glance. He caught 
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Dick familiarly by the arm. “ Well met—- I was goiag to you. We 
have the election to^ettle.” * ' 

On the terms 1 mentioned to your lordship said Di(jK, startled. 
*‘Iwill apee to rdturn one of your candidates ; but it must not be 
Audley Egerton.” Harley whispered close in Aveners ear. 

AVenel uttered an exclamation of amazement. The two gentlemen 
walked on rapidly, and conversing witlv great ea^mess. 

“ Certainly,” said Avenel. at length topping imort, “ one would do 
a great deal to serve a family connecti^-^-and a connection that does 
a man so much Credit ; and •how can one go gainst one’s own 
brother-in-law ?— a genfleman of such high standing — puU up the 
whole family! How pleased JMrs. Kichard. Avenel will be! Why 
the devil did not I know it before? And poor — dear— dear Nora. 
Ah, that she were living !” Dick’s voice trembled. 

“Her name will be righted; and I will explain why it was my 
fault that Egerton did not before acknowledge his marriage, and 
claim you §s a brother. Gome, then, it is all fixed and settled.” 

“ No, my lord ; I am pledged the other way. I don’t see how I can 
get off my word— to Randal Leslie. Tm not over nice, nor what is 
called Qumtic, but still my word is given, that if 1 retire from the 
election, iwill do my best to retuim Leslie instead of Egerton.” 

“I know that through Baron Levy. But if your nephew 
retires P ” • 

“ Oh, that would solve aU difficulties. But the poor boy has now a 
wish to come into Parliament ; and he has done me a service in the 
hour of need.” 

“ Leave it to me. And as to Randal Leslie, he shall have an occa- 
sion himself to acquit you and redeem himself j and happy, indeed, 
will it be for him if he has yet one spark of gratitude, or one particle 
of honour.” 

The two continued to converse for a few moments— Dick seeming* 
to forget the election itself, and ask questions of more interest to bis 
heart, which Harley answered so, that Dick wrung L’Estrange’s hand 
with great emotion— and muttere(L“My poor mother! I under- 
Sti ^d no w why she would never talk to me of Nora. When may 1 
teliiKrihe tnith P” 


^“ To-morrow evening, after the election, Egerton shall embrace you 

Dick started^ and saying — ‘'^ee Leonard as soon as you can— 
there is, no time to lose,” plunged into a lane that led towards th(; 
obscurer recesses of the town. Harley continued his way with the 
same light elastic tread which (lost durmg his abnegation of Ids own 
nature) was now restored to the* foot, that seemed loath to leave a 
print upon the mire* 

At the commencement of the High Street he encountered Mr. Dale 
and Eairfield, walking slowly, arm m arm. 

Haelby.— Leonard, I was eoming to you. Give me your hand. 
Forget for the present the words that justly stung and offended you. 
I will do more than apologise — will repair the «ong. Excuse me, 
Mr. Dale — have one word to say in private to iconard. — He drew 
Fairfield aside. 
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“Avenel tells me that if you were to retire from this contest, a 
would be a sacrifice of incliiiatioii. Is it so '' 

“My Ion}, I have sorrows that 1 would fain forget ; and, though 1 
at first shrunk from the strife in which I have befen since engaged, 
yet now a literary career seems to me to have lost its old charm ; and 
I find that, in public life, there is a distraction to the thoughts which 
embitter solitude, that books jail to bestow. Therefore, if you still 
wish me to continue this contest, though I know not your motive, it 
will not be as it >.vas to begin if.— a reluctant and a painful obedience 
to your request.^’ f ' 

“ I understand. It was a sacrifice of incl illation to begin the con- 
test—it would he now a sacrifice of inclination to withdraw ! ” 

“ Honestly —yes, niy lord.” 

“I rejoice to hear it^ for I ask that sacrifice ; a sacrifice which you 
will recall .hereafter 'With delight and jiride; a sacrifice sweeter, if I 
road your nature aright — oh, sweeter far. than all whicli common-place 
ambition could bestow ! And when you learn why I make tl^js demand, 
you 'will say, * This, indeed, is reparation for the words that woundea 
my affections, and wronged mf heart.* ** 

“My lord, my lord!** exclaimed Leonard, “the injury is repaired 
already. You give me back yo^ esteem, when you so wcU anticipate 
my answer. Your esteem life smiles again. I can return to my 
more legitimate career without a sigh. 4 have no need of distraction 
from thought now. You will behove that, whatever my past pre- 
sumption, 1 can pray sincerely for your h^piness.** 

“root! you adorn your career; you nufil your mission, even at 
this moment ; you beautify the world; you give to the harsh form of 
Duty the cestus of the Graces,” .said Barley, trying to force a smile 
to his quivering lips. “ But we must hasten back to the prose of 
existence. 1 accept your sacrifice. As for the time and mode I must 
select, in order to insure its result, I will ask you to abide by such in- 
structions as 1 shall have occasion to convey through your uncle. Till 
then, no word of your intentions— -not even to Mr. Dale. Forgive me 
if 1 would rather secure Mr. Egerton*s election than yours. Let that 
explanation suflice for the present. What think you, by dI* 

Audley Egerton?** 

“ I thought when I heard him speak, and when be closed with 
those touching words — ^implying that he left all of his life not devoted 
to liis country, Ho the chanty of his' friends* — how proudly, even as 
his opponent, I could have claspe4 his hand ; and if he had uTonged 
me in private life, I should have thou|?ht it ingratitude to the countrj^ 
he had so served, to remember the offence.** 

Harley turned away abruptly, and joined Mr. Dale. 

“ Leave Leonard to go home by himself ; y<?u see that I have 
healed wliatevcr wounds! inflicted on him.** 

Parson.— A nd, your better nature thus a^kened, I trust, my 

dear lord, that you nave altogether abandoned the idea of 

Harley. — Revenge f — No. And if you do not approve tliat re. 
veiige to-morrow, I will never rest till I have seen you— a bishop'! 
Mr. Dale (much shocked). — My lord, for sliarac ! 

Ha&ley (seriously). — My levity is but lip-deep, my dear Mr, Dale. 
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But sometiuios the froth on tho wave shows tiie change in the 
tide. • • 

The Parsou looked at him earnestly, and then seized by both 
hands with holy gjfidncss and affection. 

“ iletum to the park now,^’ said Harley, smiling, “ and tell Yio- 
lante, if it be not too late to see her, that she was even more eloquent 
than you.** 

Lord L*Estrange bounded forward. • 

Mr. Dale walked back through the park to L^smere House. On 
the terrace he found llandal^ ’^yho waS still pacing to and fro, some- 
times in the starlight, sometimes in the shadow. 

licshe looked up, and seeing Mr. Dale, the close astuteness of his 
aspect returned; and stepping out of the starlight deep into the 
shadow; he said — 

“ I was sorry to learn that Mr. Fairfield had been so hurt by Lord 
L’Estrange*s severe allusions. Pity that political differences should 
interfere with private friendships ; nut I hear that you Ijave been to 
Mr. Fairteld — and, doubtless, as the peacemaker. Perhaps you 
met Lord L*Estrange by tlie way ? He promised me that he would 
apologize and retract.** 

“ Good young man,** said the unsuspecting Parson, “ he has 
done so.*’ 

“ And Mr, Leonard Fairfield will, therefore, I presume, continue 
the contest?” 

“ Contest— all, this election! I suppose so, of course. But I 
grieve that lie should stand against you, who seem to be disposed 
towards him so kindly.** 

“ Oh,” said Kandal, with a benevolent smile, “ we have fought 
before, you know, and I beat liim then. I may do so again ! ” 

Ana he walked into the house, arm-in-arm with the Parson. Mr. 
Dale sought Violantc— Leslie retired to his own room, and felt his 
election was secured. 

Lord L’Estrange had gained the thick of the streets— passing 
groups of roai’ing enthusiasts— Blue and Yellow— now met with a 
cliccr — now followed by a groan. Just by a pubhe-house that formed 
thWS^e of a lane with the High Street, and which was all a-blaze 
with lighi;, and all alive with clamour, he beheld the graceful Baron 
leaning against the threshohi smoking his cigar, too refined to asso- 
ciate ii s divino vapour with the»wrcatbs of sli^ within, and chatting 
agreeably with a knot of females, who were either attracted by the 
general excitement, or waiting to see husband, brother, father, or son, 
who were now joining in the chorus of “ Blue for ever I ” that rang 
from tap-room t« attic of tlic illumined hostelry. Levy, seeing Lord 
L’Estrangc, withdrew liis cigar Yrom his lips, and hastened to join 
him. ‘‘ AIVthe Hundred and Fifty are in there,” said the Baron, vrith 

backward significant jerk of his thumb towards the inn. “ I have 
seen them all inivat^y, m tens^t a time ; and I have been telling the 
ladies without, that it will be best for the interest of their families to 
go home, and let us lock up the Hundred and Fifty safe from the 
fellows, I ill w(j bring them to the poll. But 1 am afraid,” continued 
Levy, " that the niscals are not to be relied upon unless I actualW 
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pay them beforehand ; and that would be disreputable, immoral — 
and, what is more, it would upset the election. Besides, if they 
are paid beforehand, query, is it quite sure how they will vote 
afterwards^;” . 

Mr. Avcnel, I dare say, can manage them,” said Harley. “ Prav 
do nothing immoral, and nothing that will upset the election. I tliink 
you might as well go home.” 

“ Home I No, pardon me, <my lord ; there must be some head to 
direct the Committee, and keep our captains at their posts upon the 
doubtful electors. A great deal of ipisohief may be done between 
this and the morrow ; and I would sit up flight — ay, six nights 
a week for the next three months — ^to prevent any awkward mistake 
by which Audley Egerton can be returned.” 

“ His return would really grieve you so much P ” said Harley. 

“ You may judge of that by the zed with which I enter into all your 
des^.” 

Here there was a sudden and wondronsly lond shout from another 
hm — a Yellow inn, far down the lane, not so luminous as the Blue 
hostelry ; on the contrary, looking rather dark and sinister, more like 
a place for conspirators or felons than honest independent electors. — 
“ Avcnel for ever ! — ^Avenel and the Yellows ! ” 

“ Excuse me, my lord, I must go hack and watch over my black 
sheep, if I would have them blue!” said Levy; and he retreated 
t (n\ Lu'ds the threshold. But at that shout of Avenel for ever ! ” as 
if at a simal, various electors of the redoubted Humlred and Eifty 
rushed from the Blue hostelry, sweeping past Levy, and hurrying 
down the lane to the dark little Yellow inn, followed by the female 
stragglers, as small birds follow an owl. It was not, however, very 
easy to get into that Yellpw inn. Yellow Eeformers, eminent for 
their zeal on behalf of purity of election, were stationed outside the 
loon and only strained in one candidate for admittance at a time. 
" After all,” thought the Baron, as he passed into the principal room 
of the Blue tavern, and proposed the national song of “ Rul^ Bri- 
tannia after all, Avenel hates Egerton as much as I do. and 
both sides work to the same end.” And thrumming on the table, Jlie 
joined, with a line bass, in the famous line, 

“ For Britons never will be slaves ! ” 

I 

In the interim, Harley had dis^pcared within the "Lansraere Arms,” 
which was the head-quarters of the Blue Committee. Not, however, 
mounting to the room in which a few of the more indefatigable were 
continuing their labours, receiving reports from scouts, givmg orders, 
.aying wagers, and very muzzy with British principles and spirits, 
ELiiriey called aside the landlord, and inquired if the stranger, for 
whota rooms had been was yet arrived. An affirmative an- 

swer was given, and BSmy fellowed the host up' a private stair, to a 
part of the house remote froia the rooms devoted to the purposes ot 
the election. He remaned with this stranger about half an hour, 
and then walked into the Oommittee-room, got rid of the more ex- 
cilid, conferred with the more sober, issued a few brief directions to 



YAIUETIES IS SVGLrSH LIP£. 423 

such of the leaders as he felt he could most rely upon, aud retomed 
home as rapidly as ho had quitted it. 

Da^ was grey in the skies when ISarley sought his own chamber. 
To gain it, he passed by the door of Violaute’s. His hea^ suffused 
with grateful ineffable tenderness, he paused and kissed the thresholds 
Whep he stood within his room (the same that he had occupied in 
his early youth), he felt as if the load of years were lifted from his 
bosom. The joyous, divine elasti9ity of^spirit, tjbit in the morning of 
life springs towards the Future as a bird soars into heaven, pervaded 
his wnole sense of l^eing. A Greek poet implies, that the height of 
bhss is the sudden reliej of psftn : there is a nobler bliss stilF~the 
rapture of the conscience at the sudden release from a guilty thought. 
By the bedside at which he had knelt in boyhood, Harley paused to 
kneel once more. The luxury of prayer, interrupted since he had 
nourished schemes of which his passions had blinded him to the sin, 
but which, nevertheless, he dared not confess to the All-Merciful, 
was restored to him. And yet, as he bowed his knee, the elation of 
spirits he had before felt forsook him. The sense of the danger his 
soul had escaped—the full knowledge of the guilt to which the fiend 
had tempted— came dread before his clearing vision ; he shuddered in 
horror of liimself. And he who but a few hours before had deemed 
it so impossible to pardon his fellow-man, now felt as if years of use- 
ful and beneficent deeds could alone purify his own repentant soul 
from the memory of one hateful passion. 


CHAPTEE XXXll. 

But while Harley had thus occupied the hours ot night with cares 
for the living, Audley Egerton hacl been in commune with the dead. 
He had taken from the pile of papers amidst which if had 'fallen, the 
record of Nora’s silenced heart. With a sad wonder he saw how he 
had once been loved. What had all which successful ambition had 
on the lonely statesman to compensate for the glorious 
empire he had lost — such realms of lovely fancy ; such worlds of 
exquisite emotion ; that infinite which lies within the divine sphere 
that unites spiritual genius witk human love ? His positive and 
earthly nature attained, for the nrst time, and as if for its own punish- 
ment, the comprehension of that Joftier and more ethereal visitant 
from the heavens, who had once looked with a seraph’s smile through 
the prison-bars ci his iron life that celestial refinement of affection, 
that exuberance of feeling wliicl» warms into such varieties of beau- 
tiful idea, under the breath of the eailh-beautificr, Imagination 
all from which, when it wi»s all liis own, he had turned half-^veary 
and impatient, and termed the exaggerations of a visionary romajice 
—now that the world had Iosif them evennore, he interpreted aright 
as truths. Truths they were, although illusions. Even as the pld- 
losopher tells us i hat the splendour of colours which deck the universe 
is not on the surface whereon we think to behold it, but in owv own 
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vision ; yo(, take the colours Ironi the, uiuvcu’scj and wiird philosopny 
can assure us that Ihe universe h«s siisfafiiod nojoss ? 

lJut Avlu'ii Audicy came lo that nas.^ai^e in the iVai;-mejit 'U’biciij 
thou,di bui imp(al‘e(dl3% explained tlie true cause of iN(»ra's ilia:ln ; — 
when be saw how L{‘vy, forwluit i)ur)K)se he wa]^ uiial)le lo eonje.c- 
1 are, hud sugj^ested to his bride the doubts tliat had (^nViuh'd Ivin — 
-i-sst‘.rted the inamaa’c to be a Iraiid — drawn fro)n Audh'v's (jwn hide, 
resentful leMca-s to IShna, proof of the asseri ion-- misletl so nainvally 
the yoiino: wife’s scanty expericuce of actual life, and maddened (me 
so s*eTisitiv(dy pure into the (ionviction of dishonour — lus brow 
darkened, and his liand clenched. 'He rofj'? and went at onee lo 
Lc\’y’s H'-oni. l-i(‘ found it ileserted— inipiinul — le.arned that jjevy 
was gone, forth, and had left, word Im might not be. at home for (die 
niglit. Fortunate, peihaps, for Audley— lori unal e for I he Barou— 
that they did not then meet. .R(wcngc, iu spite', of liis friend's adino- 
uition, might at that liour have been jis potent an irifbie.net' on 
Bgerton as it had been on Harley, and not, as wit.ii the lattta-, t.o U* 
! unied aside. 

Audicy came liack to his rtjoin and tniishcd thi; t rairic record, lie 
traced tlic tremor of tliat beloved band through tlii^ last tort urt's ol’ 
doubt and despair; — he saw where the hot Ictirs had (alien Iu* saw 
where tlu^ hand had paused, tin; very seiiteucc not, coiit-lmK'-l • 
vJicntfdly he accompanied bis fated bridt' in the dismal jouriusy to licr 
maiden home, and beheld her before him as he iuul last stu'u, nrav' 
beautiful even in death than the face of living woman iiad ever sinee 
appeared to liim and as lie bent over the last words, the lilank I liat 
they left on tlie leaf, stretching jialc beyond the (luivt'i* of the eiia- 
racters and tlie blister of the tears— 1)1110 and blank as the \oid iiich 
disparted love leaves behind it—he felt his hcaid suddenly stand siiiJ, 
its course arrested as the record closed. It beat again, but fet'bly— 
so feebly ! His breath bcoame labour and paiu, his siglit gn'w di/z> 
Rut the poustitutional tinnuess and fortitude of tin* man clung tc 
him in the stubborn mccluinisin of habit — liis will >et (bnght. rsgainst 
liis disease—'Jife rallied as the light thekers up iu t.iu' v.aning tajier. 

The next morning, wium Hawley came mt.o Ins frii'iid's nx(i!i, 
Egerton was asleep. I5ut the sleep seemeR miieh distur)»f>^I»;px in- 
breathing was hard and dithcult* the bedelotln-s non* partially 
thrown off, as if in ‘the tossing of disfurbed dn ams ; the siucw.'v 
strong arm, the ))roiul alblctic broasi, ^^ere i)arlly bai-e. Straime 
that so deadly a disease within should leavt* the, fr.'une sm-h a]'/i):!r.*nt 
power that, to the ordinary eye, the sleeping sufferer setaned a model 
of In'aUhfui vigour. One hand M'^as thrust with u7j(‘asy .-.I riiniim- o\er 
the pilloAVs— -it had its hold on tlu^ fatal paj)eT,s;oa ])ort,it)ii of tlu- 
loava'.s was visible; and where tin? cliaraelt'iS had Ix'.e.ii blurred by 
Kola’s tears, W'cre the truces, yet moist, of Je,ars ])erjia])s more 
bitti'r. 

Harley felt deeply affoefed ; and while he sKll stood byiiK* bed, 
Egert.on siglu'.d heavily and woke. Tic stared round him, as if ])er- 
i-lexed and confused- -till his eyes resting (m Harle.y, he siuiled and 
raid-- 

“ So early! Ali—l roueniber, it. is the day h;. oui l 
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5 V (; siiall hx\() ilio (;um)ui agjiiiist us; but yoif unci I logctluT - when 
::i(j AV(‘ ever Jose • * 

Andioy’s iiiiiui was wamleriieJi- ; it hnd gone back to the Eton 
■iay,s. Hut ll;ul(‘y tl^<mghl. that lu^ sjuike in metaijliorical aJiiLsioi: io 
present more important conH^st. 

'rrue, iny Auclle.v — ^\ou ami 1 together — wdion did wt; liver loho ? 
Hut will you ris(‘y I wish you would be at the polliiig-i)laee, to shake 
hands with your voters* as they e<Mue u|^ J3y four o’clock .\ouwiU 
be released, and the ehiction won.” 

“ The election ! IVnv ! - \vhat^”--sa.id Egerton, recovering liiin- 
self. “I reeolhmt now. Ves — 1 aceej)t this last kindness from yon. 
I always s.aid I \youI(i die in harness. Piibiic life — 1 have no other, 
.ill, f dream again! Oh, jlarley f — my son — my son I” 

“ i OIL shall se(‘ him after four o’clock. You Avill liC’jjroud of Ofich 
other. But, make haste ami dress. Shall 1 ring the bcill for your 
smwant?” 

“Do,” saicl Hgerton, Ijrielly, and sinking back. Harley quitted 
?lio roimi, aim joined .Handal and sonu‘ of tin* more imiiorl ant mem- 
bers of the Blue Coniinittec, who were ah‘cady hurrying over tlieir 
breakfast. 

All wen*, anxious and nervous excojit TTarloy, who dipped his dry 
toast into his eollec^aceording to his ordinary abstemious ftaliau liabit, 
\yith serene comiiosnre. tlanda) in vain tried for an equal IranquiJ- 
lity. Hut thoLiglj sure of his eleetiou, there, would necessarily h>llow 
a, scene trying to the nerve of his liyjiocrisy. He would have to 
jilleet profouml chagrin in the midst, of vile joy ; have to act t he jiart 
of decorous high-minded sorrow, that by some untoward ehaiiee — 
■ionic uiiaeeoiiiitabh*, ci*oss-spliti iiig, Kandal Leslie’s gain should he 
.‘\ucllcy EgiTtoii’s loss. Hesidt^s, he was Hurried in the cxiiectation 
of seeing the Scpiirc, and of appropriat iiig the money which was to 
secure the dearest object of his amliitiou. Breakfast was soon 
•ie.spatehed. 'The, Committce-nnm, biistling^ for tlieir hats, and 
looking at tluhr watches, gave the signal for dej)arturc ; yet no 
Squire ILazcldean had made* his npix-arauce. llarhw, sii‘.pj)i]jg from 
I he wiwdow upon the terrace, licekoued to Randal, who tuuk his hat 
and f«’ s’, vtl. 

“Mr. Leslie,” said Harley, leaning against the balustra.ch*, and 
carelessly patlin.g N(a-o’s ruugii Imne^t head, “you refuem her that 
you were good enough to volunti'cir lo me, the explanation of certain 
eireumsta,m?e..s in eoe.uexiou wil,!» tim. (.ount. di Peschiera, which you 
gave to tin; Duke di iSerraJio; and J replied that my thouuhls Avere 
at |ues<‘nt engaged on the ( li'ctiuii, hut as soon as that was oAcr, 1 
should hi* v(u\v wiliiiig to listen to any communications all'ceting 
yourself and my old friend tlie Jflike, with which you miylit. be 
pleased to favour me.’^. 

This addrc'ss took Handal by surprise, and did not tend to calm his 
nerves. However, ho if'pH(‘(l reat^lj : 

“ lq)on that, a,s n])on any otlier matter that may influence, the 
pidginent, y<)U form ol im-, 1 shall ()c hnl too eager to re,move a sijLgle 
doubt that, in your e>cs, can rest upon juy honour.” 

‘You SI leak exeeetiiugiy well, i\lr. Le.slic ; uo man can expre^i-.a 
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himself more liandsomelv ; aud i Aviil claim yoyr promise wil h the 
less scruph?, because the Dukeds pcnverfiiliyaffected by the reluctance 
of his da.u‘^ht,cr to ratify the engagement that binds his honour, in 
case yom own is indisputably cleared. 1 may b<j)ast of some iuilueuce 
over the yonng lady, since I assisted to save her from the infamous 
plot of ].\;schi(n*a ; and the Duke urges me to receive your explana- 
tion, in tlui belief that, if it satisfy me, as itjias salisiied him, J may 
conciliate his child in fauour eX the addresses of a suitor who 
would have hazarded Ids very life against so redoubted a duellist as 
Peschiera/' ^ 

“Lord L’Estrange,” replied Randal, bpwing, “1 sl»all indeed owe 
von much if you can remove that reluctance on ihc jiart of my 
betrothed bride, which alone cloutis my happiness, and ^vhich would 
at once put an end to my suit, did I not ascribe it tr) an imperfect 
knowledge of myself, which I shall devote my life to improve into 
confidence and alfoction.” 

“No man can speak more handsomely,” reiterated IJarlcy, as it 
with profound admiration; and indeed he did eye KarJal as wo eye 
some rare curiosity. “ 1 am happy to iiiform you too,” continued 
L’ Estrange., “that it* your marriage with the Duke of Serrano’s daughter 

take ])laco ” 

“ 7/'/” echoed iUndal. 

“ i l)cg pai doii for making an i^'pothesis of what you claim the 
right, to esteem a certainty — I correct my expression: when your 
marriage with that young Jady takes place, you will at least escape 
the rock on which many young meu of ardent allections- have sjilit at 
the onset of the grand voyage. You will form no imprudent connec- 
tion. In a word, 1 received yesterday a despatch IVoni Viemia, 
which coiit.aivis the full pardon and formal restoration of Alphonso 
1 ) like di Serrano. And 1 may add, that the Austrian government 
(sometimes misunderstood in tliis eoiiutry) is bound by the laws it 
administers, and can in no way dict ate to the Duke, once restored, as 
t.o the cboii'c of his son-in-law, or as to the heritage that may devolve 
on his child.” 

“And does tlie Duke yet know of ins recall?” exclaimed kiaudsd, 
his cheek liushed and his eye spaikliiig. . 

“ Nbi. I reserve that good news, witli other matte, rs, till after the 
election is over. But Lgerton keeps ns waiting sadly. Aii, here 
comes his valet.” «■ 

Audley’s si'rvant approached. “ Mr. Egertoii feels tiimsidf I’ather 
more poorly than usual, my lord ; hi' begs you will exonse his gcung 
p'ilh you iiilo the town at present, lie will come later if his presence 
is absolutely necessary.” i- 

“No. iVay tell bini to resf and nurse himself, 1 should have 
liked liim to Avitne.ss his own triumph — that fs all. Say .1 wii) ri'piv- 
seiit, him at the polling-place. Gentlemen, are yon ready ? We will 
go on.” " * 

The polling-booth was crcct-ed m the centre of the maiket-pkce. 
The voting had ?drendy commenced; and Mr. A vein; and .Leonard 
were aln^ady at their jiosts, in order to salute and thank liic voters m 
their cause who passed bt'fore lhe;n. Randal and L’Estrangc entered 
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\hc bootli amidst loud Iiurralis, aud to the imtioual air of ‘‘Soothe 
(ioDqueriug ih'i'o (uuims.” 'J’he A-oters* defiled in quick snccession. 
'I'liose who voted cntirclj" according,* to lirinciple or oolour^vliich 
(?ame to !nueh the sarne tliinp^— and were therefore above what is 
ommed “ management, hocked in first, vo1in<? stTai«-ht-forwardly for 
i)o1h TUiy's or hotli Yellows. At the end of the first halbhour, the 
'Yellows wei-e. al)Out ten ahead of tlie Blues. Then sundry split votes 
heg-an to jicrplex conjf^elurc as to ih(‘. rd^ulf ; rmd Bandal, at tlic 
Olid of the lirst lionr, had fifteen majority over Audley Eirerton, two 
(jver I)i(;k Avmiel—Lcojiard Eairfield heading the poll by five. Kan- 
Jal owed his i.dacc^ in the li§ts to the voters thatlllarley’s personal 
efforts had pvoeured for liiui • and he was well pleased to see that 
fjord li’Estrange had not withdraftm from him a single^ promise so 
oibtained. This augured well for Harley’s ready belief in his appointed 
“ explanations.” Tn short, the whole election seemed going just as 
he liad calculated. But by twelve o’clock, there were some changes 
ill th(i relative’ position of the candidates. — Dick A vend had gradu- 
ally gainv'd ir».uui(l- passing Jlandal, passing even Jjeonard. Tie 
stootl at the (mad of the poll bv a majoarity of ten. liandal came 
fiext. Audley was twenty behind llandal, and Leonard four behind 
Audley. 

Aiore than half tlie constituency had polled, but none ()f the Coin- 
initfee on (‘it her side, nor one of the redoubt eal corps of a Hundred 
and Tifty. 

The poll now slackened sensibly. Handal, looking round, and 
longing for an opportunity to ask Dick whether he really meant to 
return liimseK instead of bis nephew, saw that Harley bad disap* 
})eared ; and pre-sently a note was brought to him reiiuesting his pre* 
■^cnce ill the- Oonmiit-tee-roorn. Thither lie hastened. 

As be forced liis way through the liystaiiders iii the lobby, low^ards 
the f lireshold of iiie room, Levy .caught- hold of him and wdiispored— 
“ I'hey begin to fear for Bgerton. They want a cennpromise in order 
to secure him. They will juopo.se to yon to resign, if Aveuel w^ill 
wdtlidraw Lronaril. ‘Don’t b(; entrapped. L’Estrange may imt the 
• jiiestioi.' to you ; bnt— uAvord in your ear— he- would he glad enough 
-S) tljro»» jv^it Egerton. Bely upon this, and stand firm.” 

llaudal made no answer, but, the crowxl giving way for him, entered 
the room. Levy followed. The doors wen; instantly closed. ^ All 
tlie Blue Committee were assembled^ They looked heated, anxious,^ 
eager. L(U'd L’ ill, strange, alone ealm and (;ool, stood at the head oi 
the long table. Despite his composiiri?. Harley’s hrow was tlionglit- 
ful. “ Yes,” said Ik; to himself, “ 1 will give this young man tlie fair 
eccasioii to prove grixtitude to his bimefaetor; and if lie here ucquil 
himself, I Avill spare, liim at least luTblie exposure of liis de(;(;it to 
others. So youug, he nTiist lia-ve some good in linn — at least toAvards 
die man to whom he owes all.” 

“ Mr. Leslie,” said L’E.st range, ;Joud, “you see the state of th< 
|jf»ll. Onr Commit.i(!e believe tliat, if you continue to stand, EgeiTon 
must be beaten. They fear tliai, Leonard Eairfield having little chance, 
I ho Yellows Avill not aauisI-o their second votes on him, but AAoil trails* 
for them to ve^n in order to keep out Egerton. If you retire, Egerlo.^v 
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will ])o sufn. Tlipro is ri*.:isort to supi)ose tliat Leonard vi'oiili!, in tlmr 
ease .'ilso bo witlidi'fnm.” • • 

“ fan lu)|)(‘ and ienr nolhiiiGr iiiorc from E.irort()n,’’ v. Ids] >rri vi 

Levy, He is utterly ruined ; and, if lie lose^ will sl(‘C]) in a prisoji. 
The‘}):ii]itrs are \vaitinfr for Iiini.” 

Haiiflu! was still silent, and at that silence an indignant luiivinnr ran 
tliianitrh the more inlliiential members of the Conunitti'c. lor, iliouij:ii ^ 
Audiey was not personality ycr.v» popular, stdl a eaiididale so ( mnumt 
was necessarily tludr first object, and they would st-ma v(My small to 
the IV] lows *1 their y?rcat man Aps defeated by the very eandidate 
introduced 1o aid* him-— a youth 'unknc#Am. Vanity am! patnotisin 
both s\M‘Il«*(l that murmur. “You see, yoini.n- sir,’’ eiii'd a rich 
blunt master-butcher, “that it wa5 an honourahle uinlerstandiua- tliat- 
?vlr. Eij^ertou was to be safe. Yon had no claim on ns, e\e<',pt. a,s 
ligbtiuf^ second to him. And we are all tistoiiished tliat you don’t. say 
at once, ‘ Save Eg-erton, of course.’ Excuse my freeilom, sir. No 
time, for palaver.” 

“ Lord L’Estranpre,” said Randal, turning mildly I’nf.n the Initelier. 

“ do you, as the first liere m rank and influence, and as Mr. Kgc'ido'n’s 
especial iyiend, call upon me to sacrifice my election, and what ammar 
to bo the inclinations of the majority of the constituents, in onler t( 
olitaiii wliat is, after all, a doulitful chance of returning l\lr. Egerton 
in my room F” 

“ 1 do not call upon y^ou, Mr. Leslie. It is a matter of feeling or 
of honour, which a gcntlcmau can very well decide for liimst'lf.” 

“ Was any such compact made btdwecn your loi-dship and inyscir, 
when you first gave me your interest and canvassed for me in 
person?” 

“ Cert-amly not. Gentlemen, be silent. No such coiuijact was 
ment ioned by me.” 

“ Ncitlicr W'as it by Mr. Egerton. Wliat, ever migiit be tin* under- 
standing spoken of by the n^spcTfcd elector wl)o addressed me, 1 
w-as no part)' to it. t am p(wsnadcd that Mr. I'lgtaioii is the las' 
person who would wish to ow'C liis eh'ct.iou to a triek u])()n the (‘lectors 
m the midst of the polling, and to wdial the w'orld would consider a . 
very unhandsome treatment of myscll', iijion whom all tfJil of t hf 
canvass has devolved.” 

Agjun the murmur rose; but Randal bad an air so deterinined, 
that it (piellcd rcscmtmeiit, and» obtained a continued, though most 
eldlling and Jialf-eoiitemptuous iiearing. 

“ Ne\ertheless,” resumed Randal, “ T Avould at onCe jvtlrc, w ert' 1 
not under the firm iiersnasioii that 1 shall emivince all proscint, wh(- 
iiOAV seem fo eondemii me, that 1 act jirceisely ifeeordiiig to Mr. Eger- 
t.on’s own private iiieliuations* 'j'hat gentleman, in fact, has iiiwer 
betm auiongst you — lias not eanvassed in jierson ' lias takem no 
tronbh*, beyemd a siieeeb, that was i;vidently niea,iit i,o kt^ but a 
gimerat del'emy' of Ids jiast political earecA What do'ss this mean? 
Simply t hat his sta,n(ihig has been liu'ndy a form, to eonqily with the 
wish of his pa.rty, against Ids ow’u desire.” 

'I’he Gonun it tee-incn_ looked at each other ania/a'd aiul doublfu'; 
Hiiudal srAV ho had gadned an advantage; lie ])\wh vu d it with a taet 
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\x\u abiliiy pliovvod tliat, in s))ite of liis mere oraiorieal dcii- 

iu' ]i:i({ in jiini i clrinnits of ii dcxicrous debater. 1 will 
lA! plain with > 011 , j'cnlkuiK'u. My character, iny desire to stand well 
'\illi >011 a.]!, oldiae me to be so. Mr. E^ei’ton Joes not wish /) come 
iiit(» rariiameiil at present. IJis bealtii is in ucli broken ; his])nval(‘ 
allairs lu ed ail ids lime and attention. 1 am, i may say, as a son to 
'Idm. Ife i> uiMst anxious for my success; .Lord L’Kstrani;'e told nu*. 
hut last nialn, very truly, ‘more liyixiou^ for my suee-t‘ss than liis 
owud Nuihin^' t!(.juld please him more tliaii to think I were serving* 
ill Parliament, iiowcver hunihly, those great interests which neither 
heallli nor Ic'isure wilT. in^this ntbineiitous crisi^ alJow iiimsolf to 
delViid wiili his wontiiJ energy, Ijater, indeed, no doubt, be will 
st'ck rei.urn to an Jirena. in wbieinie is so distinguished; and when 
tite popular exeilemciit, which produces th(i ]>opular injustice of the 
da}, is over, what, constituency will not be proud to reti-a*u sucli a 
man In support and proof of wliat 1 have thus said, 1 nijvv ajipc'al 
TO Mr. Egmt ( ju’s own agent— a gcntlcinah who, in spite of his vjist 
fortune and rank he bolds in society, has consented to act gratui- 
tously oil belijilf of that great statesman. , 1 ask you, then, respect- 
fully, Baron Bevy — is not Mr. Egerton’s health much broken, and in 
ue,e'cl of rest ? ” 

“It is,'^ said LcAy. 

“ Am r do not his alTairs necessitate IiLh serious and undivided 
aXtentioji ? ” 

“ They do, indeed,’’ quoth the Baron. “ Gentlemen, I have nothing 
to nrge 111 behtilf of my distingiiislied friend as against the statement 
of his adopted sou, hlr. Leslie.’* 

“ Tlum all I eau say,” cried the butcher, striking his liugtT fist on 

the “ is, that Mr. Egeiion has behaved d d unhandsoino to 

IIS, and wc sliall be. the laugliing-stock of the borough.” 

" Softly, softly,” said Harley. “ There is • knock at the door 
behind. Ex(‘nse me.” 

Harley (piilti'ii the room, but only for a inimito or two. On his 
return addressed liiniseK to Kandai. 

“ Ar(;w c then l-o understand, Mr. Leslie, that your mtciilion is not 
i 0 r(\si4j;"^ ? ” • 

“ Unless your lordship actually urge me to the contrary, 1 sliould 
sa}', ‘ Li'l the election go on, and* all take oui* chance.’ That seonis to 
me, I lie fair, manly, English (great, emphasis on the last adjective), 
liononral)le eonrse.” 

“ Be it so,” replied Harley ; “ ‘ let alUako their chaiioe.’ Mr. Ticslie, 
wo will no lo!ig(',r detain you. Go back to the polling-placci — ou(' 
of the candidafes sl^puld be present: and you, Baron Levy, be good 
enough to go also, and return thanlfs to those who may yet vote for 
Mr. Egerlon.” • 

Levy 1)0 wed, and wcM/ out arm-in-arm with Bandal. 

“ Capital, capital,” said the Baron. “ You have a 
head.” • 

“ i did not like L’Estrange’s look, nevertheless. But he 
m-e now ; liv* voles he got for me instead of for Egerlon liava*. f”ady 
pollt'd. The CoiiJinittec, indeed, m^y refuse to vote for me; but thei 
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there is Aveiiei’b hody of reserve. Yes, the chictioTi is viiiurdly over. 
Wheu we get l}ack:, iLizeldca*! will have arrived with tlie itioiiey i'or 
the purcliase of iii\’ ancestral propert-y; — Dr. ltic<'.afjo(Ta is already 
restorct* to ilu; (V'^tales and titles oi Serrano ;--;whal do 1 care farther 
for Lord L’Estrangc F Still, 1 do not like, his iook.” 

“rooli, you have done just what he wished. I am for(jiddcii to 
say more. Here w'e arc at the booth. A rn^w ])lacard siiua^ v\'o hdt.'* 
How are the numbers P /’yvciieklbrty ahead of you ; you thirf y above 
Egerton ; and Leonard Eairfield still lust on tlic poll. I>nt vvhcia; arci 
Avcnel aiidEairlieldF^* . 

Both tliese eanc^dates had disappeared/, ])erlians gone U> tlicir own 
Committec-rooin . 

Meanwhile, as soon as the doors had closed on Bandal and tin* 
Baron, in the midst of the angry hubbwb succeeding t,u tlunr denari lire, 
Lord L’Estrange sprang upon the table. Tiic action and his look 
stilled every sound. 

“ Gentlemen, it is in our hands to return one of our eaiubdatos, and 
to make our own choice between the two. Y ou have he aid T\lr. i joslir 
and Baron Levy. To tl’cir statement I make but tiiis reoiy-" 
Mr. Egerton is needed by the country ; and whatever his heafih <*• 
his iiflairs, he is ready to respond to Inat call. 11.’ lie lias not can- 
vassed — if he does not appear be.forc you at tliis moment, 1 !ic service^ 
of more than twenty years plead for him in his stead. Which, tlieu, 
of the two candidates do you choose as your member* • a renowned 
statesman, or a beardless boy ? Both have ambition and ability; — ' 
thi'-onehas identified those qualities witli the history of a country, 
and (as it is now alleged to his prejudice) wdtli a devotion that lias 
broken a vigorous frame and iujured a princely fortune. The (d her 
evinces his ambition by inviting you to prefer him to ins benefactor i 
and proves his ability by the excuses he makes for ingi’Miilmh', 
Choose between the^wo - an Egerton or a Leslie.’* 

“ Egerton fe>- ever !” <!ried all the asscuildy, as with a single voice, 
followed by a hiss for Leslie. 

“But,” said a grave and prudent Committee-man, “have we reaLl;. 
the elioice Does not that rest witli the Yellows? Is ic’ot >ou; 
lordship too sauguinc?” 

“Open that door behind' a deputation from our impoiients waitr 
in the room on the other side of the passage. Admit nie.m.” 

The Committee were hushed lin bTcalldess silence while IlarleyY 
oriicr %vas obeyed. iVnd soon, to their great siu'prise, Ijeonatcl 
.bViirfield himself, attended by six of the principal members of the 
Yellow party, entered the room. 

Loro L’Estiiangis. — You have a proposition to make to ns,' 
Mr. Fairfield, ou behalf of yourself and Mr. Avenel, and with the 
annroval of your committee? 

(advancing to the table ), — L have. YVe arc convinced 
per party can carry both its candidates. Mr. Avenel is safe, 
i^ouestion is, which of the two candidates on your side it besi 
the honour of this constituency to select. !My resignation. 
whiJT I am about to tender, will free sufficient votes to give the * 
triumph either to Mr. Egerton or to Mr. Leslie. 
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“ Egerton for ever ! ” cried once more tlic excited Blues. 

“ Yes— Et2:crton for •ever!” said Beonard, with a glow upon lih 
ehe,ok:. ‘‘ We jjiay dilfcr from his luditics, but who cnii tell us those 
ol‘ Mr. Ijeshe ? VVe uiay differ from the politici;m, })ui v/io would 
not. feel ])rfjiid of ilie seuator? A great and incalculable advantage 
1.^ b<'st*)wcd oil that constituency which returns to J’arlianieiit a dls- 
lingiiishcd man. His distinction ennobles the place he rf'presents — 
it. sustains [)iib!io s])irit— it aiigmeikts th^ manly interest in all that 
affects tlio nation. Every time his voice hushes the assemhied Par- 
liann'iit., it reminds lis of our common country ; and even the dis- 
cussion amongst liis eonsiituents which his vomc ])rovok:es — clears 
lju'.ir ix'rceptioiis of the pulihc interest, and enlightens themselves, 
from tin? intellect, which commaifds their interest, and compels their 
.'it tent ion. Egerton, then, for* ever ! If our nart.y must subscribe to 
the rctui'ii ol‘ one orinonent, lot idi unite to select the worthiest. My 
Lord Ij'Estrange, wlicn L quit this room, it will he to announce my 
resignat.ion, and to solicit those who have promised me their votes to 
t.ranstcr thiiifi to Mr. Audiey Egerton.’* 

Amidst the nnroarious huzzas which followed this speech, Leonard 
drew near to liaricy! “My Lord, I have obeyed your wishes, as 
conveyed to me by niy uncle, wlto is engaged at this moment else- 
where in carrying t [iom into effect.’’ 

“Leonard,” said Harley, in the same undertone, “you have insured 
to Audiey Egertou what you alone could do— the triuinjih over a 
pertidious de]^)cndent — the continuance of the sole career in wliich he 
Jms 1111110110 found the solace or the zest of life, lie must thank you 
with his own lips. Como to the Park after the close of the poll, 
'('here and t hen shall the explanations yet needtul to botli be given 
and received.” 

“ Here Harley bowed to the assembly and raised his voice : “ Geii- 
tleinen, ye.stenlay, at the nomination of th^ candidates, 1 uttered 
remarks that have justly pained Mr. Eairlicld. ka your presence 
J wtiolly retract and frankly apologisc for tliem. in your presence 1 
entreat' his tbrgivcuess, and say, that if he will accord me his friend- 
ship, 1 will ])iaee him in my esteem and affection side by side with 
the SJ^atcsitian wiium he has given to his country.” 

Leonard grasped t.lic hand extended to him with both his own, and 
t.lien, overcome by his emotions, hurried froin the room ; while Blues 
and Yellow'S exchanged greetings^ rej<)iced in the compromise lliat 
w'ould dispel ail party irritation, secure the peace of tlic bovougli, 
and allow quiet, men, who had aetosted each other the day before, 
and vowed reciprocal injuries to tr^e and custom, the indulgence 
of all amiable and fraternal feeimgs — until the next, general 
election. ^ ^ * 

In the meanwhile "the polling had gone on slowly as before, but 
still to the advantage of Kandal. “Not two-thirds of the consti- 
tuency will poll,” nnfrmured Levy, looking at his watch. “The 
thing is decided. Aha, Audiey Egerton ! you who once tortured me 
with the unspeakable jealousy that bequeaths such im])lacal)lp hate— 
you who scorned my society, and called me ‘ scoundrel ’ — disdaii^uJ 
of the very power your folly placed within my hands — aha, your time 
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is up!™ and tho sjnrit that, adiuiiiistnrod to youi' own destruction 
strides williin tlie circle to sei/i'. its prey.” • 

‘'Yo\l shall have my first triuik, Levy,” sjiid llaudal, ‘Mo eucloso 
your le\‘r to i\Jr. Thondiill’s solicitor.' Tliis jdlair of the cicclioii 
IS over ; \^e. imist. now look to what else rijsts on our hands.” 

“ Wlial. tlie dtwil is that placard?” cried J;evy, tuniiiio- ])aU. 
.Randal Inoke-d, and ri^dit up the market-place, followed l)\ a'l 
iminensf^ Ihroiij;-, moved, hi^^di own- the licads of all, a Yellow lK)a:^i 
that seemed marching tlirough tin; air, coinet likc : — 

Ti( <1 ii'f/f)' ‘x , r 

RESIGNATION OF FAI llFlELD' 


YELLOWS! 

VOTE FOTt 

AVENEL AND EGERTON ! 

"(Signed) TIMOTHY ALLJACK. 

Yellow (’omruittee Huurn. 

“ What infernal treachci^is this?” cried Randal, livid with honest 
indignation. 

“ Wait a moment ; there is Avencl ! ” exclaimc.d Levy ; and al the 
head of another procession tliat emerged from tlie obscurer lanes of 
th(^ town, walked, with grave majesty, the surviving Yellow cuiuli- 
datc. Dick disappeared for amommit within a gi'oeer’s shop in the 
broadest part of the place, and then culminated, at the height of a 
balcony on the first story, just above an enormous yellow c.iaiistor, 
signilicant of the pol^ssjon and tlie politics of the householder. N(' 
sooner did DicK hat in hand, appear on this rostrum, than the 1\iu 
processions halted below, bands ecased, flags drooped round liieir 
staves, crowds nished within liearing, and even the polJ-eh'rks 
sprang from the booth. Randal a.n(l Levy themsidvcs pressed into 
the IliJ-oiig. Dick on the balcony was the JJn^.s e.T Mxtvluilu. 

“Fri'cmen and electors!” said Dick, with his most sonorous 
accents— “ linding that the ]iul)lic ojiinion of this independent and 
eiilighti'iuid constituency is so (ni^'njy divided, that only oru; Yellow 
eaiidiilate can be returned, and only one Jllue lias a elianci', it wa ^ 
my int(‘iil ion last liight to refine from the contest, and thus put an 
end to Jill bickerings and ill-blood— (Hold your tongues there, can’t 
you !) -1 say lionesth^ 1 should havt^^ Iircterred the return of m> 
distinguished and talented young nephew^ — honourable relation — to 
niy own; but ho •would not hear of it ; and talked all our Committee 
into the. erroneous but high-miuded notion, that the towm would cry 
shame if the ni‘pli(;w rode into Parliament by breaking the ba('k ol 
the lincde.” (Loud cheers from the mob, aiicf partial cries of “ VVcTl 
have you both ! ”) 

“ Vondl do no siicli thing, and voii know it ; hold yourjaw%” re- 
Buiued Dick, witli imperious good-lnimom’. “Let me go on, cauT 
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you? — timo presses. In a word, my nephew resolved to retire, il', at 
two o’elnck this day^^therti was no chance of returning both of us ; 
and tliere is none. Now, then, the next thing for the Y‘dlo\vs, who 
iiave nol >et, v()1(;d, is to consider how tlicy will give tj/idr second 
voles. Ill had hf,on the man to retire, why, for certain reasons, 1 
should ha v(! recommended them to spht with Leslie — a clever chap, 
and i.rett y considerable sharp.” 

Ilear, hear, hear!"' erica the Lanne lustily. 

“ Hut L"in bound to say that my nephew has an opinion of his own 
— as an iuchunnident Lritisher, let him be twice your nephew, ought 
(o have; and his oi)hii(jii goes the other wa}'', and so does that of our 
CJomiiiil.toe,” * 

“ iSold ! "" cried the Earou ; and some of the crowd shook their 
lieads, and looked grave — especially those suspected of a wish to be 
Ik mg (it. 

“ Hold ! — pndty fellow you, with the nosegay in your button-hole, 
to talk of sdliiig ! Y"oa who wanted to sell your own (dieiit — and you 
Know it. IJjcvy recoiled.] /Why, gentlemen, that’s Levy, the Jew, 
'A ho talks m selling I And if he iisperses the character of this consti- 
tiu'iiey, 1 stand hen' to defend it: and there stands the parish pump, 
will] a Jiaudle for tlie arm of Ilonesty, and a spout for the lips of 
Falsehood ! ” 

At th(‘, close, of t.his magniloquent period, bori’owi'd, no doubt, froni 
srmie gri'at American orator, Baron Levy involuntarily retreated 
towards llu‘ shelter of the polling-hooth, followed by some frowning 
Y('llows, with very menacing gestures. 

^‘Ihitllu' calumniator sneaks away ; leave him to the reproach of 
his ronscienee,” resumed lliek, wdth a generous inagnaiiiinitv. 

“Houd! ithe word rang tiu’ougli the jdace like the blast of a 
innup<‘( I - Hold I No, believe me, not a man who vote.s for Egcrtoii 
in.dead of Fairtield will, so fiu* as 1 am ooneerned, lie a penny the 
better I chllliiig silenci;] — or [with a scaroe perceivyivlc wiiuc towards 
tiu' anxious faces of the Ilimdred and Fifty who filled the background j 
- ('1' a, [K’nny the worse, i hond cheers from the Hundred and Eifty, 
and eyies of ' Nohh; ! ’ {/ T don’t like the politics of Mr. Egerton. But 
} aw^not. ynly a politician - i ani a 1 VLA.N ! d’hc argiiuicnTs of cnir 
jTspiKKt'd {’ommiTK'.e jxa’sons in business, toiidor hnsbaiids, and 
devoted lathers — lisvc wi'ight wiih me. 1 myself am a husband find 
a fuller. If a needless contest be. prolonged to the last, wifli all the 
i;Til;ir!o;i.s it eiigeiidcrs, who suiter? why, the tradesman and fhe 
operative. ]’:irtiaiity, loss of enston^, tyraimieal demands for house'- 
rent, notices to ijuit — in a word, the .screw ! 
j leal', hear ! ” rpid “ Give us the Ballot !” 

“I'he Ballot — with all my heart, 4fl had it about mo! And if we 
iiad the. Ballot, 1 shovdd like to see a man dare to vote Blma [Loud 
cheers from the YeUows.] But, as we have not got it, wc must think 
i){ oiir families. And kmay add, that though ]\lr. Egerton may come 
again into ofllcc, Vet [added Dick,' solemnly] 1 will do my best* as lifs 
rolhaigno, to keej> liim straight ; and your own cnlightem’iu'iit {fur the 
R'hoolmasier is Jibroad) will snow him that no iiiinister can brave 
public opinion, nor quarrel with his own bread and buUei’. f^fuch 

VOL. II. 2 ^ 
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fv; !i' Uk'.sc limes the aribfocracy must (mdear tljcmsclves to 

■iif iui({i;I ‘ mid working class: aiui a mcnibcr in of lice lias mueli to 
m tfic Stamps and Excise, in the Customs, the Post Office, 
?i:id otli.T\State departments in tliis rotten old— I mean this luacrnifi- 
eeut eiii])ire — by which he (*an bouclit liis cnnstil'icnls, and reconcile 
the prero^'iitives of aristocnicy witJj the claims of the people — more 
especially in this case, the people of the borough of Lansmerc. 
[Hear, liear.J .... 

“ And tliereforc, sacriticing party inclinations (since it seems that I 
can in no way promote them) on ilie Altar of General Good Peeling, I 
csjunot oppose the resignation of my nephew — honourable relation — 
nor blind my eyes to the advantages that ihay result to a borough so 
nnportant lb the nation at large, if the electors thiuk fit to choose my 
Right Honourable broth — 1 mean the Right Honourable Blue caib 
didatc — as my brother colleague. Not that 1 presume to dictate, or 
express a wi.sli one way or the other — only, as a Eamily Man, 1 say to 
you, Electors and Erccmcn, having seiwcd your count in retuniing 
iue, ;^^ou have nobly won the right to think of the little ones at home.” 

Hick put his hand to his hprt, l)owe<l gracefully, and retired from 
the balcony a,midst unanimous applause. 

In threu; minutes more Dick had resumed his placr in the bool h in his 
(juality of candidate. A rush of Yellow electors poured in, hot, and 
fast. *TJp came Emanuel Trout, and, in a firm voice, recorded his 
vote— Avimel and Egcrlon.” Every man of the Hundred and Fifty 
so polled. To each question, ‘‘ Whom do you vole for ?” “ Avenci 

and Kgerton” knelled on tin; cars of Randal Jjc.slic^ with “ damnable 
iteration.” The young n>an folded liis arms acro.s.s Ids bre^ast in 
dogged (lespair. 'JyLevy had to shake hands for M r. Egerton, with u 
rapidity that toe?) away his breath. 11c longed to slink away — ^longed 
to get at- L’Esti, Jiige, whom lie supjjosed would be as wroth at this 
turn in the who'!'1 of foii.une as himself. But lunv, as Egerion’s rei)re- 
sentative, e, scape from llie contimious griixis of those liorny hands r 
Besides, there stood the parish pump, right in i‘ace of the booth, and 
some liuge truculent- looking Yellows loitered round il, as if ready to 
pounce on him the instant he (piitted his present sanctuar 3 \ , Sud^ 
(Iciily tJie crow d round the booth n'ceded- Lord L’EsI rang''’s 
drove up to the spot, and llarlev, stepping from it, assisted out of the 
vehdeh' .111 old grey-iumred paralytic man. The old man stared round 
iiim, and nodded smilingly to Hie mob. “ITii here — Em come ; Ei:: 
Out <a p<»or creature, but Em a goocl Blue to the Last !” 

Old John A\cuel— fine old Jplni !” cried many a voice. 

And John Am’iu’I, sliil leaning on Harley’s arm', tottered into the 
and plumped for Egerton.” 

“ SShakiOiaiuls, father,” said Di&k, bending forward, ‘“though youTi 

■: vote for me.” 

I was a Blue before you wen; born,” answered the old man, trenju- 
loi’.sly. ‘‘ But 1 wish >ou .success all the sane:*, and God bless ym, 
m.. boy!” 

]'>;eu the poil-clcrks were touched : and when Dick, leaving his 
olaee, was seen by the crowd assisting Lord L’Eslrangc to idace poor 
doim ag-ain in the carriage — tijat pin'ure of family love in the midst 
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of political difforcnct — of Die prosperous, woalihj^ ciiorirelic son, who, 
as a boy, had played ai marbles in ilukvory kemicl, and who liad risen 
ill life by his own exertions, fuid was nowvirtually M.r. lor his nativ(^ 
town — temlinp: on the broken-down, aged father, \vhom# (‘.vcn the 
mtcM'csts of a son h^ was so proud of could not win from Ihe colo i:-- 
whit'll he associated with tmlh and rectitude “--had such an etVee: 
ujimi the rudest of the mob there present, that you might have heard 
:i ))in fad — till t he carriage drove away Jxick: to John’s humble, home, 
.’•nd ilien there rose sucb a temp(\st dfliuzzas ! John Avend's vote 
ior blgm'ton gave aiKjIlier turn io the vicissitudes of that lueiuorable 
( it^etion. As yet Aveuel ]jad lidm ahead of Audlcy ; but a plumper 
ei favour of Egcrtoii, from Aveiuirs own father, set an example and 
.'>av(; an (;xcusc io many a lllue Adio had not yet voted, and could not 
pnn'aii on himself to split hfs vote between Dick and Audlcy; an l 
'iheivforc, several hiadhig tradesmen, who, seeing that Egorton was 
.-afe, liad ])reviously r(!solvcd not to rote at all, came up in the last 
hour, ])luini)('d for Egertou, aucl earned liini to the he.ad of the poll • 
so that poQif John, whose vole, involving that of Mark Fairfield, li.ul 
secured the first opening in piihlie life 1© the young ambition of tin* 
unknown son-in-laAV, still coutnbuted to coniu^ct witli success and 
triumph^ but also with sorrow, ?xnd, it may he, wdlh death, the name's 
"if the high-boni Egcrt.on and the humble Avenol. 

'riu^ great town-clock strikes the hour of four ; the rctuniing-nfliccr 
h'dares the poll closed; the formal announcement of Ihe r uill. will 
fie made later. J3ut all the town knows that Audlcy Egorton and 
Jtichard A vend are the members for Lfiusmcre. And flags straiui. 
and drums heat, and men shaken each oili(;r by the hand heartily; ana 
there is tfilk of the chairing to-morrow ; and the puhlic-liouses' arc 
r*rowd{‘(l; .and there is aji indistinct huhhnb in street and alley. \\'ith 
smhlcn hursts of uproarious shoutiiip* and the clouds to t h* west 
look: red .and lurid round the sun, whicn has gone down behind the. 
f’huvch-tower- -behind tlic ^\cw*4recs that overshadm. the <iuict grave 
f jSora A vend. 


CiiAlTER XXXil!. 

• 

.\;ni>ST t’.H' dar:k(ming shadows of twilight, ita’ut,:. i jr.'s lie walked 
dji'yaidi E.ausm(’i’e Park towards the luauNC. Ee iiad .t.Iunk a'A’av 
.-euwe. <li(‘ poll was dohod -crept through b\-laues, and ])lnii';(',{l into 
! he li'a,fl(\ss co]),ses «f the EtuEs stately pasture-grouiid^ . Ami i-M' he 
i ewiklcrment of his ihoughls- at* a loss to "conjecture how this 
^! ramie luisehanee h^d befallen him— indiiu'd to aserilie it to 
jconardks influence over Avoiid— hnt siLspecting Harley and lialt 
:l' ubtfid of Enron Lefy, he sou';^ht to asoertaiu wliat fa, nit (;(' judg- 
iiK'nt hehinVseirhad rummitted — what wile be Lad forp. trn - what 
ilivead in his \ve]> he had left raggi'd mid incomplete. 11c could ciis- 
eo\er none. His 'ability seeniod to hiiu unimpf'aeha, hie-- A-, /em', 
e/ A And * Ihf'rr' eauu* acro.ss his luT.'ei a ‘-'i;.; • jiang 
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—sharper than that of baffled aiiibitiou— i.he fcclinj? that ]ip li.xi 
been deceived and bu])b]ed, and fbetrayed. Pop- so vital a necessil y t( » 
all livinf? ruen is tkuth, that the idlest traitor feels amazed and 
wronged AfeeLs the pillars of the world shaken, \vheii treason recoils 
on 111 mself. “ That Itichard Avenel, whpm 1 trusted, eon hi so deceive? 
me I" nnirjnured Itandal, and his lip quivered. , 

lie was still in the midst of the Park, when a man with a yellow 
cockade in his hat, and ruimmg fast from the direction of the town, 
overtook liim with a letter, on delivering which the messenger, 
waiting for no answer, hastened back the way he had come, llandai 
recognised AvenePs hand on the address— broke the seal, and read as 
Ibllows : — 

{Private and Co^jfiJeniiaL) 

Demi Leslie, — ^Don’t be dowm-bcarted— you w^ill know to-night 
or to-iiK)rroW why I have had cause to alter my opinion fis to the 
Kigljt J lonourahlc ; and you ivill see that 1 could not.^.as a Kaniily 
Man, act otherwise than I lijive done. 'I’hoiigh I have not broken niy 
word to you— for you remember that all the. help 1 promised ivas 
dependent on my own resignation, and ivould go for uolhiug if 
.Leonai*d resigned instead— yet 1 feel you must think yourself railicr 
bamboozled. But J liave Ixicn obliged to sacriliee yon, from a s(‘nse 
of PamiJy Duty, as you will soon acknowledge. Aly own iif'.phew is 
sacrificed also; and I have sacrificed my own eoneerns, wdiiidi ref|uire 
the wiiolc man of me for the next year or two at Screws! oivn. yo we 
arc all in the same boat, though you may tliink you are set adrift 
by yourself. But I don’t mean to stay in Ihirlianlent. I shall take 
the Gliiltcrn Hundreds, jiretty considerahh' soon. And if you keep 
well wdtii the Blues, I’ll do my best with tlu? Yidlows to h‘t >ou widk 
over the coiuse in my stead. Por I don’t tliink ijconanl will want 
to stand again. And so a word to the wise — iincl you may yet ho 
mem ber for Lansmere. “ 11. A.” 

In this letter, llandai, despite all his acuteness, could not ah.i.cet 
the honest compunction of the writer. Ho could at first- (5fdy IfA'i; at 
the Avorst side of human nature, and fancy tliat it was a paltry attemjn. 
to stifle Ids just anger and iiisure liis discretion. Jhit. ciii seemid 
t.liouglit s, it struck him that Dick^might very naturally be glad to lx? 
nieased to bis mill, and get a quid pro quo out of llandai, under tin; 
eomiirehcnsivc title — “rcpaymrtit of expenses,” Ibi haps i)ick was 
not. sorry to wmit until Kandal’s marriage gavc^ him the mcians to 
make the repayment. Hay, perhaps llandai had be(.‘n thrown ov(‘r 
for th(? ])n's(?nt, in order to wring ironi him het.ler terms m a single 
elect, h)u. Thus reasoning, lie took comfort iroiii liis belief ill the 
mercenary motives of another. True, it might bi? but a short disap- 
piuntment. Before tlie next, Parliajnent Avas A month old, he might 
vet take his seat in it as member for Lansmere. But- all would 
depend on his uiarriage Avith the heiress ; he must hasten that. 

Meanwhile, it Avas necessary to knit and gather iq) all his thought, 
csourage, and presence of mind. How he shrunk from return to 
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Lansiiicie House— from facing Egcrton, Harley — all. But there was 
Ilf) choice. J le woulct liave to makc'it uxj with the Blues— to defend 
the course ho had adopted in the Counnittee-Iloom. There no doubt, 
was Sijuirc Hazeld^an awaiting him with the xmrchase-mfuiey foi- llie 
lands of Hood— there was the Duke di Serrano, rejstored to wealth 
and Uoijoiii- — there waas his promised bride, the great heiress, on 
whom depended all that could raise the needy genilcmau into wealth 
and ])osii]on. (iriulually, with thd elasiie tein])cr that is essential to 
a systematic seliemer, Kaiidal Leslie ))luckcd himself from tlie pain of 
brooding- f)V(‘r a, plotitiiat w'as (l(‘.fcat,ed, to prc'parc himself fv>r eon- 
sunnnatiug tiiose that y(‘t%eomed so near success. — After all, should 
im fail in regaining Bgcrlons I'avour, Egerlon was of use no more. 
He might rear his lu'ad, and face out what some might call “ingrati- 
tude,’’ ])rnvided he could Imt satisfy the Blue Committee. Dull dog’s, 
how eouhl lie fail (o do that ! lie could easily talk oyer the Machia- 
Vf'liiau sage. He slmuld have small dilliculty in explaining all to the 
eoiilcntof Audl'‘\ ‘s distant, brother, tlic 8»)uire. iiarley alone —but 
L(’vy had no.^itively assured him that Harley was not sincerely 
an:' ions for hgc.rtoii; and as to the uiore important explanation 
relatl\(' to i\‘b('liiera, surely wdiat had satislled Viohante.’s fatlicr 
ought 10 siil!st'\ a man who had no peculiar right to dcmaiitl exjilana- 
lions al all ; and if these explanations did not satisfy, the onus to dis- 
prove them must rest with Harley; and who or wdiat could contradict 
Ibuidars plansihle. assertions-- assertions in support of whifdi lie liini- 
self could summon a witness, in Baron L(‘V\ ? Thus nerving liiniseif 
to all l.hat could task his ]jow’crs, Baiidal Leslie crossed the throsliold 
of Laiisuit're liou.se, and in the hall he found the Baron aw'aiting 
iiini. 

“ 1 can’t account,” said Levy, “for wdiat lias gone so cross in this 
confounded elect ion. It is L'^festrauge that, imzzlcs me ; hut I know 
that he hates Lgerloii. 1 kmwv that he wdll prove; that hate by one 
mode of revenge, if lie ha.s lost it in another. -“But it is well, Baiidal, 
that yon are secure of liazcldean’s money and the rich heiress’s hand ; 
otherwise ” 

“ ( >1 herwdse, w hat ? ” 

“*i should wbush my hands of yon, won cher ; for, in siiite of all 
your filevcriiess, and all i liavc tried to do for you, somehow or other 
I begin to suspi'ct that your talents will never secure your fortune. 
A c:ir])ent<*r’s son beats you in pi!l)lip siicakiiig, and a vulgar mill- 
owncj- tricks you in private negociatjon. Decidedly, as yet, Ilandal 
Leslie, you are— a failure. And, as you so admirably said, Hi imm 
from w horn wu; havii nothing to liopc or fear, we must blot out of the 
map of the fut ure.’*” « 

Kandur.s answ cr was cut short by the appearance of the groom of 
the chambers. 

“ !\ly Lord is in the, saloon, and requc'sts you and Mr. Leslie, will 
do him the honour to join Idm tlRirc.” The two gentlemen followtid 
the servant up the broad stairs. 

The saloon formed the centre room of the suite of apartments. 
From its size, it was rarely used save on state occasions, it had tilo 
shilly and formal aspect of rooms r^'served for ceremony. 
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Riccabocp:!., Violnr.!o, ileJen, Mr. Dale, Sqxiii'e Hmjbieaiu anti 
Lord L’E.stiaii^c, were grouped^ together by'' the cold Fioreiiline 
niarble table, not littered witli books and female work, and tlie einlear- 
ing signs or habitation, that give a lixdng smilt* iq the face f)f home, 
Jiothiiig thereon save a great silver candelabrum, that scarce lighted 
the si:)a clous room, and brought out the portraits on the walls as a 
part of the assembly, looking, as portraits do look, with searching, 
curions eyes upon every eye that tifnis to them. 

But as soon as Itandal entered, the Squire detached himself fnnn 
the group, and, coming to the defeated candidate, shook hands with 
him ht.mtiiy. ^ f 

'' Cheer up, my boy ; ’tis no shaine.to he beaten. Lord IVEstramrtj 
says you did your best to win, and man can do no more. And Lm 
glad, Leslie, that we don’t meet for our little business till the election 
is over; for, after annoyance, something pleas/int is twice as acceo{a- 
ble. Tve the money in my pocket, llusli— and I say, my dear, drar 
dear boy, 1 cannot find out where Frank is; but It is really all olf with 
iliai foreign woman— ch ? ” 

“Yes, inde(‘d, sir, I hope ho. I’ll talk to you about it when we 
can be aloiu'. We may slip away presently, 1 tnist.” 

“ I’ll tell yon a s('cret scheme of mine an'd llan-y’s,” said the S(]uii’e, 
in a still low whispiT. “ \Vc must drive that marchiom^ss, or whal- 
ever she is, out (jf the boy's b^rad, *ind put a jiretty English girl iut,(,' 
it instead. Tliat wnll settle him in life too. And 1 must try mid 
swallow that bilter pill of iha posMil. Harry makes worse of ii, 
than I do, and is so tuu’dou the poor fellow that Tve been obliged lo 
take his part. I’ve no idea of being under petticoat govemmeiit,* ii 
is not the w'a.v with the Ila^eldcaus. Well, but to come back to the 
point- -whom do >on iliink 1 mean by the pretty girl?” 

“MissStiekiorights?” 

“ Zounds, no 1- your own little sister, Bandal. Sweet pretty face ! 
Harry liked hm* from the first, and then vou’U be Frank’s brother, 
and .your sound liead and good heart will keep liim right, iind as 
YOU are going io lie married loo (you must tell me all about that 
later), why, \vc shall have tavo marriages, perhaps, in lh(;.I‘aniLly on 
the same day.” 

llcindaJ’s [land grasped the Squire’s, and with an emotion of human 
graiijmle- for \ve know that, hard to dl else, he had natural fei'Iings 
for liis fallen family; and Ids ncglebted sister was the one. being on 
earth whom lie might almost be said to love. With all Ids inu Vice- 
tual disdain for iionest simide I^raiik, he knew no one in the world 
with Avhom lii.s young sisier could be more secure and happy. Trans- 
ferred to 1 lum-oof, and inipKiycd bj the, active kindness, of i\irs. IlazuL 
d(‘.an' blcj-t in the majily alfeetion of oni^ not t^)o refined to censure 
her own delu’h'ndes of edueation— ^what. more" could he ask i'or his 
sister, as he ]ne1ured her to himself, Avith her, hair hanging over her 
ears, and Imr mind running into scud over some trashy novel. But 
befort' In- eonhl rejdy, 'Vioiante’s father came to add his ovrn];hiloso- 
'''liieal ef-usolalioiis tn ihc tScpiire’s downright comforting.'?. 

“ \yho_ could ev(‘r count on impn'.m- cajiriee ? 'I'he wise, of all ,'»ges 
liad de.si)^^ it. In that respect, Jlorace and I^Jachkveiii Avere of i]:e 
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ianie imiid,” &c. &c.^ “But,” said tj^c Duke, with ein^diatic kindness, 
‘ iwrliaps your v^ery niislbrtime here may serve you elsewhere. The 
cmale heart is prone to jjity, and ever cag:er to comiort. .Besidc's, if 
[ am recalled (o Itedv, you will have leisure to come witlfus, and see 
ihe land where, of all others, ambition can be most re/adily hu'^otlen, 
even*[added tlie Italian, mth a sigh]— even by her own sons ! ” 

Thus addressed by both Hazeldean and the Duke, Bauckd recovered 
Ills spirits, it was clear that Lo'rd I/Kstrange had not conveyed to 
them .'iny mifavourablo impression of his (jonduct in Ihe Cominittee- 
room. While Kandal had ueemithus engaged, Levy had made Ids way 
to Harley, who retreated with thc^ Baron into the bay of the great 
window. « 

“ Well, my lord, do you /jorripnijcnd this conduct on llie i)ai*t of 
Kicliard ;VveneJ ? He seem-e Egciioids return ! — lie! ” 

“ AVhat so natural, Baron Levy — his own brother-in-law' ? ’’ 

The Baron started, and turned vcr>^ j)alc. 

“But how did he know that? J never told iiim. I meant 
iiiflml— 

“ Meant, perha]3s, to shame Egdtou s pride at the last, by ])u])liciy 
declaring ins marriage witli a sliopkeeper’s daughter. A very good 
revenge still h'R to .sou; but n'vengc urn what? A word with you, 
now, Baron, tliat our acquaintance is about to clr)so forever. You 
knoww])>' 1 have cause for rescntm’eiit against Egerton. 1 do but. 
suspect yours ; will you inake it chiar to me?” 

“ My lord, my lord,” faltered Baron Levy, “ loo, wooed IS ora 
AverKH as my who ; J, too, bad a happier rival m the i)avgliL.v world- 
ling who did not appreciate his own feBcity; J, too — in a vvortl, some 
women inspire' an alfeetion that mingles with llu*. entire being of a 
man, and is fused with idl the ciuTcnts of his life-blood : Tsora Avemd 
was one of those women.” 

Harley was startled. This bur.st of emotion fr^m a man so corrupt 
and cynical arrc^stcid even the scorn he felt for the usurer. Levy soon 
recovered liirnseif, “ But our revenge is not ballled yet. Egerton. 
if no.t already in ray power, is still in yours. His election may save 
hiip from*ariTst, but the law has other modes of ])ublie exposure and 
cfjeet ual min.” 

“ .For the knava*, yes - as I intimated to you in your own house — 
you viie boast of your lovt'. to JNora Avenct, and know in your hoar' 
that you were her d(^siroyer — ymu wlio witnessed her ma,rriage, and 
vet (Inred to toll her t hut she was dishonoureii ! ” 

Aly liow^ could you know— 1 mvian, how think liiat — 

that— ^ faltered .Levy, aghast. 

“ Nora. Avenel has sjiokeu 4rom her grave,” replied Harlty, 
selee‘:il’. . “ Learn-» that, wherever man commits a crime, ilcaven 

Idas a y.iii;.-- !” * 

“ H i.s on me, thoia,” said Levy, WTcstling against a sujierbtitlou;, 
thrill at Ids heart— “on me tlutt you now con ecu I re jaair vengc.aice , 
and 1 miiot inoet it as I may. But 1 have fullidi'd lay p.m" of or:: 

( ompaet. f have obeyed you implicitly ■ and— 

“ J will fullil my ]inrt of e»ur bond, and h-.ive ye: u ; orbed in 
^our weailli.” 
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i liucw J nap,'lit trust to yoiy: lordship’s liqiiour/’ cxclaiiiu'd’ tlic 
ill sorvhc ick'O. 

“ Aud this vile crouture iiursod tlie same passions as myself ; and 
but Yesterday \v(‘ wv-vc partners in the same purpose, and inlliicnced 
bv tfic samr \]n)up,h<,/’ muttered Harley to himself. “ Y(is,” he said 
aloud, “ 1 dare not, llaron Levy, constitute myself ,>our jlld.^■(‘. 'Pur- 
sue your own ])atli -all roads meet at last before the coninum triimual. 
But you are not >et released ^t*om our compact; you must do soiu<5 
good in spit e of yr)ursclf. Look yonder, wdiere Kandal Leslie stajids, 
smiling secure, I )( tween the two dangtrs lie has T<lis(ul np for himsitf. 
And as Kandal Leslie liimsclf has invited mb to be Ins jHidgi', and you 
are aware that lie cited youi’self this «v(‘iy day as his witness, heia* 1 
must expose the guilty — for here the innocent still liv(', and need 
defence.” 

llarh^y turiiod aw;ay, and took his place hy the, talile, “ 1 hav'e 
wished ” said ii(‘, raising his voice, “ tf* connect wdlh t he triumph of 
my earliest and dearest friend the lianpincss of otlu'rs in whose wel- 
lare 1 feel an interest. To vpii, Alphonso, Duke of i^erraiio, 1 now 
give tins desjiatch, received last- evening hy a special messi’iigt'r froin 

t-hc .Kriiiee \on , announcing your nistoraiion to your lauds and 

honours.” 

The Inquire stare.d \yith open moutli. ‘‘ llickeyboekey a cluki‘‘f 
VVhy, Jemima ’s a ducliess ! lUess me, she is actually crying ! ” And 
his good heart ])romptcd him to run to his consiii and cluaT her nji 
a bit. 

Yiolaute glanced at Harley, aud llung herself on her father’s 
breast. IKindal involuntarily rose, and moved to the Duke’s 
chair. 

‘*i\nd you, Mr. Randd Leslie,” continued Harley, “ though you 
have lost your election, see before, you a-t this moment such iirospceis 
of wealth and happiness, that 1 shall only have to offer 3011 (‘ongra- 
tulations to W'hicli those that grw-t Mr. Audley Egertou may well 
appear lukcwuirm ;ind insipid, provided you prove that- you li.'ivc not 
forfeited the right to claim that promise, which the Dul;(; di Seia-aiio 
has accorded to the suitor of his daughter’s hand. Son%i doui t.s 
resting on my mind, you Jiave volunteered to dispel them. 1 hav(' 
the duke, ’s ^lennission to address to you a few^ questions, and I now 
avail niyselt of your offm* to reply to J hem.” 

“ Mow™aiid here, my lord?” said Kiuidal, glancing round the 
room, as if deprecating tiie preseneti of so many witnesses. 

“Now — and here. Nor are those present so strange to your 
explanations as your question would imply. ]\tr,* Hazel dean, it so 
haiipcns that mucli of what 1 shall say to Mr. Leslie concerns 30111- 
son.” * ; * ‘ 

Kandars countenance fcU. An uneasy tremor now seized him. 

“ My son !— Frank ? Oh then, of coui'se, llaiidal will speak out. 
Speak, my boy ! ” * 

Randal l emaiiied silent. The Duke looked at his working face, luid 
drew away his chair. 

“ Young man, can you hesitate ?” said he. “A doubt is expressed 
which involves your honour.” 
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“ !” cried 1 he Squire, also Ji'azhij? on liiindars cowering 

and qniverin" lip— What are you aft-uid of 

“ Afraid !” said Kandal, forced into speech, and witli a hollow 
lanirh — “ afraid? — t? AVhai of? 1 was only wondering' ^’hat. Lord 
L’LstTanyc could mean,” 

“ j *\iH dis]>el that wonder at once. Air. Hazeidoan, your sf)u dis- 
j)lea:'ed you lirst hy his ])roposals of marriage to the Marehesa di 
Xcirra against your consent; secRndl^hy a pod-obit bond granted 
1 o Laron Levy. ^ JLd yon understand ^roiu Air. Randal .Lesli(' 1 hal he 
had opjjosed qrfavouiU'd the said^marriage — that liii had countenanced 
or hlained the. pod-ohH 

“ Why, of course,” cried the ^(uire, “that he had 0 ])poscd ])ot lithe 
oiKi, and ihe (dher.” , 

“ Js it so, Mr. Jjcslie?” 

“Aly lord -1 — 1 — my riffeei ion for .Frank, and my est eem for his 
r/*si)t'et('d fath(*r --.I - 1 lio nerved himself, and 'uamt oji uitli 
j'lniMoiee: “Of conr.M\ 1 did all 1 could to di-ssuadc Frank from 
1 lu^ marria<('. ; and as to the jiud-ohit, I know nothing about il.” 

“ So imnL at ])resciit for tliis matter. *l iiass on to tlio graver one, 
: tiai aifecls vmr engaircmcnt wiih lh(‘. Duke? di Serrano’s druighl'T, 
1 undci’staiKl from you, Duke, that to save \our daAighl-er from the 
"•nan’s of (lount di j’esehiera, and inth(‘ heiiei’that Air. Li;slie shared 
in your dnaid of the (louiifs designs, \on, while in ('xile and in 
>. overt y, promised to that gentleman your daught(T's hand ? When 
the iirohahilities of restoration to your prinoipaliliVs seemed well- 
i;mli certain, >ou contirmed that promise on learning from Air. L{‘slie 
that he. liad, however ineifectively, struggled to jU'eservo your lioiress 
ii’om a perfidious snare. Js it not. so ?” 

“ Certainly, ilad 1 succeeded to a throne, T conld not rceall the 
]a•omis(^ lhar. 1 liad given in penury and banishment -L eould not 
leftist; to him who woidd have saeriticed worldly ambition in Avedtliug 
a, penniless briile, the reward of his own generosity. Aly daughter 
Mihseribes to my views,” 

Violante, trembled, and her hands were locked together; but her 
araze \va.s fijfcd on Harley. 

An*. Dah* wiped his eye,s, and thought of the poor refugee feeding 
on minnows, and preserving himself from debt amongst the shades of 
the. Casino. 

“ Yonr answer becomes you, Dul^e,” resumed ilarlcy. “Enl should 
it be ])rove.d that Air. Leslie, instead, id” wooing tbo Frim.’i'ss fur lun - 
self, actually calculated on tin; rceeiid of inoney for transferring licr 
(!i C<umt rescliierji— instead of .savmir her from tlic dangers you 
dreaded, actually suggested the simre. from which slie was delivered 
- wouhl you still deem your lioiunir (‘iigaged to ” 

“ iSnch a villain! Ko, surely not !” exclaimed the Duke. “ Fmt 
this is a grimndless hypotliesi.s ! Sj)eak, Kandal.” 

“ Lord .l/hstrang«; cannot iiisidt me hy deeming it otherwise than 
a grotindk’ss hypothesis,” said Randal, striving to rear his head. 

“ 1 understand, then, Air. Leslie, that you sconifully reject sii(;li a 
supposition?” 

“Sconifully — yes. And,” contijiucd Randal, advancing a step. 
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“ since Uic supposition Las been made, I ^.demand IVoin Jjord 
L’lllstraiiLcc, as Ins equal (for all {gentlemen are (ajuals where honour 
is to b(3 (iefended at- tlic cost of life), either instant retractation or 
instani- pi’Ouf.” 

“That’s ti)c fii'st word you have spoLcu like a man,” criid the 
Squire. “ ,l liavc stood my f^round myself for a less cause. T have 
had a ball tbrou^di my ri.dit shoulder.” 

“Yourdeinaud is just,” sr^-'l Harley, unmoved. “I cannot u:ive 
the retractation - T will produce the proof.” 

He rose and rang; the hell ; tiu;^ servant Entered, rctu^ived his 
whis])(‘i-i*(l Older, and retinal. TIktc wds a pause painful to ad. 
KanJal, iiowever, ran over in his fciwful mind w^hat (;videiice could 
be hroiif^lit ;i,!^ainst him— and foresaw .none. '^Fhe folding’-doors of 
tiie SJiloou were thrown open, and the se/rvant announced — 

'rHE Count m Pesciiiera. 

A bombshell d(3scendin£r throug:h llic roof could not hn\c produced 
a more start linp: sensation. Erect, hold, with all the impiisiiu: rlle 'T 
of his form and hearing:, the (loimt strode into tfie centre of tlie j'iir.v- 
and, after a sli^jht bemd ofhauGrlit)- conricsy, wliich comprehended aM 
present, roared up his lofty head, ami looked round, with calm in liis 
eye and a curve ou his liii — ^tJie self-assured, Tuajpiiliceut, hi; 4 :h-l)r‘ d 
Dared (j-vHL 

“Duke, di Serrano,” said the. Count, in Enj^lisJi, tiirriin^^ towmd.s 
)ii.s astouiuh'd kinsman, and in a. voira- that, slow, clear, and lir;ii, 
seemed to fill the room, “1 returned to England on the rr-ceipt of a 
ietler from my Lord L’Est.range, ami with a vie.w, it is triu*, of 
cliiimin.'': a.1 his hands the salisfaction which men of our hidli aeconl 
to c.'H’li otluir, where alTront, iVom what cause so(;ver, has been given 
or received. Nhiy, fair kinswoman”— and the Count, w'itli a slight 
hilt grav(3 smile, bowed toYiolanic, who had uttered a faint cr\ — 
“lliat intention is abandoned. If 1 have adopted too ligliUy the (jkl 
comdlv maxim, that ‘ all stratagems are fair in love,’ I am bound riLsc 
h) yield to my Lonl L’ E.‘itraiigu3’s arguments, that the counter si ra- 
ta:: < ins must he lair also. And, after all, it becomes m% hett«- lo 
iau.di at ii\.v ' own sorry figure in defeat, than to confess rn>seJf 
|:r.’,'cly mortified by an ingenuity more successfui tha,n iny ovti.” 
Thi Count and his eye li"liteiu‘d with sinister lire, wdiich 

ill suiti'd tile raillery of his tone, and the polished ease of his hearing. 
'* MufiuJ'' he eontnuied, “ it isiXicniiiHod me lo speak thus, slnei: at 
lea.st I lra\e aivcu proofs of uu iiulifiercrice to dange.**, and my g('od 
fortune wlaai exjiosed to it. \Yilhm Ihe last six years 1 have iiad ihe 
honour lo ligfit nine duels, and tlm regret to waunid fiv(', and dismiss 
from t lu' wofld ibur, as gallant and wortliy gentiemeu as ever Uu: sun 
shone upon.” 

“ Aloirsler ! ” faltered the Patsoii. % 

The Sijuire stared aghast, and ifiechauically nibbed the shoulder 
vvhieb Irad been laeerated by Capiain Dashmore’s bullet, llandars 
nale face grewv yet more pale, and the eye lie liad fixed upon ilieCounrs 
hardy visage tpuuled and fell. 

“ iUit,” resume, d ihe Count, wilji a graceful wgivc of the hand, “ 3 
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luivc lo tiuUik uiy Lord L’Estraiigc for rcmiiidini? me that a man 
wJiose roiir;i':(' is ahoVe snspicioii, is'privilt^ged not only to apologise 
if Ih; h.is injured another, but to ac(;oiiipany apology with aioiieinent, 
Duke oi Serrajin, i^ is tor that purpose that I aiu here. jAly lord, you 
liavc .s'gnilied your wish to ask me some questions of serious impoit 
as regards the Luke and his daughlcr — J will answer them witliout 
res(‘]-v<'.” 

“ Moncumr le Comte^^ said llarh'y, ‘^availing myself of your cour- 
tes\, I presume to inquire who iiilbrmcd you that this young lady was 
a guest under my fatiljer’s ro(;f 

My infoiaiiaiit stands* yonder— Mr. Ihindal Ltislie. And I call 
u])on Ikiron Levy to eonfuiu my; stai-cment.” 

“ !t is true,” said (ho .Baqon, slowly, ami as if overmastered by the 
:onr nni! mien of an imperious ehici’tmii. 

Liiere came a low sound like a hiss from llandalks livid lips. 

" Ajid was Mr, ]jesl!(^ acqiiaint(?d with your project for securingthe 
raTsoii am! ha ml of your young kinswoman?” 

“ CcrUiifii.v atid llaron ia-vv knows it.” Llie Baron bowed assent. 
' iVniiit me to add — for it 's (lue to a ll^dy nearly ndatcfl to myself — 
rna! it was. as I have since Icanual, eeriain erroneous represeniat ions 
ujaiic to her hy Mr. ijcslie, which ahme indmrd that lady, after juy 
nwn arginuciits had failed, to lend her aid to a ])rojeot whieh other- 
wise slic uoidd have condemned as strongly as, Duke di Serrano, I 
now wit h unfeigned sbiccrity do mys(‘lf condcuiii it.” 

There was about the Count, as he thus spoke, so much of that per- 
sonal digniiy which, wlictlier uatuya! or artilicial, imposes for the 
moment upon liumaTi judgmumt™' a dignity, so supported by the singii- 
iar advantage's of his superb sta.tur(\ iiis handsome coiniionaiice, his 
patrician air, that tin; Duke, moved by his jrood heart, e.xtcujded his 
tuiiui to ihe ])ei’(idions kinsman, and forgot all Ihe Macdiiuvelliaii wis- 
dom whie.ii should have b)ld him how littli; a man of the Count’s 
liai'dened protligjvcy was likely to he iutiuenced by* any purer motives, 
wlicther to frank confession or to u\anly repentance. The Count took 
tile hand thus extended to him, and bowed his face, perhaps to conceal 
lluj^siiiih'^MiIclj^wouId have, beiraya-.d Ids secret sold. Bandal stiJl 
r('m?dimd mute, and pale as death. Uis tongiu; clove to his mouth, 
i Ic. fell, that all prestmt wm*rc shrinking from ids side. At bust, with 
a violrnt cilort, he faltered out, in broken scjiteuces — 

A charge so sudden may w?ll — may well confound me. But — 
iiur— who can credit it? .Both the huv and common sense prosiip- 
Tiosc ';nuic motive.- for a crimiual action; wdiat could be my motive 
lu.re ? ! -inyadfj he suitor for the liand of the Luke’s daught(T — / 

h'Ciray her ! Absurd- absurd. IjiLko - ■ J)uke, 1 put it toyourowai 
Kue.w ledge of juankind — w!io ever goes tlius against his nwm interest 
•— a ltd — an d ids owui heart- ? ” 

This a.ppeal, howc'v^r feebly mail(\ w'as not without ctfect oti the 
philo'sojtliri'. “ Mdiat is true,” sr^id ihe Luke, dropping his kinsmaii'a 
eand ; i sc- no motive.” 

I’ciha. .said Harley, "Hhiron Levy may here enlighten us, I)o 
y - 111 kiiu'.v of eaiv motive of self-:iilereyt lliat could liave actual ed jMr 
Leslie in a.',sdst iag 1 he Count’s sejumiesr” 
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Len“ liebitated. Tiio Coniit took up the 'word, “ Pardicu baid 
he, iu his clear toiK* of dotcriiiitmti('ii and wilf— “/V// y/?V, 7^ / i c.-ui 
hav(i no doubt thrown on my assertion, least of all by those avIio 
know (jf i\s truth; and 1 call \ipon y<)ii, Jhirou L(’vy, to state 
wild he r_, in case of my m;u‘nn! 4 '(; M'ith the DukVs daughter, 1 had 
not agreed to i)r(;sent. my sist(;r Mith a sum, to which sin*, allegml 
s(mi(: ancient claim, and which W'ould have passed throngli your 
hands?” ^ ^ • 

‘‘ (Certainly, that is true,” saiil ilic Baron. 

“And would iMr. Leslie have benefited by ^aiiy i)Ortion of t!i;;l, 
sum?” ^ * #, 

Levy i)aust:d again. 

“ Sv/cak, sir,” sai(l tin*. (Jonnt, frowning. 

“ Tlie fact is,’' said tin* Baron, “that" Air. Leslie was anxious to 
complete a jnireliase of certain estates that had once heloiigial 1i> liis 
family, and that the Count’s marriage with the Signs »ra, and liis 
sister's marri.agci with Mr. llazeldean, would have enaljlial me tt 
aerojitmndale Mr. L(‘slio with a ]('>an to effect that piireliasi^ ” 

“Wlial! wliat!’’ exciainHul ilie Sfjuire, liastL liis 

bi’ca'd-puclvei. uitli one hand, while lie sinzed Ih-iid:.! ■■ .■> willi 
tJie iniji'r — “my son’s marriage! Von h*nt yourself to iliaf,t(Mi? 
Don’t look ho like a lashed hound! Speak out like a man, if man 
.von })(; !” 

“Lent himself to that, my good sir!” said the Count. “Do you 
snp]K)so that ihc Murclicsn di JVegra could liave coiidesecnded t.d an 
alhanec witJi a Mr. Ilazeldcim ?” 

“Condescended! — a llazeldean of ITaz(dd(‘au !” exclaimed the 
Sipiire, turning fiercely, and half-choked wdth indignalion. 

“Unless,” coutiuu(^a the Coiuif, imperturbably, “she. liad been 
com])cllcd by circumstaiiees to do that said Mr. Hazehlean thehonour 
to accept a pecuniary accommodation, wliich slie had no other mode* 
to discliarge. And*Iierc, sir, tin.' family of llazeldean, 1 am bound t,o 
say, ov\f‘ a great debt of gratitude lo Mr. Leslie ; for it u as lie wdio 
niosl forcibly represented to her the necessity for this ; and 

it was lie, 1 believe, who suggested to mv friend t he Baroi^t.lu^ hiodo 
by wiiieli Mr. Ibyzeldean w^as iiest enahbnl to alford ’I'he aSomnunla- 
tiou my sister deigned t.o aeee])t.” 

“Model- the posMjtd/” ejaeidalcd tlic Squire, relinquishing his 
hold of Bandal, to lay liis grille upviK Levy. 

1'hc Baron shrugged his shoulders. “ Any friend of Mr. Frank Hazi.d- 
dean’sAvould have r(U!ommend(‘d*the same, Jis the most eeonoj ideal 
mode of raising nioimy.” 

1‘arson Dale, wLo fiad at firs! Jiecn more shodked than miy cm* 
pre.seut at these graduid revelations of Tiauglal’s treaeherv,' noAv 
turning his eyes towards the young man, was* so seized witli eom- 
niiseration at the sight of KandaPs face, that lie laid his hand on 
Ilarh'v’s ann, and wdiisncicd him— “Jiook, look'at that countenance ! 
—and one so young ! Spare him, spare him ! ” 

“ M.r. Leslie,” said l larley, in softened tones, “believe me th;it 
uothiug short of justice to the Duke di Serrano— justice even to my 
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younp: friend Mr. Ilaz( Iderui, has compelled me to this j)ainful duty. 
Hero let all iiKiuiry terminate.” • 

‘‘Ami,” said the Connt, witii exciiiisite hlanduess, “ siiiee I have 
be.en inlnnned l)y my Lord L’Lstraiige, that Mr. Leslie^ has reiae- 
seiitcil as a scrious^act on his part that persomd challeni^o to myself 
'afiielj I miderstoud was [)nt a pleasant and amicable arraugemeut in 
<Mir hatik'd seiie.nie — let me assure Air. Leslie, that if he ])C not salis- 
(led with the regret that 1 now express for the fading share t have 
:aki‘u in I hose disclosures, 1 amwholl/at Mr. Leslie^s service.” 

‘‘ lk‘ae(‘, lannicide,” cried the Parson, shuddering ; and he glided to 
t;i( >idc of f!tc detected ^iiinerf from wliojji all else iiad recoiled in 
loathing. 

(’jafr against cinfl, talent against talent, treason against treason — 
in all t]n.s iiandal Leslie would liave risen superior to (liulio di 
Peseldcra. Put what now cruslted liini, was* not the su])Orior intel- 
lect —it was ilic sheer brute powei' of audacity and nem'. Here 
stood the. eari'lcss, nnbln.shing villain, making liglit of Ids guilt, 
earryiiig ^ a\\a.\ from disgust iiself, with n‘solute look and front 
eivel, T]i(;re stood tlici abler, sulhler, jmdbunder (Tiiidmd'-Cfuvering, 
;dtje(;t, pilitid; thci power of mere intcdleeiual knowledge sliivt;red 
into pieces against tbe brazen nu'tal with wldeh the acetdemi of 
constitution often arms senne ignohler nature. 

Tlie eoulrast was striking, and iupdied that truth so universally 
fell, yet so litthi acd; now' lodged in uidnai life, that mrm with audacity 
and force of character can subdue and paralyse those far superior to 
t hen iseJves in ability and intelligence. It was these qualities winch 
made Peschim*a Randal’s master; nay, the very physical attributes of 
tile (Aunt, his very voice and forju, his bold front and unshrinking 
eye, overj)owered the acuter mind of tln^ refining scliemer, as in a 
];oj)aiar assembly some burly Clc'on cows into timorous sih*nce every 
diss(‘ulieiit sago. Lut Randal turned in sullen impatience from the 
Parson’s whisper, that brcaibed eomloj't or urged repentance ; and at 
huiglli said, wdth clearer tones than he bad yed, mustered — 

“ II. is not a personal coiilliet wdth tlie Count di PesclinTa that can 
viiulicate my iionouj'; and 1 disdain to defend myself against the 

accmsatioiii^ of entsurer, and of a man who ” 

“ Mui/slcnr /’^ said the Count, drawing himself iij). 

^*A\ man who,” persisted Randal, though ho trembled visibly, “by 
iiis own enijfc'ssioii, was himself gwdlty of all the schemes in wdiieli he 
wmuid represent me as his aeeomphce, and wlio now, not clearing 
himself, W'ould yet convict aiiolher--*- 

('hrr prfif. j\lo7)si(Ufr f said tlu'. Count, with his grand air of 
disdain, “when iirtm like me make use of mcni like you, wimcw ard 
them for a service if rendercjd, or Tlisc^ard them if the scrviei' i,(' not 
done ; and if J. cojidesceud to (rr)fifess and anologisc; for any net 1 
have eommitted, surely Mr, Randal Leslie miglit do the same wii imui, 
n is parage m cut to liis'^ dignity. Jhit 1 should never, sir, Imve Ijikrn 
the trouble to jqipear against you, had you not, as 1 learn, ]nei<‘n(h‘(l 
10 th(i hand of tlic lady wiiojn J liad hoped, with less ])rebum})lio]i, to 
call my bride; and in iliis, how c/m j tell Hiat you have not tricked 
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and betrayed me ? Is tlicre anyi Inu^r iii onr pasr uC'iiianilanec that 
warrants me to believe tliat, instead of serviiiir \ou but to 

seiTfi yourself? Tie that as it mrt}', 1 bad bui om; mod(‘ of rc])a,irmi 4 
to tlie head of my liousc the wronprs T have done hi'n • tind ihai was 
by sa villi? Bis daughter from a derogatory aliianct with an impostor 
who had allotted my schemes for hire, and who now would liicTi for 
Limsclf their fruit 

“ Duke ! ” exclaimed Itambil. 

Tilt* Duke turned his back.* IlaJidal extended his hands to the 
Squire. ‘'Mr. Hfxzeldcau — what? you, too, condenm me, ami un- 
heard?” » ^ V 

"Unheard! — zounds, no! If you have anything* to say, s]H‘ak 
truth, and shame the devil.” * 

"1 abet Frank’s marriage l—I sanation the posi-ofjiL'~Ol\ I 
cried Ttandal, clinging to a straw, " If Prank liimself wen^ but hert.* ! 
liar] cy’s compassion vanished before this sustained hyjiom'is^ . 
"You wisli for the presence of Prank Hazeldean. It is just.” 
Harley opened the door of the inner room, and Prank j^i’peared at 
the entrance. 

" My son— my son ! ” cried the Squire, rushing forward, and clas])- 
ing Prank to his bro^ fatherly breast.. 

This affecting incident gave a sudden change to the fccliniis of the 
audience, and for a moment Handal himself was forgotten. Thi 
young inan seized that moment. Keprieved, as it» were, from tin 
glare of contemptuous accusing (‘-yes — slowly he crept io ihe door, 
slowly and noiselessly, as the viper, when it is wounded, drops its 
crest and glides writhing through the grass. Levy followed him to 
the threshold, and whispered in his ear — 

" 1 could not help it- -you 'would have done the same by me. \r\: 
see you have failed in everything; and wdien a man fails complciel.v. 
wc botli agreed that we must give liim up altogetiieT.’' 

Ilaudal said not.a word, and the Jlaron marked Ids shadow fail oi, 
the broad stairs, stejiling down, dowui, step after sti'p, till it- fatka- 
from tim stones. 

" But he was of some use,” muttered Levy. "Ills tri>.n{/ljei»y auo 
his (exposure will gall the chihllcjss Egerton. Soi.vv revaigv 

still!” 

Tl](| Oouiit toudied the arm of the musing usurer — 

"7V// fne/i jone mon rule, 9i'cst — (1 iiave 'well ])ia}ed u];. 

part, h.a-vc 1 not ?) 

" Your i)art ! All ! but my dear-Uount, I do not quite undiTstaiul il 
" Ma foi — you arc passaldy dull. I had just been landed in Pri-nee. 
wiien a letter from L’Estraiigc reached me. It^vas coiu;iu‘u a - ai 
invitation, which I intcrj reded t(T— tin; duello, Sueli invilatioiis I 
never rtdiise. I replied. I caim; hither— took iViy lodgings at, an iim. 
My lord seeks me. last night. I begin in the tone you may snip,' 0 :e. 
Pardleit ! ho is elever, milord! Ho sliows me a le-tUr iVom ihv 

lYinec Von , Alphonso’s rccjili,*my o'wn banishmeul. 11 c; xiiaco' 

before me, but 'with admirable suavity, the option of beggary and 
ruin, or mi inmourahle claim on Alphonso's gratitude. Aiid as b-. 
th:it pvtlt MoimciiTy do you think I could quietly eouiemplatc mv 
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own loors enjoyment of all ] had 1f).si. jnystrlf y Kay, more*, if Ihai 
youiig llarpaj^on werfi Alphonso’s f>^'n-in-ia\v, could the Duke liave 
a wbi.<])cr(T at his car more fatal to iiiy own interests r' To he brief, 
1 saw at a, aian(*.e niy b(ist course, i have adopted it. The dilliijultv 
w.'iy to cx.trieat(3 niyself as became a man ^ (fa mug ei dr fen" Ifl 
have done so^ con irratu late me. Alphoiiso lias taken my liand, and 
1 nod" ieavi^ it to liiin — to attend to my fortunes, and clear np luy 
repute.'' ^ , 

‘'If yon are goins: to London/’ said'Lcvy, “my carriage, ere this, 
a (list be at the door, and J shall be proud to offer yon a sc;ai, and 
converse with yon on tyour prospiLicts. ilut, pestc ! moti cher, your fall 
has been from a great height, and any other man would iiave broken 
lii^ hones,” •• 

“Strength is ever light/'* said Ihe Count, smiling; “and it does 
not fall ; it leaps down and rrdiounds.” 

Tjcvv lookccl at the Count, and blamed himself lor having dis 
l^aragcd i'e.y;hicra and ovemitcid Kandal. 

W hile this coiifcnmce went on, Harley was by Violante/s side. 

“ 1 liavcki^xit my promise to you,” said he, with a kind of tender 
humility. “ Arc yon still so seve?-e on me?/ 

“Ah!” answered Violaiite, gazing on liis iiobhi brow, with all a 
woman's pride bi her eloquent, admiring eyes — “ J have heard from 
Mr. Dale that yon have acliicvcd a conquest over yourself, which 
makers me asbamiid to think that I presunnid to doubt how vour 
iieari, would speak when a moment of wrath (tliongh of wrath, so 
just.) had passed away.” 

“ No, Violaiite— do not acquit me yet; wdtness my revenge (for 
I have not, foregone jt), and the.n^ )(*l my heart spcjik, and breathe its 
’j>ra} cr tliai. the angel voice, wliieii it now’ heats to hoar, may still be 
Ts guardian monitor.” 

“ What is lliisr” cried an amazed voice; and liarlc.s, turning 
round, saw that the Duke was by his side; and, glaneiug with ludn 
erous siLr})ns(3, now to Harley, now to \’ioiante, “Am 1 lo nnder- 
.s1 and that you ” 

“ Have treed you from one suitor for this dear hand, to bcootne, 
mys.vlf, y< pcl^aioner !” 

“ ('orpo di Jiuccof" cried the sage, almost cmbraciug Harley, 
“this, indeed, is joyful news. Hut J must not again make a rash 
!)ic(hre— noi again force my childjis inclinatioiLS. And Violaiite, you 
sec, is niiniiiig away.” 

Idle iiiikc/ Stretched out his anvi, and detamed bis child, lie 
liiew her to ids hrea.st, .'lud whispered in her car. Yiolauh^ l)in.sh(‘d 
c.rn;iM n. end r(’sted*lier iioad on liis shoulder. Harley eagerly pressed 
forward. ■, *’ 

“ There,” said tlic Hake, joining Harley's hand with his daughter’s 
— “ I '.loii't thiuk I shall hoar much more of the convent; but any- 
thing of this sort I newer suspcicual. If there be a laiiguagt; iu IIk 
w ork! for wtiicli ilicre is no levieoii nor grammar, it is tii.at Avliieh .u 
w.anan ihink.'? ill, but never speaks.” 

“ li, is a'l is left, of the iauL’-urge spoken in Paradise,” said 
Harley. 
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" In the dialogue Ix'iwoen Eve and Ihe serpent— yes,” quoth the 
incorrigible sage" “ .But who comes here ?— oyr friend Leonard."’ 

Leonard now enfered the room; but Harlc}- could scarcely greel 
him, bct’or(i he was iniennipted by the Count. 

said Peschiera, beckoning liim aside, I have fiiiril]{‘d 
my promise, and I will now leave your roof. Banm Levy returns tt) 
Loudon, and offers me a scat in his carriage, whicli is alr(5idy, .1 
believe, at vour door. The l)uke^ and bis daughf,er will readily for- 
give me, if 1 do not cereinoni^nsly'bid them farewell. In our altered 
positions, it does not become me too intrusively to claim kindred ; it 
beeanK' nio only to remove, as i tru,st I have drone, a barrier against 
the claim. If you approve my conduct* you will slate your own 
ojuniou to the Duke.” With a profc'und salutation, the Count tnnicd • 
to depart; nor did Harley attempt tq. stay him, but attended him 
down the stairs with polite formality. 

“ Bemember only, my Lord, that I solicit nothing. I may allow 
myself to accept, l/^oila toutJ' He. bowed again, with tlie inimitable 
grace of the old regime^ and stepped into tlie IJarou’s travelling- 
carriage. ^ ^ 

Levy, who had lingere.d 1)e]iiiKl, paused 1o accost L’Estrange. 

Your lordship will explain to Mr. Egciion how his adopted s(m 
descrv('tl his este.em, and repaid his kindness. Eor the rest, thougli 
\'on have bought up tlie more pres.sing and irameiiiatc demands on 
^Ir. Egertcm, I fear that even yonr fortune will not enable you io . 
clear those lial)ilitics, wliicli w'ill have him, perhai)s, a pauper !” 

"Baron Levy,” said Harley abruptly, "if J hav(‘. Ibrgiven Mr. 
Egerton. cannot you too forgive? Me he has wronged— you liavc 
wronged him and more foully.” 

"Tvo, iny lord, 1 cannot forgive liiin. You he has never liumiliated 
—you lu‘ lias never eTni)ioy(id for his wants, and scorned as liis com- 
))aiiion. You have never known what it is to start in life with one 
wliose fortunes wqre eqnal to yom- own, whose talents wor(j not snpc*- 
rior. liook yon, Lord L’Estrangc— in spite of this difleiauice betwe{‘]i 
me and Egerton, that he has squandered the wealtli^ tliat he gainetl 
'Without effort, while I have converted^ the follies of otlu'rs ijito my t 
own ample reveiiues—the spendthrift in lus ])enur, 3 ; lwis.Jlie re^^ect 
and position which millions cannot besiow upon me. You would sa\ 
that 1 am a usurer, and Ikj is a statcbinan. J^ut do know vhat 1 
should have been, had 1 not been born tlu^ naturiJ son of a ])eerr 
Can you guess what 1 should have diecii, if Kora Avcnel Iiad been my 
wife? The blot on my birth, a^id the blight on my youth -mid ihe 
knowledge that he who was rising every }car into ihe rank whied 
imtillcd liim to reject me as a guest at liis table- '*hc whom tlie world 
called the model of a gmitleman*— was a coward and a liar to tlu‘ 
friend of his youth : all this made me look on t he world with con- 
tcmiit ; and, despising Andlcy Egerton, ] j'ct hated him and envied. 
YYm, whom he wronged, stretch your hand as before to the great 
stafesmaii; from niy touch you Would shrink as pollution. My 
lord, you may forgive him whom you love and pity ; 1 cimnot forgive 
him wliom 1 scorn and envy. Pardon my prolixity. T no^v quit your 
house.” 
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rte Baron niovt d a tlicTi turning back, said wilii a wiUujnnff 

Mji-cr — • • 

*^iBuf- >ou ^vjll icrll i\Ir. Egcrion liow 1 liclpt’fl to cx])Osc the son he 
auopUui ! 1 ih(jiigln of Ihc childless n»au when your lorjiship inui,- 

oiTi^d 1 was Imi in ICar of your threats. 11a ! ha !— tlnvt will slirig.*” 
'ihe.Baron giiaslied his teeth as, hastily (Mitering the carriage, he 
((IrcAv dovvMi llie hiinds. Tlic post-boys cracked their whips, and the 
I wheels rolled away. • 

i “ Who can judge,’' thought Ilarlcv, Mhrongh what modes rctribu- 
t:oii comes Inmic to the breast ? 'riiat. man is chastised in his wiadili 
— ever gnawed by df'^ire 4br what his wealth cannot l)uy!” lie 
^roused himself, cleared his brow, as frmuathought that darkened and 
troubled; and, entering the. sfdooii, laid his baud upon Leonard’s 
shoulder, and looked, r(\io:cini?, into the poet’s mild, honest, Imstrous 
cAcs. “ Leonard,” said lie, gently, “ your hour is conic at last.” 


CHAPTER XXXrV. 

Aodlly Lgekton Avas alone in his anartment. A heavy si im?}) laid 
come over him, shortly after Harhw and Rand;d had left the Innise in 
ilie, (.‘arly morning; and that .‘•Ic(M) eonlimuMl till late in the day. All 
the while the town of LansimuT had bc(Mi distracted in liis cause —all 
the Aviiilc so Jiiany tnmnll'ioMs passions had run riot in the contest 
Hint wa.s to close (»r rc-oiu-n. for tin‘ statesman’s amhitioii, the Janus 
gates of ])olilical war -the objeenof so many fears and liopes, scihiuncs 
and eounter-sehemc.s, liad .sluinbi'ri‘d (juietiy ns an infant in the eradle. 
11(‘ woke bnt in tim(‘. to recinve Harley's (le.sjiatch, annoiuicing the 
-uecR’ss of ills election; ami adding, “Before the. night you shall 
endirace yonr son. l)o not join us hcloAV when 1 rcttirn. Keep calm 
— !rc will come to yon,” 

J 11 fi’vct, though nut aw'arc of the dread nature of Andley’s eomplaint , 
'with its'Ava ruing symptoms. Lord L’Eslrange wished to simrc to his 
jrieufi ilic saenn ch llandal’s exposure 

Oil the rdaiipt. of that letter, .Lgiirton rosc.^ At the ])rospect of 
seeing Ins son'^Nora’s sou— the. vmy memory of Ids disease vanished. 
The poor, w(\ary, over-lahourcd hcsirt indeed beat loud, and wdth 
many a. jeik and siiasm. lie ])(‘cded it not. The victory, that n^stonMi 
him To the. sole life for winch he had hitherto cared to live, w’as eleiin 
forged (en. Xaturc claimed her owm - claimed it in scorn of death, ami 
in oblivieni of nmoAvn. 

There sat ih(‘ man, dressed with his habitual precision; the hlack 
coat., buttoned across tlue liruad breiist ; his countenance, so ini'cham- 
eallyliabituatcd to seU-eoiitrol, still revcfdiug lit, tie of emotion, tliough 
Tin* sickly Hush came ajfd went oa the bronzed cbeek, and tin? eye 
watclied the liand of the clock, ami tlie ear hungered foi- a foot-tread 
p-dong the corridor. At length tlie sound was heard— steps— many 
‘NdAn)s, He sprung to his feet — be stood on the heart.li. AVas the 
nearth to be solitary no more ? Harley entered first. Egi'rtoii's c\C3 

VOL. II. , 
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rested (’>u him easterly for a moment, and strained onward across H; 
tiiiTshold. Leonard came ncKt— Leonard yairfield, wiiom lie \v.v 
seen as his opponent ! He bc{?an to suspect—to conjecture— to so 
the mother’s tender eyes in tlie son’s manly face. Involuntarily !i 
opened his arms ; hut, Lconai;d remaining still, *let them fall mih ; 
deep sigh, and fancied himself deceived. ^ . 

“Pri(:iia/‘ smd Harley, “I give to yon a son proved in adversit} 
and who has fought Ids owii way to lame. Leonard, in the man t< 
whom I prayed yon to saervucc yqnr own ambition — of wiioni yod 
have spoKcn witii such w'orthy iiraisCj — whose career of honour yoa:. 
have promoted,- and wliosc life, nniatisfi^d by those honours, yon wijL 
soothe wilh your lilial luve— behold the hmsband of Nora Aveucej 
Kneel to your father 1 0 Audley, embrace, your .sun ! ” 

“Here — lierc,” exclaimed Egcidon,'' as Leonard bent l\is knee - 
“here to my hcait!— Look at me w;ith those eyes ! - - kimily, for- 
givingly ; t hey arc your mother’s 1” His proud h(%ad sunk on his son’s 
shoulder. 

‘‘Hut lids is not enough,” said Harley, leading Helen^and placing 
tier by l-iconard’s side ; “>t>n must open your heart for nioi-e. Tab* 
into its folds my sweet ward and daughter. What is a home wdilunit 
tlic smile of woman? They have loved (mdi other from children, 
Audley, yours be the hand to join— yoiu's be the Lips to bless,” 

Leonard started anxiously. “Oh, sir! — oh, niy father! — tliL 
generous sacrifie.o may not be ; for he— lie w'ho has saved me for tbi' 
surpassing joy- -Im too loves her ! ” 

‘^Nay, Leonard ” said ILarlcy, smiling. “1 am not so neglectful of 
mj;self.* i\notlier home woos Von, Andley.^ He w'hom you long sc? 
vaiidy sought to reconcile to life, exehatiging mournful dnjarns for 
happy duties — he. t.oo, presents you to liis bride. Jjove her for in ■ 
sake— for your owu, Sl)c it is, not T, who presides over this lial' 
lowed re-union. Hut for her, 1 shoidd have been a Idinded, vindictive, 

guilty, ropcntant*maii ; and ” Violante’s soft hand was ou his 

lips. 

“Tims,” said the Parson, wit! i mild solemnity, “.Man finds 
the Saviour's prccejds, ‘ Let not the sun go down iu»pu thy wriUh,’ au.l 
‘Love one another,’ are clues that conduct ns thWugli the labtriutJ 
of human life, when the .schemes of fraud and hate snap asunder, aoti 
leave us lost amidst the maze.” 

Egerton reared his iu^acl, as M:' to answer ; and all x^fcsont. wa: ' ^ 
struck and appalled by the sudden change that had come over hi 
countenance. There was a fiim uxion the rye— a shadow on the 
aspect; the words failed his lips— he sunk on tiie scat beside liiu 
The left hand rested drooxiingls upon the pilcs*(>f pubhc pnpers and 
official documeut.s, and the fingers played '^dtli them, ns the hini- 
ridden dv ing sufferer plays with the covcrlidr he will soon. exehan;i:' 
for the wdnding-sheet. But his right hand seemed to fee), as througi ; 
the dark, for tlic r(‘covered son ; and having touched wliat it soiiglr , 
feebly tire w Ijconard near and nearer. Alas! that blissful lUitVATi' 
LiFp- ---that close centre I'oiind the core of being in the individual nuu: 
— so long missed and xhned for— slipped from him, as it were, ti- 
momenf it reaxipoarcd; hurried away, as the circle on Ibe vmen.a 
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winch ift scarce st'cii (“Vo it \’aiiislu's amidst infinity. Stuldcnly both 
liitmls were still ; tlib h(‘0(l fell bac4c. Joy bad burst asunder the last 
li.a:iimeiit.s, so fretted away in nnrcvealiiig sorrow. Afar, their sound 
i)ori)(^ into that ^‘Ooh), tlie joy-bells were pealinj? trknipb- mobs 
I'oariiii^ out huzzas ; tbo wcaJe 017 of John Avenol might be blent in 
1 1 104^0 shouts, as f he drunken zealots reeled by his cottage-door, and 
startled the scrcaniiug ravens that wheeled round the hollow oak. 
d'hc boom wiiieb is simt from the w;‘.ves on llie surface of life, while 
file deeps am so noiseless iu their march, was wafted on the wiatry 
air into the ehamhej' of the statesman it honoured, and over the grass 
low upon Norak gra\^. Hut there was one in the chainbci' 
as in the itrave, ibr whom tlu; boom on tlic wave had no sound, ana 
(he march of the deep ha^^ no tide. Amidst })roiniscs of home,, and 
umb>u. and p(‘ace, ami lanu', Heath strode into the household ring, 
and, si'ating itself, calm and still, looked lifelike; warm hearts 
tiirolihiug round it ; lofty hopes fiutt(‘ring upward ; Love kneeling at 
its feet ; H^diglou, witli lifted finger, standing by its side,. 


FLN.^L CHArTER 


bo UN n • The Hall in ihe. OIJ Tower of Captain Roland de Caxton. 

“ i»UT you have not done ? ’’ said Augustine Caxtou. 

ri.si.S'rRATLS.—AVliat remains to do?” 

C/AXTON. — What ! -wliy the Filial Chapter last news 
you can give us of those whom you have introduced to our liking or 
dislike. 

risisTKATUs. — Surely it is juore dramatic to close the work with a 
scene, tliat. completes the main design of the plot, and leave it to tlie 
}/i'()})hetic imagination of all whose fiattcriug curiosity is still not 

i-o11y sijkiafimi, 1,0 tract‘s tlu' streams of each sovend existence, 'when 
tffey branch oMlgain from the Jake iu which their waters converge, 
;.iKi by which llic syhil has confirmed and made clear the decree, that 
“ t londuct is Fate.” 

ivl K. Canton.- More dramatiR, I grant ; hut you have not written 
a (ivamo,. A novelist gliould he comfortable, gaiTulous, commimi- 
cat JVC, gossipiiy, I'oitimo-teller ; not a grim, laconical, oracular siliyl. 
L like a, novel tbai, adopts all the old-fasliioned customs prescribed to 
'.IS art by the rules of t he Mastej^, more especially a novel 'Sfhicli you 
ST V le jM y !N ovel empiiasis. 

Captain Roi.and. — A uiost vague and impracticable title, ‘‘My 
Nnvtil/' It must ijially be changed before the work goes indue 
lumi to the public. • 

Mu. SotriLLS.—Ccrtainly the })rcsent title cannot be even pro- 
nounced by many without uiflicting a shock upon 1 heir nervous 
?<ysr,em. Ho you think, for instance, i,hat my friend Lady Priscilla 
- , is a great novel-reader, indeed, but holds all female 
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wiitcvs iinrc¥i.:iiuc descrtors lo tlio stancUiyd of Mau— (‘.ould 
I'OTiie out with, “Pray, sir, have yoti had Ihncto l(A)k at'-Mi 
tShf uould rather die hrst. And yet lo he sileui alto^etlKn- on the 
iatest acquisHion to lln^ eireidalini^-libraries, would iirinf^ on a fitnc 
tioiial dcran^-enicnt of Inu ladyship’s orirans of spocjch. Or liow 
could pretty Aliss J)ulc{;t -all sentiment, it is true, but all hash fnJ 
timidity—appai Captain Smirke troju proposin'^, with, “Did you )]('t 
tliiulv the Parson’s sermon a little too dry in My Kovel ?” It will 
require a face of brass, or at IclVst a long course of eitrat.e of ii'on, 
before a respectable lady or unassnmiiij: yonnj^* e'<*ntleman, with a, 
proper dreacf of heiii^' taken for .scribblers,- could ehjctrify a social 
circle with, “'J'he reviewers don’t do jiistiee to tlie e:;eclleiit things 
in—Mv Kovel.” 

Captain Poland.- Awful conseqiienecs, indeed. nja> aris(' from 
the mistakes such a title jrives rise to. — ConiLsellor Jor 

instance— a lawyer of literary taste.s, hut whose earcer at llie har was 
lonj^ delayed by an unjust suspieion amouirst the attorneys that he 
had wTittcji a “ Philosophical Essay imairiue such a. man -'.ixeusin.u 
Jiimself for heinpr late at a diilner of big'-wi^s, willi “1 could not 
jiwa.y from — M y Kovel.” It would b(^ his professional ruin! 1 an; 
not fond of lawyers in general, but still 1 would not be a pasty 
taking the bread out of the mouth of those w-ith a lamily ; siiid 
well has children— the tenth an innocent baby in arms. 

Mr. Caxton. — As to Digwcll in particular, and lawyers isi genera!, 
they are too accustomed to circnmloeution, to expose tliemsc ives to 
the danger yonr kind heart apprehends; but 1 allow that 
scholar like myself, or a gravt* (!ol](;go tutor, might b(* a little [a it to 
the blusli if he we.re to blurt foidh inadvertently will! - “Don’t wasi(‘ 
your time over trash like— My Kqvel.*’^ And'that thought j-re.-eno. 
to us another and more plcasijig view of this critical (pieslicm. ’IIk- 
title you condemn idaccs the work imder universal i)roleeti<iii. Tji\ r:- 
lhor(‘ a man or a wohian so dead to self-love a.s to say, “ What e<'ii- 
tem])tiblo stutf Is-iMv Novel?” 'Would he or slie lud rather ]>e 
impelled by tliat. strong inqmlse of an lionourable. and virtuous lit'ai ;, 
wdiieh moves ns to stand as well as we can with ot n iV icatils. id sa\. 
“ Allow that there is really a good thing now fiimlheii in— M*! 
Novel.” Moreover, as a novel aspires to endtraec most of ili(‘ 
iritere.sts or the pas.sions that agitalt; Jtiaiikind— to geiuM-alise, as it 
were, the details of life tliat come hbme to us all - so, in rt'aJity, the 
title denotes that, if it be sueh as tlie author may not uiinnrthily call 
iii.s Nov(‘l, it. must al.so be sneli as the reader, wlioever he be, 
may ajmiopriale. in jiart to himself, represent iiigji is owm ideas 
expressing his own ex]>ericiice— rcHectbig, if not in full, at least in 
protile, his own personal idmitity. Thus, when we glance at the 
looking-glass in another jnaii’s room, <»ur likeifess for tlie moment 
appropriates the mirror ; and according to tlie Jiumour in which W(' 
are, or the state of our s])irits Jin'} health, wo say to ourselves, 
“Bilious and yellow!— 1 might as well kiko care, of my diet!” Or, 
“Well, I’ve lialf a mind to propose to dear Jane ; I’m not such im 
ill-looking dog as 1 thought for!” Still, whatever rc^uit louithut 



VAmETlfi IK EXGLISII Lli'E. 


453 


at the mirror, we never doi^bt that *tis our likeness we see; 
and (‘ae,h says to ilic jjhauloni rcilectiou, “Thou art myself/’ 1 hough 
ih(^ mere artiele of furniture that gives the reflection belongs to 
Mnoth(‘i\ It is nif likeness if it be Ids glass. And a ifarrative that 
is true lo the Varieties of Life is Every Alan’s Novel, no matter from 
w hifi shores, by what rivers, by what bays, in wliat pits, were extracted 
tlie s.'uids and the silex, the i)(‘arl-ash, tlic nitre and (juicksilver, whicli 
I'oi-in its materials : no mutter \Ao ^lie craftsman wlio fashioned its 
»^»rm ; no matter who the vcnidor that sold, or the customer y ho 
i)ought; vstill, if T Wit recognised some trait of myself, ’t is my like- 
jK^ss that makes it “ M v^ovel/’ 

Mu. Squills (puzzled, and the.refor<‘. admiring).— Subtle, sir— 
wvy subthn ihin^ organ of Comparison in Mr. Caxton’s liead, and 
mueh called into play this evmiing. 

Mil. Caxtok (liciiignly).-- Einally, the author, by this most admi- 
rable and much-signifying title. dispens(‘« with all nc(^essity of ])rcface. 
lie need insinnati^ no merits — In; lurd cxtiMiuate no faults; for, by 
railing tiis work Ihus eiirtly “ My Noyel,” he doth delicately imply 
that it is no use Aiasiiug talk about, faults or merits. 


l*isisTR\TUs (amazed). Il<>w is that, sir? 

AIr. (bvxTOX. — AVhat so clear? Yon imply tliat, though a better 
iio\al may be written by others, you do not (‘xpeet to write a novel, 
1 .) 11100)1, taken as a novel, you would more deeisivelv and luiblush- 
ijigly jirdix that vouelx'r <»f personal authorshii) and identity eou- 
vryi'd in the monosyllable Aly.” And if ym have written your l)est, 
let it be ever so bad, what can any man of eandour and integrity 
I'eijniri' more from >011 IVrhaps yon vvdll say that, if yon had lived. 

I uo thousand years ago, \ou miglit have called it y/ze A^ere/, or the 
Novel, as Lueius calls his story “ Tli{‘ A.ss;” and Apuleius, to 
/list.inguisli his own more elaborate Ass froin all Asses preceding it, 
ealb’d his tah; “ The (joldeii Ass.” Ihii livim^ iiijhe ])resent day, 
such a designation — im])l\iug a merit in geiierm, not the jiartial and 
limited merit eorres])oii<ling only with ymir individnal abilities — 
would be ])r(!siiin])tnous and ollensivaa True 1 . here anticipate the 

W)M!rva,twn Squills i.s about lo make 

SQurm-s. — 1 , sir? 

Mr. Caxton*. -You wmild .savlhai, as Searrnn called bis work of 


tietion 1Iie Comic Novel,” kisistralns might have called Ir.'' 
“ The Sm ious Novel,” or / ''J’he Tragic Novad.” ihit, Siiuills, that 
til !(‘ would not. luwe been invitinj# nor approjiriate, and would Lave 
bi'cii (‘Xposed to compaiison vv ith Searrou, wJio being dead is inimi-^ 
lable.. Wherefci'e— to jutt the. question on tin; irrefragable has of 
matlieniatic.s— wherefore as A ” Aly Novel,” hs not (‘qual to \> C 
'‘The Golden NoveJ,” nor to J)E “The tSerioua or dVagie Novel.” 
follows, that A L “ Aly Novel ” is eijual to J* C “ PisistratnsCaxtoa,” 


and PC“ Pisistratiis Caxton” must. thiTeforc bo just equal, ncitlie:' 
more', nor les.'^ to All “ Aly NiTvel,”— w liieh was to be demonstraiea. 
' Aly father looked round t.riiiuqihanl ly, and observing Ihiv, Sipiibs 
ivas duaib founded, and thi' rest of liis audience posed, he add-ii 
mihllyi 
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“ Ant] so now, non quieia movere, ])ro(^ced wilii the Final Cha]/inr, 
and tell us first what beeaTnc of that youthful Giles Overreach, who 
was hiniseir Ins own "Marnill ? ” 

, “Ay ! ” silicl the C.'iptaiii, what became of Rairlal Ijcslie ? Did 
he repent and reibrm ? ” 

“ iNay/^ quotli my father, with a mournful shake of the head, 
can rei^ulate the warm tide of wild passion — you can lipjht into virtue 
the dark errors of i'^norauce ; but where the force of the l)ram does 
but clog the free action of the heart — when*, you have to deal, not 
with ignorance misled, hut inl-elligen^e corrupted — small hope of 
reform ; ft)r retbrm lierti will lumd rcorgaiiisaVion. I have somewhere- 
read (perhaps in Hebrew tradition) that of the two orders of falleii 
spirits—thc Angels of Love, and the Angels of Knowledge — the rirsi 
missed the stars they had lost, and wandered back through the dark- 
ness, one by one iiil.o licaven; but the lusi, lighted on by their own 
lurid splendours, said, ‘Wherever we go, ihere is licaven!' And 
deeper and lower descending, lost their shajic and their nature, till, 
deformed and obscene, the bol^ondcss pit (dosed around tlumi." 

Mil. iSquiLLS. — 1 should not have thought, Mr. Cax-toii, that a 
book-man like you woidd be thus severe upon Knowledge. 

Mu. Caxt(jn (in wrath). —Severe upon knowledge! O Scuiills — 
S()uills-“S(iidlls ! Knowledge perverted, is knowledge no longer. 
Vinegar, which, cxpos(;d to the sun, breeds small serpents, or at lies! 
sliniy cels, not comestible, once was wine. If I say to my graiid- 
chiklren, “ Don’t drink that sour stuff, whicli the suu itself fills wilii 
reptiitas ; ” docs that prove me a f()c to soiuid sherry ? Sriuills, if you had 
but received a scholastic (Hlueation, you would know the wise ma\i!ii 
that saitli, “All things the worst, are corruptions from things oiigi- 
uaily designed as the best..'’ ^ Has not freedom bred anarchy, a, ml 
religion fanaticism ? And if T blame Marat, calling for blood, ov 
jlominic racking a heretic, am i severe on tin; religion that canonised 
Francis de ISales, or the freedom that immoriaiised Thrasybuhis P 

Mr. Squills, dn'-ading a (catalogue of all tiui saints in tlm cahaidar, 
and an epitome of ancient history, c-xclaimed eagerly,— “ Knough, sir 
— 1 am convinced ! ” 

Mil. Caxton. — Moreover, T have thought it a natural stroke of art 
in Pisistratus, to keep Randal Leslie, in his progn^ss towards the r(jt 
of the intellect unwholc.som{dv refii’.ed, fna; from all the salutary 
irifluences that defer ambition from settling into egotism. Neither iii 
his slovenly home, nor from his classic tut or aPhis preparatory sehooj, 
does he seem to have learned any truths, religious or moral, thai 
might give saptc) fresh shoots, when the first rank -growth was cui 
down by the knife; and f csp(*.ei;ill/mote.d, as illustrative of Egerton, 
no less tlian of Ibuidal, that though the statesm;.*u’s occasional hints 
of advice to his proU'y'- are worldly-Avise in i.hcir way, and suggestive 
ot honour as befitting llui creed of a gentleman, ’'Ilayy arc not such as 
much infimmee a .shrewd reasoiuT like Riindal, whom t he (!xait:olc of 
the playgrcnind atl’ilon had not served to correct of t he arid s('lf- 
seekmg which looked to knowledge for no object but pow(;r. A man 
ierupted by passions like. A mlley, (u* scdueaHl into fraud by a cold 
subtle spirit like Leslie, Avill find j) 0 (;’ dedenee in the elegant preeipt, 
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■ / itciucjLiucr to act jpi a genUeifiLu.” Such moral embroidery adds a 
beautiful scarf to one’s armour • but it is not the armour itself ! Ten 

o'clock. — as 1 live rusli on, Pisistratus ! and iinisli the 

chapter. , ^ 

\lius. Caxton (benevolently). — Don’t hurry. Begin with that 
odiims Jiandal Leslie, to oblige your father; but there are others 
whom Blanche and I care much more to hear about. 

Pisistratus, siiiC(! there is no Ifelp for it, produces a supplementary 
manuscript, which proves that, whsfteverhis doubt as to the artistic 
effect, of a Pinal Ciu^pter, he had foreseen that his audience would not 
be contented without onife. • 


Bandal Leslie, late at noon the day after he quitted Lansinere 
l^ark, arrived <m foot at his father’s house. He had walked all the 
way, and through the solitudes of ih<*. wint er night ; but he was not 
sensildc of fatigue till tlie dismal home closed round him, with its air 
(»f hop(^ess ignoble poverty ; and thcnjio sunk upon the flemr, feeling 
iiimsedf a ruin amidst tlic ruins. He made no disclosure of what had 
passed, to his relations. Miserable man, there was not one to whom 
he could confide, or from whom lie might hear the truths that connect 
repentance with consolation ! After some weeks passed in sullen and 
almo.st n)ibrok(.‘ii silemee, he left as abruptly as he had appCfU'cd, and 
ret.uriied to London. The sudden death of a man like .Lgerton had 
even in those tweiled times created 411101180, though lirief sensation. 
Tiie ))aili(iiilars of the election, that had been given in detail in the 
jiruviiHjial pap(Ts, were copied into the London journals ; — among 
those details, Jiandal Leslie's conduct in the committee-room, with 
many an indignant comment on sclfislmess and ingratitude. The 
political v'odd of all parties fonned one of those judgments on the 
great man’s poor dependent, which ffx a slain upon tlie character, 
and place a barrier in tlic career, of ambitious yoidh. The important 
personages who had once noticed liandal for Andlev’s sake, and who. 
oil tjicir suhseiiuent and not long-deferred restoration to power, could 
l^ive nnrk Iw Joftune, passed him in the streets without a nod. He 
did not venture To remind A veiicl of the promise to aid him in another 
election for Lansmero, nor dream of mling np the vacancy which 
Egerton’s death had created. He was too slirewd not to see that all 
liopc of that lioroTigli was over ; lie would luiye been hooted in the 
str(g;l.s and pelted from tlic hustiiyts. Forlorn in the vast metropolis 
as Leonard iiad once been, in his turn he loitered on Ike bridge, and 
gazed on t he reiporseless river. He had neither money nor connec- 
tions--]io1l]ing save t-alcnts and knowledge to force Ids way back into 
: he lofty World in wliich .'ill Jiad smiled on liim before; and talents 
:md knowledge, that had been exerted to injure a bencfacl or, made 
him imt tiic more ik^s])iscd. But tiven now, Portune, liiai had be- 
stowed on the pauper heir of iloud advantages so numerous and so 
dazzling, out of winch lie had cheated himscll', gave him a chance, 
aT,_ least, of present indepei. deuce, liy which, witli paiieuf. toh, he 
niight have if not to the liighcst plaeivs, at least to a position 
Le v’hieh ] e eouk^ have forced ♦Jie world : listen to iiis CNpiauation&, 



4^56 KOVEL; ')R, 

luid pcrlutps receive', iiis excuses; tJie £5,000 that Audiey dcsi^rued 
lor nini, mid which, in a jirivatA* mciiioraiiduui, llie slatesinaii had 
entreated Harley to see sutely rescued from the iaii^^s of the law, 
were made 9 vcr to Kaiidal by Lord T/Lstruiiffc’s .solicitor; but tiiis 
siun seemed to liim so small afler the loss oi such j^orj^eous hopes, 
and the uj;)diill jiath seemed so slow afler such short cuts to ])OW('r, 
that Kaiidal looked ui)on tlu; unexpected bi'ciuest simply as an 
apology for adopting no profession. Si.uiig to the quick by th(' 
contrast bc'.tween his ^last and liis presf'ut idace in the 35nglisli world, 
he hastened abroad. There, whether in uistraetjon from tliouglit, oi- 
from th(‘. curiosity of a n^stless intrtleet explorii the woilh of 
things \e< uiilried, Lmidal Leslies, who had hitiK'rto been so d('atl 
to the ordinary amusements of youth, iduiiged into the. society oi 
damaged gamesters and third-rate*. *■ fu this eompaiiionship hi;s 

very talents gradually degenerated, and tluar excjnase upon low 
intrigues and miserable projects ])ul- aba.scd hi.^ social charactm’, till, 
sinking step after step as his funds decaved, in; tinally vmiLshed out 
of the sphere in which even protligates still retain tiie habits, and 
cling to flic <v^s■/c, of gentlemen. 11 is father ditul; the negieefed pro- 
jjerty of Hood devolved on Kaiidal, hut out of its seanfy proceed,^ lie 
had to pay the portions of his hrulher and sister, and Ins niotlier' - 
jointure; the surplus left was seareely visilde in the executors ac- 
count. The hojH' of restoring tin; liomc, and fort lines of Ins fore 
■fathers had long ceased. VMiat were tiie ruiin'd hall and its bleah 
wastes, without that hope which had onee, dignitied the w'reck and 
the. desert*:' He wrote, irom tSt. Te.tci^Imrg, onhwing the sale of the 
iwoperty. i\o oiu; great proprietor was a candidate, for the unprf> 
luising investment ; it was sold in lots ainoiig vSinali fr<'('holders an 
retired traders. A builder honght tiie. Hall for its material.-. Hal!, 
lands, and name were blotted out of the naq) and the history oftli.' 
county. 

d'he widow, Olivet, and Juliets remosed to a ])roviueial town in 
anot her shire. Juliet married mi eusiuii in a niavefiing re.giiiK'nt, mat 
(lied of negl(.;et after childbirth. .Mrs. LeshV did not, long survive 
lu'r. Oliver added to his Jitt.le fortune by marriage w iiti <])<■ dmiglite*' 
of a i-<’t,aii trath-.^man, who iiad ama.ssed a few thousand ptjmjd.-. in 
set n[i a hrcwei-y, and emitrived to ]i\<' without- debt,,i liongii a i.irea* 
liunily, and his own eonslitut iimal inertnes.^, e.xtraeted from lii,^ bu^- 
iK'ss small proiits and no savings. ]Sh'iibingof ilmidal hail been iiem’d 
of for years after the. sale of Koud^j^ <‘xee])t that he had taken up hi*' 
residence either in Australia or the United States: it was not known 
whi('h, but presuiiK'd to he the lattiT. Still Oliver Iqid h(;en hroiiuln, 
up w ith so liigh a, veneration of his brotherV taleiil.s, t hat he elieridiei' 
(he sanguine belief that, llandal would some day apjiear, W('altii>' ano 
potent, like the uncle in a eoini'dv ; lift up 1 he 'sunken family, a 
n;arinto graceful ladies and aeeompiislied gentlemen tin; e,lums\ lilti' 
)>oys and the vulgar little girls wdioniow eiowd(‘d round Oliv er* 
(iiniier-tablf', with appetites altogether disproportioned to tin; size o; 
ihejoint.s. 

Oi 4 ' winter day, when I’rom the said diiiucr-Table wdfe and chilcii’C: 
had iTtircd, and Oliver sat sipping bis half-pint of bad purl,, and 
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lofl ftir.;? ovc’i unsatisfactory accounts, a tliin terrier, Jyinpj on tlic 
threadbare rug by tlic niggard fire, sprang up and bark(Mi fiercely. 
Oliver lift(“.d liis dull blue (^jes, and saw o^jposite to him, at the 
window, a liuinan face. Tlic f;i(*(i was pressed close to t^e panes, and 
was obscured by tiie haze which the breath of its lips drew forth from 
the ^Vosly rime that had gathered on I he glass. 

Oliver, alarmed and iudign ant, supposing tliis intrusive si)Cctator 
of his i)rivacy to he some l)ohl and^ la\vh;ss -trainpcr, stcp])ed out of 
ih(? roojfi, opened the front door, and l)adc the stranger go about Ids 
business; while the terrier, stillmorciuhospitably yelped and snapped 
al the stranger’s hec^s. *rjien?a, hoarse voice said, “ l)on’t you knc>w 
ine, Oliver? 1 am your hrotln'.r Randal ! Call away your dog, and 
let me in.” t)livcr stared aghast — lui coidd not believci his slow 
seiK^"..s~lni could not reeo.5“nise his brother in the gaunt grim a])pa- 
ritioii before him. Ihit at length he came forward, gazed into Randal’s 
luce, and, grasping his hand in ama.zed sileina^, led him into the little 
parlour. !Xot a tnu*e of tlu*. well-l)r(“d ndimanent which had once 
eluira.ct«rised liaiidars air and iiersou was visible. Kis dress besnokc 
11 k' last stage of lhat terrible deca.v \\1ii('h is significantly calhai the 
“ siiabby goid'H'l.” llis mien was that of the skulking, timorous, 
famished vagabond. As he took olf his ureas, v t.atten‘d liai, h(> ex- 
hibited, ihongli si ill ,voung in years, I he signs of pr(m\a.tnre old age. 
llis hair, once so line and silken, was of a harsh iron-grev, bald in 
ragged patches ; his i’orehoad and visage were ]}Ioughed into i'ui'rovvs; 
iiitelligeneo w'jis still in the aspect, -but an iuUdligencc* ihfit irndiuct- 
i\ (‘ly sot you on >our guard -- sinister -gloomy -menacing. 

ilaudal stoppeil short all (pmstiouiug. lie .seiz(*al the: small modicum 
of wine on tlui I aide, and drained it at a draught. ” J^ooh,” said he, 
!:a\e you nothing that warms a man Ix'tU'r than this?” Oliver, 
wi'.o f(‘lt as if under the inthiencc^ of a frightful dreain, wemt to ih 
^■ii^jboard and look out a hotih; of brandy three-parts full. Jltmdal 
sii.itclK'd at it eagiirly, and jmt his lips to tlu, mouth of the bottle. 
“ Ah,” said he, after a short, pause, ‘‘ this comforts; now give me 
food ” ( )ljver hast cued hiujscfif to seiTo his brother; iu fact, he felt 

.'•''lifuneJ lhat (WTJi tdi(‘ slip-shod maid-servant slum Id see his visitor. 
Aduui h(^ retlTi'it^d with such provisions as he could (extract from the 
iai.lt'i', Ramhd was .seated ]>y the fire, spreading over llic em])crs 
(snaeiat.ed ijuii\ hands, like tiie talons of a vtdtuiax 

ile devoured the cold meat set, before him with terrible voracity, 
and iit'arly finished the spirits left in tin* buttle; but. the Iasi had nc 
ell’eet in dis])ersing his gloom. ()lm;r stared at him iufear — ^tlie terrier 
coat imu'd to utter a low suspicious growl, 

■■ Yon would Liiow' my history ? ” at leiigth said Randal, bluntly. 
“ It is shoi r. ! Ijavo trhul for fortune and failed— -1 am without/ a 
perm;, and v\ ilhout-'-ii hope. Von s('om j)(.»oi- — 1 sui)_iJOse you eannot: 
mueli lielp iiui, la;! me at least stay with yon for a time— 1 know 
not. w here else, to look for breatl and ior sliolti'r.”^ 

Oliver burst into tears, and cordially bade his hrotiu r wele()iii(e^ 
flaiidal remained some weeks al (jliver’s house, never slirring out, of 
tiie doors, and not .'■‘'•emiii.r i(» noi ici*, though lu'. did not scruph'. to use, 
tiie new ljal)ilin'ieiit.' w'neh prof'i:red reufly-iirnie, and piacerk. 
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witlioul rciniii'k, in liib room. But his prescnr^' soon became intole- 
rabic to the niistrcaS of the iioustf, and oppressive even to its master, 
.Kitudal, who had once been so abstemious that he had even rei^arded 
the most modcraf e use of wine as incompatible with ^^lear jud^mcait and 
vigilant observation, had contracted the luibit of drinking spirits at jill 
hoursof the day; but though they sometimes intoxicated himmto st.ifpor, 
they never nidocked his heart nor enlivened Ids sullen mood. If lie oh 
served less acutely than of old, he could still conceal just as closely, j\i v.s. 
Oliver Leslie, at hrst rather awed, and laciturn, grew cold and repel- 
ling, llien pert and sarcjistic, at last imdisguisedly and vulgarly rude, 
ilandal made no retort : but his snt‘e** was'so galling that the wife 
flew at once to her husband, and declared that cillicr she or liis 
orother must leave ilio bouse. Oliver trjed to pacify and compro- 
mise, wdlh X)artial suecossj and, a. few days afterwards, lie came to 
Xiaudal and said, timidly, "‘You sec, my wdte brought me nearly all i 
])Ossoss, and you don’t condescend to make frienas with her. Your 
'-esidence here must he as painful to you as to me. But, 1 Avish to sec 
3011 provided for ; and 1 could^olfer 30U something — only it seems, at 
iirst glance, so beneath ” 

“ Beneath what ? ” intciTuxilcd llaiidal, wilheriugly. “ What 1 was 
— or what I am ? Speak out ! ” 

“ To be sure you are a scholar ; and I’ve heard you say fine things 
about knowledge, and so forth ; and j’xm’ll have ])lenty of books at 
your disposal, no doubt; and 3011 arc stiU young, and nuiy lise- 
and ” 

Hell and torments ! — Be (juicL — say the worst or the best ! “ cricid 
H mdai, fiercely. 

W^cll then,” said poor Oliver, still trying to soften the intended 
proposal, “ yo\i must know that our poor sister’s husband was nephew 
to Dr. Felpcm, who kcejis a A’;ery resj)cct.ablc scliool. lie is not 
learned himself, and attends chiefly to arithmetic and book-keeping, 
and such matters — blit he wants an usher to leach the classics ; for 
some of the boys go to college. And 1 liaAc WTitten to him, just to 
sound— T did nut mention yonr name till 1 kncAV it .vou would like it; 
but he will take my recommendation. Board — lo(lgi 5 ^^ poimds 

a year ; in short, tlic place is yours if you like, it .” 

liandal shivered from liead to foot, and was long before be an- 
swered. ‘‘ ^yeil, be it so; I have ^ come tu that. Ha, ha! yes. 
kuowie-dge is iiower!” He jiaused^a fe.w moirients. ‘"So, the old 
.Hall is razed to ilie gTonnd, and, you are a 'tradesman in a small 
country town, and my sister is dead, and 1 hcnecfortii am— John 
Smitii ! You say that you did not, mention my nauu; to the school- 
juaster — still keej) it concealed; fo^'get that 1 once Avas a Leslie, 
Our tic of brotherhood ceases Avhen 1 go from ymir he-ardi. W rite, 
then, lO 3;our head master, w'ho aUcnd.s to arithmetic, and secure the 
rank of his usher in Latin mid Greek for —John Sjuitli ! ” 

Not many days afterwards, oi Audiey Lg<u'tou cut < Ted 

on iris duties as iishcr in one of iliose large, chca.]) scliooL, Avhich 
eompme a sprinkling of the sons of ge.ntry and clergy Jiien designed 
for the learned professiouN, Avith a far larger 3>ropoiMion of the sons 
of traders, intended, some for the eo,mt.i:ig-hom . , r-mu.' for ti*e sijop 
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iiid iljc There, io this day, und^t^r the name of John Siiiitlj, lives 
liiindid Leslie. 

It is probably noi. pride alone that indne(\s him to pcrsi.sL in that 
ehanjAC of ninne, aitd makes iiim resjard ns ))erpetual the aJ)andomnent 
of the Olio 1 hat. lie took from his forefathers, and with wiiicli he had 
once *identi lied his vaulting .'unbitioii; for .shortly after he had quitted 
liis l.u'othcr’s house, Oliver read jn tiie weekly newspaper, to n hieh 
he bound(id iiis 191*0 of tlie tiihes^in which he lived, an cxtnict 
from an ArncricaiL journal, wherein certain mention was made of an 
English adventurer tvho, amongst other aliases, luui assumed liie 
name of Leslii',-— that oxtxact canned Oliver to start,, turn pale, look 
round, and thrust the paper in^o the lire. Erom that time he nev(‘,r 
attempted to violate the ooiidition llandal had imiiosetl on him — 
nener sought to renew their iiilercoiirse, nor to claim a brother. 
.Doubtless, if the adventurer thus .signalis(‘,d was the man Oliver sns- 
pecle.d, whatever might be impute* I to ILindal’s charge that could 
paled a brotherks check, it was none of the more violent crimes 
I 0 wliieli law is inexorable, but ratlny* (iu that progress made by 
ijigratitiide, and duplicity, with Need and Necessity urging them on), 
.^0)1)0 aet of dishonesty, which may just escape from the law, to .sink, 
wilfionf ri'demption, the name. However this be, there is nothing 
ill Kimdal’s ])re.sent course of life wliieh foretiodes any deeper fall. 
Hcluis kiio\vn what it is to want bread, and his former restlessness 
subsides into cynic apathy. ^ • 

lie lodges in the town near the seliool, and ihus the del)asing habit 
■>f unsocial h(‘sotinent is not brought under the e.ves of his superior. 
The dram is his sole luxury— if it be suspt'Cted, it is thought to be 
Ids sole vice. He goes through tlie ordinary routine of tuition with 
average cirdit; his spirit of intrigue occasionally .shows itself in 
attemid-s t(v, conciliate*, tin* favour of tin* boys whose fathers are 
wealthy — who arc born to higher rank than and he lays 

compile, ated schemes to be asked liouic for ibe, holidays. But when 
the schemes sue(tecd, and the invitation comes, lie recoils and shrinks 
hack’ — he does iiol dare to show himself on tlie borders of the 
Iffighter once hoped to sway; lie fears that he may be 

discovered to be — a Le.sli(d On such days, wiieii his taskwork is 
ovei*, he shuts •liimself 11 ji in his room, locks tlic door, and drugs 
iiimself into insensibility. « 

Once, ho Ibiiud a well-worn volume nuniing Ijic round of delight eh 
school. boys— tv )()k it ftp, and ree«gni.‘>ed Lofmaid’s earliest popular 
work, which had, many u’urs l)efore, vsedueevi himself into pleasant 
thoughts and gentle emotions, lie, carried tin' book to liLs own 
lodgmgs — reaii it again; and Vln'U he retunn'd it to its young 
own.'p, some of thTi iea.vt‘S Avere, stained with tears. Alas ! perhaps 
hut I he, ]iiandlin tears of brokcji nerves, not of the awakened soul — 
for Die leaves sim’fn st rongly of whisky. Yet, after that n -perusai, 
Kaiidal Ee.slie turncil suddeiny to dcc])cr studies than his habitual 
drudgeries rerjuired. JTo reviv('d and increased his early scholarship; 
i\e. eha1k( d t]\e. (ml hue of a Avovk of great enidition, iu which the 
subtlety (>f in’s imrllect found (ield iu learned and acute criticism. 
But lie has never jwoeec'ded f^r in lids work. After cacli iiTogular 



MV N(jVIiI,r»01l, 


m 

nna spasmoflic, cffoH, 1ii(? drox^s from liis Ipusd, and Ik^ mnttors, 
“But 1o wliat end I' I (‘an iiCvcr now raises a nuiiu’.. Why ^ivr. 
reputation to— J (dm Sinii li ? ” 

Tlius lui, drags on liis life; and perhaps, wl an: Inj dies, tia^ frag- 
namts of his learned ^vork may bo dis(;overed in tla‘ desk of tlu’. nshci\ 
and server as liints to some crafty student, wJa) jnay lileli ideas and 
repute from the dead Jjcslie, Jis Leslie had tilelu'd them from tiie 
living Burley. . ' . . 

While what ma.y be called x>ootieal justice has tlms evolvc'd itself 
from the schemes in which Jluiidal Jjeslie liad wasted rare iiilelh'et in 
baffling his own fortunes, no outwarce signs of adversity evince lla^ 
punishment of Providence' on the head of the mor(' powerful otlender, 
llaroii Levy. No fall in the Bunds has shaken the sumpfuons fal)rie. 
built from the ruined houses of otla-r men. Baron Levy is still 
Baron Levy the miUwtmn’nr ; but 1 doubt if at heart he be not more 
aeuti ly miserable than -Bandal L(‘sli(', the uslnu*. Bor Levy is a man 
who has admitted the fi(u*cer passions into his philosophy oi’ life.; he 
has not the pale blood and torpid iieart wdiicli allow* 1 he scotelit'd addc'r 
to detze aw'ay its senses of paid. Just, as old age began to ereem n])on 
the fashionable usurer, he lell in love with a >(.)uiig ()pei'aniaiie(‘r, 
whose light luu'hs had turiu'd tlu^ lighter heads of half tin:* vlnuinx ot 
Baris and London, d'hc craft of the dancer was ])roof against all 
lesser bribes than tliat of marriage ; and Levy marih'd hei*. Brom 
that moment liis house, iluinze^ w’as more ('rowdi'd than ev{‘r 

by tlie high-born dandies w hose soei(‘d> he had long so cugt'rly (‘ourti^d. 
That society heeanje his eurs(;. d'he. Baroimss wa,s an aeeom])lislK‘d 
eoqKctie ; and Lewy (with whom, as wv liavc set'ii, ji'alonsy Mas the 
prf'domiiiant ])assioii) was stretched on an e1(u*iial rack. Tlis low 
estimates of human nature -Ids disbelief in tlu^ possibility of vbtm — 
added strength to the agony of his suspicions, and x>rovo|:ed th(‘. vciy 
dangers he dreaded. His sole self-torturing task w‘as tlial of tlu'. spy 
upon his owm hcartll.’ His baiupiets were Imunted by a spc'cire; the 
attributes of his wealth wen; as tlie goad and the. scourge of Nemesis, 
ilis gay cynic sinih; changed into a sullen scow 1- his hair blanelicd 
into white. ’ his eyi's AV(;re hollow wuth one consnmip”’ HTyRmldeidy 
he h;ft his costly house ; hd't Jjondon ; abjured all the soci('ty whicdi 
it had been the j(;y of his w'calt Ji to puicliasc ; ljuriod-hiinscir and his 
wife ill ii remote eorncr of tlu*. iirovinccs; and ilu're -In; still lives. 
He seeks in vain to oeeuiiy his days with rural imrsuits ; h(' lo 
whom the exellement.s of a metronolis, with aU its corniptiou and its 
vi(.‘cs, wen; the sole sources of tlie turbid stream that he. callea 
‘‘pleasure.” ^J'here, too, tlu; (iend of j(;alousy stilUpursues him: he 
jirowls round his dcmesu(;s wit.ii tli#; haggard e,\e and furtive st(*p of 
a thief; he guards his rvife as a prisoiuT, for she threatens (;v(;ry day 
to eseaxu;. The lib; of the man wdio had o])eue.d tlu; iirisou to so 
many is the life of a jaih;r. His wih; abhors Jiiyi, and docs not con- 
('cal it; and still slavishly lie dotes on^icr. Accustonieil to the freest 
libciiy — demanding applause* and aclniirat ion as her rights — w^holly 
nnedueated, vulgar in nniid, coarse in language, viohuit in temper- -- 
the L'anliful Bury he l.as brought to his hoiru*, makes tlmt lumie a. 
lieli. Thus, w hat uughl seem to the supertieial most enviable, ir> to 
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diCH' st)Or iiiosi liald'ul. 11 (‘ diirrs uni ask a soul to soe. liow lio 
apciuls his ^■ohl- [r*. has sliruuk ink) a mean and iii.^-.irardly o:xj)C‘ndi- 
turo, aiui r()nij)la.ius of roverso and poven'iy, in onhu* to rxenso 
jiimsolf to liis with for dcbarriiij^ tier tlio onjoyninits wliicli slu; 
anticipaitul iVom i*ic MoiH\y-l>as*s she had iiiarncd. A*va,L?;no. eon- 
sfioi^iR'ss of r('t rilutioij has awakened remorse, t() add to liis oIIut 
otiiijrs. And the r('inorse eoniiiig from sujRTstitioii, rmt ic lig-ion, 
(sent trohi })e]ow, not (h'seendint^ from al)Ovc,) brinies with it none 
of tlu‘ (loiisoiations of a "eimiiu*. r^)fnitanee. lie nev('r set^ks to 
atone never dreams of some redeemiim- no'^d aelion. Ibis riches 
Oow around him, spr^adilip: wickn mid n Ider out of his own reaeh. 

The Count di Ih-sehiera was noi, deee:\(‘d in tIk* calcidaf ions wliieh 
had indueed him to atfeet repenlanec, and estaldish a claim nnon liis 
Kinsman, lie reei'ived from tlie f^eneiosity of llie l)uke di Serrano 
ail annuity not disprojiortioned to liis rank, and no ord(‘r from his 
eoi’rt forhadi'. his rdurn to Vienna Hut, in tin; \ery summer that 
followed his visit to J^aiismere, ids career eanu^ to an abrujit close-. 
At ikuU'ij-l laden \\(* paid court to a wealthy and aeeom]}iished 
Tolish widow; and liis tine person an*i terribJi' rcjuite awt'd a,nay 
all rivals save a. >01111^: Kreiu'hman, as darin,!:;: as bimself, and uiueh 
'iioi'c in love. A ehalleuut', was <i-iven aiul aeee];l,ed. I'eseliii'ra 
apiR'ared im tlu' fatal Ji-round, wiili his customary sr///f/-fn)id^ hiim- 
niiii.R- au o])era air, and lookiiii*- so dialiolieally uay that his o]>ponent’s 
nervt's w ei-(‘ atleeled in Miite of liis <*oura.'r(‘, and, the Frei’chmaii’s 
'riL;-ii'er u:oiii,u- off liefon* lie ha.d even taken aim, to his owui ini'ilable 
asfoiii&hnienl, he shot the Count fhroutih tlu' heart, dead. 

].)eairie(‘ di iNe^ra. lived for some vears a.fter Ikm- brotlier's death in 
siriet sei'lus'on, lodyinii- within a eunvent, th.onph slu'. diil not take 
1 ho veil, as she at tirsl jiroposi'd. In tael, the mon* she. saw of tin* 
sisierhood, ihe more she .f omul that Inimaii re.urets ' ud human pas- 
sions (sav(‘ in some rare!} i^iftcd nalnn'^i lind their way throiudi the 
barred «-ates and over tbe. lofty wadis. I'inallv, she took u]) Iku* abodi*. 
ill .Uome, Avhere she is esti'cmed for a. lilt*, no! (uily marked by .'-triet 
])ropriet_v , but active lumevolence. Slu' eannoi be. jircvailed on to 
_^a^e(‘pt fro;M^ tjie Duke more iliaii a fourth of tlie. minnity that ha, d^ 
'"been best own'd ofTtuT luotbcr; but she has I'ew wants, save lliosc of 
charity; and wlien charily is realiv active, it can do sornuch with so 
iitlleiohl! She is not known in the uaver eireh's oi the city; but 
six; ^atliers around lier a small sfieiety eonpiosi'd ebielly of artist^ and 
^ehola’■s., and is never, so iia})])\ as wdien slu' can aid some child of 
"enins — more es]K'eially if his eounVv be .Kna;-laiHl. 

The. Sipiire and his wile still flourish at lia/.eldoan, where Captain 
.Barnabas Uii^eaimotham has ta^en np liis ]»ermanent aiiode. '.[’Im 
Captain is a eonlinueil liypoebondriae, but, lie. brin-litens uji now and 
1 h(‘n when he liears*of any iilne.ss in tlie family of ]\Ir. Sharpe Currie, 
and, at such times, is heard to murmnr, “If those, seven sicklv 
eliildreii should f!;'0 oif, J mipjht^tiil ha.V(' very iireat — kxi’ECTatio.ns.” 
Tor the whieli he has liecii roundly scolded by tlie !Sipiii*e, and 
jrravely preaelied at liy the l^arson. Uiion botli, howev(*r, he taki’S 
his revi'iig'e in a fair and ft'entlcmaiilike w'ay, three times a week, at 
the whist dable. the Parson no loinrcr haviiui: the Captain as Ids con- 
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stunt pariiifiT, since u lifth now gqncrailj^ cuts in at llic table — e. 
the person of that old ciiciny and iieishhoiir, Alt. iSticktoriidits. Tin 
.Parson, thus %ht.ing lusowii battles unallied t(j the Ca])tfiin, obst'.rve; 
witli nieiiinehobv surprises that tlicni is a loni? nm of luck agjunst 
him, and that he do(‘s not win so nnicli as lu* used io do. F()rtniiate].\ 
that is tlic solo ti-ouble — except Mr.s. Daha’.s “liltle tempers. ti 
which he is acciisdemied— that ever disturbs the scTcne tenor of tlu 
Parson’s life. We must now explain how j\Ir. Stiektoriirhts came te 
cut in at the Ilazcldean whist-t:d)le. Prank lias settled at the Casino 
with a wnfe who suits him exactly, and that wife was Miss !S:iek1o- 
rij?lits. It was two }'(iars before Prank n^eqven d tlic disap})oint iiu'nf 
with which the loss of Beatrice saddened liis spirits, but sobered In.^- 
habits and awoke his reflection. Ah atlectiom Imuever, inisplac<’d 
and ill-requited, if luniestly coueeivc'd aud deeply fell, rarely fails 
advance the sclf-ed neat ion of man. Prank became st(\‘i(ly and' serious ; 
and, on a vi.sit to llazeldean, met at a county ball Miss Sticktorinbts, 
and the two younc^ persons were instant ly at tract (‘d towards each otiicr. 
perliapsby the very feud that had so long existed betueem tluhv houses. 
The marriage settlcineiils wciC nearly abandoned, at, I lie last moment, 
by a discussion between the parents as to the Bight of Way. But the 
dis]mte w^as happily appeased by Mr. Dale’s suggestion, tliat as both 
properties would be iinitcd in the eliildrcn of the proposed marriage, 
all cause for litigation would nat urally cease, since no man would 
go to law with Inmself. Mr. Stiektovigbts and Mr. Ilazcldc'an, how- 
ever, agreed in the precaution of inserting a clause in ili{* settlements, 
(though all the lawycir.s declared that it could not. b(' of any legal 
avail), by wliic^h it was declared, t-hat if, in default of heritable issue 
by the said marrhige, the 8ticktorighLs esiate dcvolv(;d on some 
disi ant scion of the Slickforigids family, the rigiit of way from the 
w'ood across the waste land would still icniain in the same slat of 
delectable dispute in whicih it then stood. There .seems, liowevcr, 
hi tie chance of a lawsuit thus jmnidenl.ialij beqiu'atlied to llie misery 
of distant geiicration.s— vsince two sous and two dan gl iters arc already 
playing at hidoumd-seek on the terrace w Imre Jaeb'ymo ouct* w.aten'b 
the orange-trees, and in the Belviderc wlicre Ivicea'bocca imd .stud i c l 
his Macliiavelli. 

Jackeynio, though his master has asscssi'd I he long arrears of i;, 
wages at a sum which would enable him to liavc orange-groves aiut 
servants of his own, still clings to hi.; former dutic^s, and jiractises n., 
coustitutional parsimony. IJv's only apparent deviation niio })i\)l‘usiou 
consi.sts in the erection of a chapel to Jiis sainted naii.esake, to whon. 
he burns many a votive ta])er; — the tapers arc e&])ecially tali, auo 
their scone.es arc wreathed with gjirlands whenever a letter with the 
ibreign post-mark brings good newk of the abst^it Violante aud hc’ 
English lord. 

Biceabocea was long before he reconciled jiimself to the pomp (U 
his principalities and his tith) of Dukp. Jemuna ac mmodated hej - 
.^clf much more readily to greatness, but she ret.ained all her native 
Hazcldean simplicity at heart, and is adored by the villagers around 
her, especially by the youth of both sexes, wdiom she is always ready 
to marry and to portion ;~coiivinced, long ere this, of tiie riideemabre 
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,'uUiili(';s of ih('. lua^'' sex by her iTvercu<'*c forihe DtiisC, v. lio coiithuifi 
t,o satirise woincii aifd wedlock, aod deem liimself—l he.iiks to ins 
])rof)im(I expodt'iice of the one, and his philosopliical (‘adiu-auce of 
thf'otlier t tie only happy husband in the world. Loii.ui^r still wa>, 
it before the sai»‘ej*who had boon so wi.sely anxious to i4il hiniself of 
liic f^iiartre of a dauyliier, couKi wean bis thoui'hts fnnii the rcinem- 
hrariee of her tender vf)iei^ and hwiii!; eyes. Not, indeed, till lie 
seriously betook biinself to the i‘^^k of educating the son with whom, 
aecordiiig to his sciemtific prugnosticjs, Jemima presented him sIk )H lv 
after bis vedurii to his nati\e land. The sago began betimes wit h his 
Italian p rover! is, ful# of jiard-hearled worldly wisdom, and the boy 
was searee out of the honibcKik* before lie was introduced to Maelii^- 
vclli. Hut .somehow or other the snniile goodness of the philosojiher's 
actual life, V ith bis liigli-m*ought patrician sentiments of iiitegrify' 
and lionour, so eoimtcract the tbeoreticfd lessons, that the Heir of 
ScrrrJio is httlc likely to be made more wise by the proverbs, or more 
wicked by the Mae hiavelli, than tliosc studies have practically made 
the prosi^nitor, w}) 0 .^« 0 ])inion.s his countrymen still shame with 1 he 
title of Alphonso t.iu* Good.” * 

* The Duke long cherished a strong oiiriosity to know what liad 
become of llandal. lie never traciul the adventurer to Ids closing 
scene. Hut once (years before Randal had crept, into his pre.senr 
shelter) in a visit of inspection to the liospita! at Genoa, the Duke, 
with his peculiar shrcwdni'ss of •ob.senaliou hi ail inaMers cxccp: 
those which ennccnied himself. wa<s remarking to the oilieer iu 
atlendaiioe, “that for oiu? dull iionest inau, whom fortune drove to 
th(^ hospital or the jail, he had found, on investigation of tlu*ir ante- 
cedents, three .sharp-witted knaves who liad thcrelo red uiJed them- 
selves”- • when his eye fell ujiou ;i man asleep in one of the sick- 
w'ards, and rcoogm.sing the face, not then so changi'd as Oliver had 
seen it, he W'alkcd straiglit up, and gjizcd upon Kandal Li'slic. 

“ An Dnglislimaii,” said the otlicial. “ lie»was brought hither 
insensible, from a severe wound on the head, inilicied, as we dis- 
covered, by ;i wa*H-knowii diecnUrr (V Industrie, who deelared that the 
KngTisliman bad oulwiit(‘d and cheated him. That was not very 

^llivcly, for'a iiwvTfl^nvns were ail we eould (ind ou tlie Englishmans 
])erson, and lie laid becai obliged to leave Jiis lodvings for debt, lie 
IS recovering — liut tlicre is fever still.” 

'File Duke gazed sihmtly on tk) sleeper, who was tossing restlessly 
on his pallet, and muttoririg to himself; then lie placed liis purse in 
the ollieiars liatid. “ Give this t(T the Englishman,” said he; “ bur 
conceal my name. It is true— it is true- -the proverb is very true” 
- resumca the Duke, de.seending the stairs — F jit pt- Hi di volpi chr 
di asini vanno in FpllicciariaF ’\Morc hides of foxes than of asses 
lind I heir way to tire tauncr’s.) 

Dr. Morgan continues to presc,rib(‘ globules for grief, and to jkI- 
unnistcr intin* isiirfaliy to a jnind diseased. Practising what In* 
prescribes, ho swallows a glolmlc of “ caustic'' whenever the sighl. 
of a distressod fellow-creai ure moves him to compassion— a consti- 
tutional tendency which, lie is at last convinecd, admits of no radicoi 
cure. Eor the rest, his range of patic’.g'- b.as notably cxi)anded ; ai d 
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under his care liis patients unqu(\stioiial)}y live as loug-as 
vidcnco jdeascs. lv]o allopathist pan say more. • 

The death oi’ poor dolui Burley found due place in tlie ohiUiary id 

literary men.” Adiiiirers, unknown before, came. for\yard ami sub- 
scribed i‘or fi liaudsome. monument to liis memory In Ivensal (b'r» n. 
They would liavo subscribed for the ndief of his widow and (mildren, 
if he had left any. Writers in magazine.s thrived for souk; inojiths on 
collcclions of ids humorous saying^, anecdotes of liis eecentrieil ies, 
and specnimns of tlie elof|nence that Iiad lightened through tiie 
tobacco-reek of tavern and club-room. Leonard ultimately made a 
selection from his scaftcred writings,, wliieli fonmi place in standard 
libraries, tlio ugh their subjects were <4tlier of too fugitive an hitmest., 
or treated in too capricious a mainiet^, to do more than indicate the 
value of the ore liad it been juirilied from its dross and sul)jcet{;d t,u 
the art of the mint. These sj)(;eimens (;onld not maintain tlicii* circu- 
lation us the coined nioney of Thought, but they were hoardi'd by 
oolJcctors as rare curiosilu's. Alas, jioor Burley ! 

'.rhc J’ompleys sustained a pcKmniary loss liy the erasli of a railway 
com]miiy, in which the Coh-nel had b(‘en induced to take se.vt'ral 
shares by one of his wife’s most boasted “connections,” whose (‘state 
tin; said railway iironosed to (raversc, on paying BlOO an mn-c;, in that 
g(dden age wluui railw ay eomiianies resp(M;t(‘(l the riglits of jiropc'.rty. 
Tlic Colonel w^as no longer able, in Ids own country, to nuik(*. l)oth 
ends meet at Christmas. Jb; is now .straining hard to acidfwc that 
feat in Boulogne, and lias in (lu; proe(‘ss grown so r(‘d in lh(‘ fac‘(‘, 
that tiiosi; who mcef him in his mornine' walk on the jiier, hargai'.ing 
for tish, slinlv(‘ their Imads and say, “ Old l\)ni])l(\v will no olf rn a 
lit of apoi)l{‘xy ; a greai, loss to society ; genteel jieopie- 1 h(‘ Bom]>l(‘^ s I 
and very ldL’hi\ ^ conncided.* ’* 

Tlie vacancy created in the Imrough (;f Lansniere by Andlcy Egc'r- 
ion’s death, was tilled u[> by ouvold acquaint'amaa llaveril DashitioK*, 
who liad un.sucecssfjilly conlesled that .seat on .Mg(‘rton's1ir&t eh'C.lieu. 
The naval otliwr was now uu admiral, ami perfectly nroneiled (u the 
Coi.'stitiition, witli all its adoy of aristocracy. 

^ Dick Av<'nel did not. retire* from Parliament so soon as he had* at ti- 
cipated. He was not ahle to ])tTsuade lamnard, '■ kofirt;^’i(:f fever'A' 
political ambit ion u as no\v quenelied in the (.'aim fountain of the 
Mus(?, Uj suiqdy his plae.o in the senate, ami In; felt that t.he innise otlj 
Avcnel iie(;ded one re])reS('))tatiy e. 41 (; eontrivt'd, howatver, 1o devoti / 
for the lirst year or turn, mucli mort' of hi.s time to iiis interests a, I. 
Screwstowu tlian to tlu; ailairs ‘'of iiis ecjin'try, and siieccedcd in 
baffling the ov<;r-com])etition to Avhicli lie had beam subjected, by 
taking the eonqietit.or into partm;rshi)n ITaviu'::;- thus secured a 
monqxioly at Here wst own, Dirk, ()f (bourse, returned with great ardour 
to his former enlighii’iiecl ()pinions in lavouia'of free-trade, lie 
remained some years in l^irlianicnt ; and liiough far too sbiawvd to 
venture out of ins deptli as an oratoj;, disiingui'Slied liimself so much 
by his exjiosure of “ humbug” on ati impoiiaut Ckanmilb'tg that he 
ac(iuir(;d a very high reputation as a man of business, and gradually 
became so in request, amongst all members wlio moved for “ H{;lect 
Committees” that he rose inlo coijscfiuencc; • and Aveaci, 
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rf)r iiis sjjlce, mort^ tliar* lirr own, obtained the wi^Ii of her 
; nil Avas rreciva-d ns an aeknoA’ lt;(if,^cil huhif.ut'q into the elrcJes 
reshien. Amidst tJiese. eireles, liowcwcr, J)ie’k Ibnijd I hat his Jiome 
mirely Annished; a,nd wlieii ho came iioine from llio^jlojisc of 
'nmmciis, tired to (?eath, at tAA'o in the morn in';-, disirusted at always 
icarinr tliat Mrs. Aa’chcI was nt)t \e.t returnod frojn some fim' lad\’s 
i all, lu-: formed a suddcni rcsohdioii of cni linp;’ Varliammit, Fasiiion, 
.and London rdiop:e.ther ; \viihdrcAv,liis capital, now very lar.ne, from 
iiis iinsiness; boim’hl the I'oiiiaininp: e^^ates of Squire Lhoriiliill; and 
ais chief object of ambition is in endeavoiirii]'^ to coa\' (a- bully out. of 
ihci]’ holdings all tlu‘. HiniaJJi frer'Loldcrs round, who liad subdivided 
v-monirst. llie.m, into xmles and ' furlon^^s, the. fateil inlnn-itanco of 
ilaiidal Fjeslie. An excellent jhFtiee of the ]>eac(^, tiiongh more 
■('V(T(‘ than your old family' proprietors genera, liy are;— a si)irited 
Jandlord, a.s to enieouraRing and making, at a ])roper per-ceutage, all 
’ .('rinaneiit imi)ro\c]ncHts (m tlio soil, but f()rmida])]e to nu'ct if the 
emit, be, not paid 1 (j ihe day, or the least breaeli of eoA^ciiaiit bo heed- 
lessly iijearnul on a farm th.at lie eonld let Ibr more juoney cni])lov- 
ing a great, iisany liand.s in ])ro(lneti\e labbiir, but exacting rigoi'ously 
tVom all the utmost degnu' ot Avork at the simallest rate of Avages 
Avliieh competition aiulllu* jH)or-7'afe permit ;—th(^ young and robust 
in Iiis iieighliourhood ne\er stinted in woiL, and the aged and infirm, 
;is lumbei' Avoni out, .spJMcd a.A\ay in the. AA'orkhouse ; — l{i('ha,rd 
Avenel liolds liimsclf an examiih* to tin* old )’ac*(‘ of J.-indlonls ; and, 
'ateii altoget her, is no very had s])eeimen of the rural eiviliscu’s Avhom 
(!!(‘ ajipli(‘alio]i of sitirii, and capital raise u)) in the muv, 

.From the Avreeks of Fgerton's fortune, Harley, A\iih the aid of Iiis 
father’s exjierience in laisiiiess. could not- succeed in saving, for the 
stati'sman’s sole child .'ind heir, more than a few t housand pounds ; 
and Imt for the, bonds and bills Avhieh, when meditating roAmnge, In; 
iiad bought from Levy, and a rterwards thrown into the fire— paying 
dear for That detestable Avliistle— OAcn this sniqilus would not nave 
been forilieoming. 

j larh'y jirivately paid out (>f Ids own fortune 1 lie £5,000 Egertou 
had i:-. ■: ■ ■{ d to .Leslie, perhaps not sorry, now that tlu* stenf 
e\: ' "':ie' FAT^t'alse. aa il(‘^ of the sciiemer Avas fultiiled, to atibrd 
k)nie compensation ('ven to llie \ic;lim aaIio tiad so richly deserved 
yiate, ; and tilcaseif, tlioiiirli mournfully, to comply _\viih the solemn 
l^cquest of tiic tViiuid Avhosc ollciiec was forgotten in the nunorseful 
iiiiemory of ids ov. n xu’ojeets of r(wenge. 

Leonard’s Idrth aud ’ideut ii.y av«^-(‘ easily ])rovcd, and no om* 
appeared to dis]m1e tiiem. O'lie balance* dm* to him as Ids father's 
heir, togetlier Avifli'tln* .sum ..'\vene! uliima.te]y ]aid to liim for the 
patent of his invent iym, and the (1 oa\ ry Avhieh Harley insisted n]K n 
hestAiAA'ing on Hehmy amoimt.ed to that liapp^' eomjietcnce.Avliieli 
escapes alike the anxieties of jioverty and (what to om* of eontempja,- 
tivc tastes and retired 'habits are ()fl<*nmore irksome to bear) the sIioav 
and respon.Miilit ies of Avcallh, His fa.i tier’s death made a deej) 
impression upon iamriard’s mind; but tiie di.seovery that lie owed his 
birth to a stat.c'sman of so great a re.jmf c, and occupying a position in 
society so eonspiruous, eontvil'utcfl not. to eon/irm, hut to still, the 
VOL. iJ. * , ii' 
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ambition which had for a short time diverted liim from Ins more 
serene aspirations. lie had no longer to wfn a rank which inidit 
equal Helenks. He had no longer a parent, whose affections might 
be best won through pride. The moinorics of his earlier ])fta‘Sant- 
life, and his love for retirement— in wliich J}ahif confirmed the con- 
stitutionai tendency— made him shrfnk from what a more ^^■orldly 
nature would have considered tlic enviable advantages of a name thar 
secured the entrance into the loftiest sphere of our soeial world. It'* 
wanted not that name to asskt his own path to a rank far more, 
durable ihan that which kings can confer. And sf ill he retained m 
the works lie had published, and lie, proposed to bestow on tiu^ 
works more ambitions that lie had^ in hnsuro and compet ence, ihcf 
facilities to design with care, and eomiilc.tc with ])alieue{', the nauwj 
he had himself invented, and linked with the memory of llui low-born 
mother. Therefore, though there was some wonder, in di-awiug-rooms 
and o.-aOs, at the news of Egertoids first imacknowiedged marriage, and 
some curosity expressed as to what the son of that inaniagc migh- 
do—and great men were prepared to welcome, ad fine ladies to invite* 
and briiig out, tbe heir to the statesman’s grave repute- -yei. wondci 
and curiosity soon died away; the repute soon p!»sscd out of date, ami 
its iieir was soon forgotten. Politicians wlio fall short of the highest, 
renown arc like actors ; no applause is so vivid while tliey arc on tiu* 
stage — no oblivion so complete when the ciirttiin falls on the lust 
farewell. 

Leonard saw a fair tomb rise aliovc Nora’s grave, and on the tomi) 
was eugraytd the word of wiee, wliieh vindicated her licloved 
memory. He felt tlie warm embrace of Nora’s mother, no longer 
ashamed toowm her grandchild ; and even old •lolm was made sensible 
that a seiu'C.t weight of sorrow was taken from his wile.’s shom siieiii. 
heart. Leaning on Leonard’s arm, the old man gazed wistfully on 
Nora’s tomb, and muttering—" Egerton ! Egerton! ‘Ijconora, the 
first wife of the Bight Honourable Audley Egerton !’ Hal I. \oted 
for him. She married the right colour. Is that tlie date r' Is it so 
long since slu^ died ? Well, well ! 1 miss hm* sadly. But wife says 
tve shall both now see her soon ; and wife once thoi:jH»j. we should 
never see her again— never ; bull always knew'uctter. ’^fhank you,' 
sir. I’m a poor creature, but these tears don’t jiaig me;— quite other- 
wise. T don’t know why, Imt I’m very hajipy. Where’s my old 
woman ? She does not mind how hiueh 1 talk about Nora now. Oli, 
tlierc she is! Tliank you, sir, humbly ! but IM rather lean on my 
old woman — I’m more used to it; and — ^wife, wIkui shall we goto 
Nora?” 

Leonard liad brought Mrs. Fairfield to sec her jiareuts, and Mrs, 
Avemel welcomed her with unlooked for kindness The name inscribed 
u])on Nora’s tomb softened the mother’s heart to her surviving 
daughter. As poor John had said — "She (! 0 uld talk about 
Nora and in tliat talk, she and th'^ child she had so long neglccli’d 
discovered how much they had in common. So when, shortly alter 
his marriage with Helen, Leonard went abroad, Jane Fairliehri 
remained with the old couple. After their death, winch wnis within 
a day of each other, she refused, perhaps from pride, to take up her 
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rcsidenf'c Aviib ].cnuard, hnt she scilled near the l»ome which hr snb- 
^etjueiil.ly loinul in Enjrlund. Leonard remained abroad for some 
>enrs. A quiet observer of the A'arions mainiers and intoAlectual 
deveiojuncTit of livin^^ rac(;s-~a rapt mid inusinj2‘ student of the momi- 
'iients that re\Tve fhc dead— )iis experience of mfuiJdnd jrfew large in 
silf'iKif’. perceptions (jf*thc Snbliriui and Beautiful hriglitcnod 

iiitr, tr;iiu(uil art under Ihcir native skies. 

( bi Ins return to Biigi.'nnl i^imdiased a small honsi^ anudst the 
f» -! heautiful seeiu's of J >eveusiim>nnd there patiently commenced 
••• vork in which he desiprued ti> herpieaUi to his country his noblest 
ihoM Jrhts in tiicir fairest f^r:i:s. . Some men best develop tiieir ideas 
hr ronstant exereisi^ ; iheir tlioliirhls spring from their brain ready- 
rifmeo'. and seek, like tli(‘ lahlecrii-oddess, lo lake (?onstn7it part in the 
a?s rd' nil'll. j\nd sucli are^^icrjiajis, on the whole, the most vigorous 
and iofly wrilers ; but Leonard did not belong to this class. ^ Sweet- 
ness anil s''renil.y w(‘r(' l!ie main charaeteristics of his geniu.s ; and 
these wmre (lee}ieiicd by his jirofonnd sense of his domestic happiness. 
To \^an(U‘r alone vvitJf jlclen by the banks* of the iminmirous river— 
to g.'w: Avith her on the deep still sea — toffee! that, liis tliouglits. even 
when mo.st sih'nt., Avere eomprehended by the ini uit ion of Jove, and 
retleetcd on 1 liat 1 rauslumit synipat by so yearned for and so rarely 
found by ports— these were the tSahbaths of his soul, nc(!essary to fit. 
hmi j’or its labours -for the Writer has this advantage over other men, 
that his repose is nol. indolence. Jlis duties, right Iv fulfilled, are dis- 
(diarged to earth juul men in other caimcuties t han those of action. Jf 
he is not. seem among tlioscAvho act., he is all the while main ring some 
noiseless iuilueiiee, wliich will guidi' or ijlumiii(\ civilise or elevate, 
th(' resticss men wlioso noblest actions are hut the obi'diont agencies 
of the thoughts of writers, (tall not, then, llu; I’oct Avliom we place 
amiiist the \'arieties of j/ife, the sybarite of liU'rary ease, if returaihg 
on Summer eves, Helen’s light footstep by his musing side, lie greets 
Ids serpieslcred home, with its trellised fioAvcw .sndlimr oul from 
amidst tiic loiuly elitls in Aviuch it is embeddml ; while lovers still, 
though wedded long, tliey turn to each other, with such dee)) joy in 
ih(dr"speakij^ eyes, grateful that the world with its various distrae- 
Tion^ and eoifftiets, lies s<) far from tlicir actual existence — only 
united to thciu by tlii' liojipy link that, the writer weaves invisibly 
witii the hearts that he moves and the souls that he iiisjiires. No! 
Cliarad.c-r and circumstance alike flnfiUcd Leonard for the strife of the 
I in unged literary democracy j they ledtoAvards the devi'lopnu'ut of the 
gentler and ])nrer portions *ol Ids n/ltnre — to tin; gradual suppression 
of the more eomhative and turhiileut. The infiuenee. of the liajipy light 
under which ids gT'iiius .so silently'' and ca,lin!y grow, was seen in the 
exijujsitc harmony its colours, rather tliun the gorgeous diversities 
oj‘ iheir glov'. Ilis* contemplation, intent upon objects of iieaceful 
beautjq and uudLsturlicd by rude anxieties and vclioment passions, 
suggested onlv kindred rc\)rodii(^ioiis to the creati\"e faculty by which 
it w’as vivified; so liiat the Avholc man w'as not only a pool, bn!, a.s 
it Avero, a poem — a iivina: idyl, calling into paslpral music cver\ n-ed 
lliaf sighed and tremble.d along the sfream of life. And Helen was so 
vndfed fo a nature of this kind, --he so guarded the ideal existence in 
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':vhicli it breathes! All little cares and troubles of the eoinhuui 
prjid ical iil'c shc^ipproiuiat.ed sft (imctly to herself — the stroji:»-er of 
the two, us should be a poet’s wife, in the necessary household virtues 
oi prudence aud forethought. I'hus, if tlie uiaTi^ genius made the 
home a temple, the woman’s wisdom gave to the temple the seeurii y 
of the fortress. They liave only one Child — a girl ; they call heriVora. 
She has the father’s soul-lit eyes, and the motlier’s warm liumaii smile. 
She assists Helen iu the moniiiig’s*uoiscless domestio duties ; she sits 
in tiie evening at Jjoonavd’s fee!; while he rc'ads or writes. In each 
light grief of childhood she steals to the mother’s knee; Init in each 
young impulse of delight, or each bri|htcr41asli of progTessive reason, 
she springs to the fatlier’s breasi-. Sjveet liolcn, thou hast, taught her 
this, taking to thjsclf the shadows evqn ()f thine infant’s life, and 
leaving to thy partner’s eyes only il,s rosy light ! 

But not here shall this picture of Helen close. Even the Ideal can 
only complete it s pur})Osc by comu'ct ion \yil h the Heal. Even iu soli- 
tuflc the writer must depend upon Alankiiid. 

Leonard, at last., has eofludetcd thcAvork, wrrlidi has bei^i the joy 
and ‘the labour of so many years-- the work which lie regards as tlie 
flower of all his spiritual being, and to which lie has committed all i he 
liopos that unite the creature of to-day with tlie generations of lh(‘. 
futimi. Tlie work lias gone through the iiress, cacdi line lingered over 
with the elaborate iiatieiicc of the artist, loath to part with the 
thought lie has soulpturod into form, while an iniproyiiig touch can 
be imparted liy the cliisi'l. ‘He has ueeejited aii inyitation from 
iNorreys. ^ In the rest, less excitement (strange to liim, since his first, 
haiipy maiden etfort}. he has gone to London. Unrecognised in tlie 
huge metropolis, he has watclu'd to see if tlie world acknowledge the 
new tic lie has woven betw(‘en its busy life and liis secluded toil. Ami 
the work came out iu au unpropitious lioiir; other things were oeeu- 
>‘viiig the public; the world was not at leisure to heed him, and tlie 

>ok did not penetrate into the great circhi of readers. But a savages 
;itic had seized on it, and mangled, distorted, didunncdit., eonfounding 
together defect aud beauty in one mocking ridicule; and the l)tviuti('>, 
have not yet found an exponent., nor the (k fect.s a defmi^^r ; and Huy. 
publisher shakes his head, points to groaning sh(Tvcs,aim*delicately 
hints that the work which was to be the epitome of tlie sacred life 
within life, docs not hit the t;i^tc of the da,y.. Lc'onard thinks 
over the years tliat his still ^labour has cost him, and knows that 
he has exhausted the richest jnincs of hJs iniclleel, and tlia* 
long years will elapse before he can recruit that capital of ideas 
which is necessary to sink ni'w shafts, and bring to light fresh or' ; 
and the deej) despondency of intclkicl, IVust rated in its higliest aims, 
lias seized him, and all fie has before dom? is isivolved iu failure liy 
the defeat of the crowning eflbrt. Eailure, aud irrecoverable., si'.eiitN 
iris whole ambition as writer; his whole exist yuee in the fair Idee ' 
seems to have been a profitle&s dream, and 1 he fac^e, of tlie Ideal it.si- 
is obscured. And even Norreys frankly, tlmugli kindly, intimat 
tliat the life of a metropolis is essential to the healthful intuition of a, 
An'iter in the intellectual wiuits of his, age : siiiei' every great AV’Iter 
sujiplies a want iu his own generation, for some feeling to 1 
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aiiiioimced, some truth to he revealed ; and as tliis maxim is pjeiic- 
rally sound, as most gi'cat writers h5ve lived in cities, Leonard dares 
not dwell on the cxct^jjtions ; it is only success that justifies the 
attempt to !){; an exception to the common rule ; and witii the blunt 
manhood of his nature, whieli not a poeX’s, Non’cys sums up with, 
“ Whfit then r One experiment has failed ; tit your life to your 
j,^enius, and try again/’ Try again ! Easy counsel enough to tin* 
mail of ready resource and (juu^k^combative mind; but to Leonard, 
iiow hard and how hm'sh! “Eit liis^lifc to his genius ! ’’--renouiice 
eontemplation and Kiiiiirc for tiie jostle of Oxford Sireet! — woidd 
that life not scanj away tlijl gciiilLis for ever ? Perplexed and despon- 
dent, though still struirgliiig foy fortitude, he retimis to his liomc, 
and there at his hearth awaits the Soother, and there is the voice that 
repeats the passages most htJovi'd, and prophesies so confidently of 
lutim; fame; and gradually all around smiles from the smile of llelcu, 
.\jid the profound (iouvictioii that Heaven places huuiaii happiness 
heyoud tli<; reach of tin* world’s <.*ontcmpt or praise, circulates 
through his s.>st(im wid restores its seriiife calm. And he feels that 
the duty of the imcllcet is to accomplish and jierfeet itself — toliar- 
monise its sounds into music that may he heard in llcavcm, Ihongh it 
wake not an echo on the earth. If this i)e done, ns with som(‘ men, 
best amidst till'- din aial the di.scord, ho it so ; it, us with him, host in 
sileiici^, be it so too. And the next day he reclines with Ibdeii by 
the sea-shore, gazing calmly as before on tlu* measureless sunlit 
ocean; riiid Helen, looking inlo liis fa?!e, sees that it is sunlit as the 
deep. 11 is liaiid steals within her own, in the gratitude that endears 
beyond tin; jxnvcr of passion, and lie murmurs gently, J31esse(l be 
the woman who consoles.” ^ , 

The work found its way at length into fame, and the fame sent its 
voices loud lo the poet’s home. Put the a])plausc of the world had 
n(jt a sound so sw(‘.et to his ear, as when, in dou[fi, humiliation, ar'* 
sadness, the lips of his Ibtlen had whispered, “ Hope! and bolievi*/ 
Side by side with this pielmv of \V(>man the Consoler, let n 
place, the companion sketch. Harley J/.l'ist range, shortly after his 
^miage wj^ Vi«)knto, had been induced, whiXlicr at ins bride’s 
Ix-rsuasioiisToi* to oissipati; the shadow with whieli Egertpn’s death 
still clouded his wi^dded felicity, 'o aiicept a. temj)orai'y inission, half 
militarv, half civil, to one of our^oloiiies. On this mission he had 
evinced so ujucli ability, and aehitwed^io signal a success, that on iiis 
return to England he Avas raised to,the pe(‘rage, while his father yet 
lived to reioicc that the sou who would sueeeed to liis honours had 
achieved the noble* dignity of honours not inherited, ])ut won. High 
expectations WT-re formed of Harl#y’s parlifimentary success ; but he 
•saw that sucli sucocMS, to be dura!)le, must found itself on the know- 
edge, of wearisome details, and th(‘. study of that practical business, 
lucii jarred on his tastes, though it suited his t-alenls. Harley liaa 
cn indolent for so many years“-*aud there is so much to make indo- 
'ce captivating to a marrwdiosc raiiK is seenred, who hasnotiiing to 
►"iisk from ibituiie, and wiio linds at his homo no cares from which he 
seel' a a distraction ; — so he hinghed at ambition in the wliim of hii 
*, dight.ful Irimours, reml Hie { r-giegtations formed from his diplomatic 



470 M# MOVEL p OK, 

triumph died away. Bui then ^ame one of those noliticjil crises, in 
which men ordinarily indifferent to polities rouse tlieinselves to the 
recollection, that the experiment of legislation is not made upon dead 
matter, bu» on the living form of a noble couiite'v. And in both 
Houses of parliament the strength of^arty is put lorth. 

It is a lovely day in spring, and Haney is seated by the winefow o! 
his old room at Knightsbridge-— now glancing to the lively green of 
the budding trees— liow idling '\3pth Nero, who, though in canine old 
age, enjoys tlie sun like his master— now repeating to himself, as he 
turns over the leaves of his favourite Horace, .s#inc of those liucis tliat 
makes the shortness of life the cxc Jbe for seizing its pleasurt^s and < 
eluding its fatigues, which form thef staple morality of the polished 
epicurean- ami Viokntc (into what glorkus beauty her maiden bloom 
has matured !) comes softly into the room, seats herself ou a low stool 
beside him, leaning her face on her hands, and looking up at Idm 
through her dark, clear, spiritual eyes ; and as she coittiiiii(‘s to s})ea,k, 
gradually a change eomes^wer Barley’s aspc't^ gradnallyjlie brov. 
OTOiKs thought lul, and the i^ps lose their playfius4^ile. There is mv 
hateful assumption of the w'ould-be “superior woman”— no formal 
remonstrance, no lecture, no homily which grates upon masculine 
pride, but the higii theme and the cloiiiumt \yords elevate uncon- 
sciously of themselves, and the Horace, is laid aside- a Parliamentary 
Blue Book has been, by some marvel <.*r othm’,^ coiijurt'd there in 
its stead -and Violaute now piovcs away as softly as she cnteicau 
Harley’s liaud detains her. 

“Not so. Share the task, or 1 (piit it. Here is an extract 1 eoii- 
dernn you to copy. Do you think 1 wouKl go througli this labour if 
you were, not to halve the success r* — halve 1 lie labour as well !” 

And Yiolante, overjoyed, kiss(is away the implied rebuke, and sits- 
dowii to work, so demure and so jiroud, by Ids side. 1 do not know 
if Harley made mmdiway in the Blue. Book that morning* but a iittl:} 
time after he siioke. in the Lords, and surpassed all that tlni most san- 
guine had hoped IVom his talents. Tim sweetness of fame and the con- 
sciousness ol utility once. I'ldly tasted, Harley’s cousiimrnatioi; of lus 
proper destinies was secure. A. year later, and his€tioi( c^’R6i4)uc of t^lii 
iniluenccsof Lnglaiul. Bis boyish love of glory revived; no loiigervague 
and dreamy, but ennobled into pat riotisin, and stroiigihened into pur- 
pose. One night, after a signal trvjmph, ho returned Ijome, with his 
lather, who had witnessed it, aiid Violaute— who. all tovi'ly, all brilliam 
though she was, never went foKh in her herd’s abstmoe, to lower 
junoiig fops and flatt(Ters, the dignity of the name she so aspii’cd t 
raise — sprang to meet him. Harley’s cldt'st soir-a boy yet in the 
1 irsery — had been kept up later lhan usual ; perhaps Violaute hat- 
jmticipated her liusband’s triuniph, and wished f 'the soji to share ii. 
The old Earl beckoned the child to him, and ]a>iiig his hand on it • 
infant’s ciu ly locks, said with unusual seriousness — 

“My boy, you may see troubled times in En^and before these hairs 
are as grey as mine ; and your stake in 1?ffglaiid’s honom* and peace 
will be great. Heed this hint from an ol<l imin who had no talents to 
make a noise in the world, but vvho been of some hse in his 

generation. Neither sounding titles* -"pr wide lands, nor fine abilities. 
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will give you real j6y, unless you hold yourself responsible for all to 
your God and to your country j atid Ivhen you fue tempted to believe 
that ilie gilts you may inherit from both entail no duties, or tBirf 
duties fire at war uiith true pleasure^ remember how 1 placed you in 
your father's arms, and said, ‘Let him be as proud of you some day, 
JUS j fft this hour am of him.'” 

The boy clung to liis father's breast, and said manfully, “ I wili 
try ! ' Harley bout liis (air smooth brow over the young earnest face, 
and said .softly, ‘‘ Your mother speafe in you !” 

Then the. old Countess, who had remfiincd silent and listening on 
her elbow-chair, rose and hisse(| the Earl's hand reverently. Perhaps 
in that kiss tlu'.re Wfis the repeiit.ant consciousness how far tlie active 
goodness she had often sgerctly undervalued had exceeded, in its 
Iruits, her own cold unproductive powers of wili and mind. Then 
passing on to llarh^y, her brow grew elate, and the pride returned to 
her eye. 

“ At Jast,” she s;^id, laying on his shoulder that light iirra liand, 
lyom winch he n(,j^nger shrunk — “ at la^O my noble son, 3'ou have 
fulfilled all the promise of your youth ! ” 

“ If so,” answered Harley, “ it is because I bavo found what I then 
.sought in vain.” lie drew Ids firm around Violante, and added, 
witli half lender half solrnin smih;— “ Blessed is the woman who 
exults!” 


So, symbolled forth in tlicse, twin and fair tlowcrs which Eve sfived 
for Earth out of Pfirjidise, cfieh with tin? virtue to hcfil or to strengthen, 
stored under the Icfivcs that give swetds to the air; — hero, soothing 
tlic heart when tlic world Ifrings 1 h(;‘ trouble— h(‘, re, recruiting the 
soul whicli oui’ sloth or our seiLses cnorvfite, leave wo woman, at least, 

, in the place Heaven assigns to her amidst the multifoim “Varieties 
ofLifo.” 

Farewell to thee, gentle Header; and go forth to the world, 
0 AJy Novf.u’ 


THE iSJfJU. 




ROUTLEDGE*S#CHEAP ^ITERATURE. 


ROUTLEDGE’S, USEFUL LIBRARY. 

Prlcn One SJnlling cach^ unlnts sperifi^uK 

1 A Ladipp’ and GAtleinen’s Letter- , 10 Wills, Executors, und^Adniinistra- 

Writcr. • , lors (Tlie I-avv of), witli Usclul 

2 Hf^us('liold Economy ; or, Domestic , Eonns. W, J.JIoldsworfh 

‘’iuts for Persons of iModeriite i 11 Iluiidell’s Domestic Cookery, mi- 
.fom<*. Anna Jiotrtnaiij abridged, witli Illuslrations. 

.'5 l.aii'Jmarks of t]»e History of 12nic-«i 12 The 'J’ricks of 'I’riide, in the Adul- 
In-id, l.s'. btf. Her. Janivs, White j terutions of Food and JMiysic. 

4 Landmarks of the History of Greece, ’ Jterised and Edited by l)r. Muttalf 
with u Map, l.s. (>?/. i:{ Notes on Health: JIow to ITeserve 

Itrr%Ta)Hj^ WhHe '■ or Retrain it. IE. T. Coh'nnfn 

StfCommon Thinc.s of livery-lTny lj|‘. | i:. Common Objects of the Microso pe, 
A)nie Jlon'ni<^ji. wit]) 400 ]1lU6tratioii.s. Wen/f 

(J Marlin Doyle’s Tiiinas worth Know - ' !(> Law of Ikiukruptey. 

intr, tt liook ot General Pmetieul 1 TE. A. Iloldstrorfh 

Utility. [ 17 One Tlnmsand Hints for the 'J'able, 

7 Landlord and Tenant (The Law ofy, , including; Wines. 

withan Apjieiidixof l^s(‘ful l-'oru).s, ' is How to Make Aloiir-y; a Practical 
Glossary of J.iiw Terms. Treuti.se on Eusiness. Frecdley 

IE. .1. lloldsirarth ' JU Household J.uw, t>r the Rights and 
K Lives of Good Servsp’^s, of Mon and Wonn'n, 2,\‘. 

Author ot^ Mary Potrrll ” w Fonhlaiiaue 

'1 History of Pnimplrlidm the Esiriie.st | 21 C^mnly Court Guide. lloldun^Wfn 
Period J’enee of Paris,! 22 Geolojry for the Million, with iJlus- 

18.)(5. # Anu Un Edwards traiions. Flues 


bo5ks foe the country. 

Priee One Slnlhny per T'o/m/z/p, unless specified. 

In limp cloth Covers or Ornameutul*Roards, with Ilhi^rations. 

J Anulinu, and Wliere to Go. Hiahey 22 Hiili^;!) penis, illustraw^l by W. S. 
2 I'l'^eons and Rabitils. Detamrr Coleman. Thomas Moore, F. L.S. 

;; Sliootimr. Jilahey 2! l\i\ onrite JHotvers : How to Grow 

4 Tlie Sheep. Marini tliern. A. G. Suttou 

.» Fla.x and Hcmi). Delayier 21 l{rili».ii Unflerllies. IF. N. Coleman 

(i 'I’lie Poultry Yard. Walts 2.j Tlie Rat, its History, with Anoedotes 

7 Tlie I’iu. Martin and Sidney hy Uncle .lames, l.s. (\d. 

s (tattle, Is.Gd. Alartin nod Jtaynfnrd 20 Dogs, t.ln;ir Management, &;c., l.f. 0(7. 

10 TIk' Horse. (Wil and Yonatt • JMtmrd Mayhem 

11 Itr-es. l!er..f.(w. Wood 27 Hints for Farmers. It. S( ott liura 

12 Cage and Singing TJirds. H.G .Adams 28 llniish Hirds’ Eggs and Ne.st.s. 

I t Small Farms. Al. Hoyle Iter, J, C. Athinsoa 

14 'J’Ir* Kneheii Garden. DeUnnrr 2!) British TimherTrees, I, s.firf. JHc/z/.Y/r/z. 

’file Fl()\v*.,^'.ir(len, Helamer ;>l> Wild Flowers, 2,s. .Speitccr Thomson 

l(i Rural kMMUiomy. • M. Hoyle .11 Life of a Nag Hor.'i , Ate. , Taylor 
17 Farm anil Ganh'ii Produce. M. Hoyle 52 A Field lull of Wonders. 

IH Common Giij. eU of the Si'U Shore. . C. S. Chcltnam 

Iter. J. G. Wood flaunts of the W’lld Flowers, is. Gd. 

V.) Common Ghjects of the Country. Mi.ss Pratt 

Her. , EG. Wood: 35 L ientific I'anning made J .asv. l.v. Of/. 

20 Agricultural ('hemistry, Kt. iw/. T. C. I'lefcher 

Sihson (Aul Vorlehrr S5 Food, Feeding, and Manure. 

21 W’oodlaiuD,IIeulhs,(ik;Jiedges.C’o/e/z/rt7i Alfred. Gibson 


ROUTLEDGE’S HOUSEHOLD MANUALS. 

Feup. Hvo, price Sixpence each, cloth limp. 

1 THE CGOK’S OWN HOOK; a Manual of Cookery for the Kitchen uni the 

Cottage. By Gcm^kuana Hull. With Praciicnl llinstrations. 

2 THE LADY’S I.ETTLi, ’^rtteR. j .1|))diealions for Situu- 

..'ITIIE GENTLEMAN’S LETTER WRITER. } Ivlson^of *Tit?e, 

4 VILLAGE MU.^^l'iVM; or, Hats we Gathered Profit witii Pleasure, liy Re^. 
(L T. Hoakl. A; 







